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FEE  FACE. 


Tins  work  was  first  published  in  December,  1846, 
six  months  after  my  return  from  Europe.  Some  litera- 
ry friends,  who  had  been  interested  in  the  letters  which 
I  sent  home  during  my  pedestrian  journeys,  encouraged 
me  in  the  design  of  collecting  them,  completing  the 
story  from  my  journals,  and  producing  a  book,  which, 
while  treating  of  beaten  tracks,  might  possess  some 
interest  from  the  circumstances  under  which  they  were 
trodden.  Mr.  N.  F.  Willis,  whose  kindness  to  me  was 
as  prompt  as  his  friendship  has  been  generous  and  con- 
stant, wrote  an  introduction,  giving  the  buoyancy  of 
his  name  to  a  craft  which  might  not  otherwise  )iave 
ridden  so  fortunately  the  capricious  sea  of  literary  suc- 
cess. Several  editions  were  sold  during  the  following 
year,  and  in  August,  1848,  I  added  to  the  eighth  edition 
a  chapter  containing  some  practical  information  for 
pedestrians,  in  answer  to  numerous  lettei's  from  young 
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men  who  dcsirod  to  follow  my  example.      To  the  same 
edition  I  attached  tlie  following  prefatory  remarks : 

"  In  prc«ontiiig  to  tho  public  a  new  nnd  improved  edition  of  this  r^ 
cord  of  hia  wtiiideriiigA,  tho  author  could  not  justly  suffer  the  opportu- 
nity to  go  by,  >vithout  expressing  his  grateful  acknowledgment  of  the 
kindnoM  witli  which  his  work  hiis  been  received.  Although  his  aim 
woM  Kiinply  to  give  a  narrative  of  personal  experience,  which  it  was  hoped 
might  bo  of  some  value  to  many  a  toiling  student  in  the  college  of  the 
world,  ho  was  awuro  that  it  would  bo  considered  a  test  of  his  literary 
ability,  and  that  whatever  hearing  ho  might  have  hoped  to  obtain  for  the 
works  of  maturor  years,  woidd  bo  dependent  on  its  success.  With  a 
total  ignorance  of  tho  arts  of  book-making,  and  uncertain  whether  a 
new  voice  fi*om  the  track  whcro  thousands  had  been  before  him 
woidd  find  a  (mtiont  auditory,  it  was  therefore  not  witliout  considera- 
ble anxiety  that  ho  gave  his  volume  to  tho  world.  But  he  was  not 
proj^ared  to  hope  for  such  an  inunediato  and  generous  favor  as  it  re- 
ceive^L  Xiy  the  prt»ss  of  our  own  country,  as  well  as  tho  more  rigid 
reviewers  of  Oreat  Britain,  whatever  merits  it  possesses  were  cordially 
apprvviated,  while  its  fault>s  were  but  lightly  touched — ^perhaps  from  a 
sym{Hkthy  with  tho  youth  of  the  author,  and  the  plan  of  his  enthusias- 
tic pilgrimage.  But  what  was  mivst  grateful  of  all,  he  learned  that 
many  auv>ther  young  and  hopeful  spirit  had  been  profited  and  encou- 
ragiHl  by  his  own  experience,  and  was  ready  to  try  the  world  with  as 
little  de^HMidence  on  worldly  means.  The  letters  he  received  from 
young  men  whose  hopes  and  circumstances  were  what  his  own  had 
b<H>n.  gave  welcome  evidence  that  he  had  not  written  in  vain.  lie  will 
not  say  that  tlus  knowUnlge  repaid  him  for  whatever  toil  and  harvUhip 
he  had  undergone ;  whoever  i*  subjected  to  the  same  exjvrionce  will 
learn  that  it  brings  its  own  reward ; — ^but  it  will  nerve  him  henceforth 
to  lM!>ar  any  lot,  however  severe,  through  which  he  may  be  enabled 
to  say  a  word  that  shall  cheer  or  strengthen  another. 

*'  lie  is  now  fully  aware  how  much  he  has  omitted  from  these  pages» 
which  would  have  been  cunou»  and  perhape  iastruotive  to  the  reader; 


^-hoTT  miray  blonden  of  ineiperiance ;  how  mucb  lIioiigTitloBS  codE- 
ilenoo  in  the  world;  how  mnny  painful  Btrugglaa  with  priJe,  and  n  too 
aelfiflh  indepeadeaee  ;  how  raaay  Btninge  erlrpmities  of  wont  and  nraua- 
ing  eipedienta  of  relief.  Uis  I'ciuctance  to  relate  much  that  WUB  entire- 
ly personal  and  could  not  hare  heea  told  without  aamo  little  eacriflue 
of  feeling,  haa  aince  boen  regretted,  from  the  belief  that  it  might  have 
been  useful  to  othora.  Perhaps,  howovsr,  it  \rill  bo  better  tluLb  each  one 
abauld  learn  theae  leaeoua  for  himselC  There  ia  a  aeosation  of  novelty, 
which,  even  in  the  moat  cmbarrasaing  aituatiuns,  produces  a.  desperate 
kind  of  cujoymeat,  and  in  addition  to  tliia,  the  aufferer'a  aympatbiea  for 
humanity  are  very  much  deepcn«d  and  enlai^d  by  an  aeqaointance 
with  its  trials. 

"  In  preparing  the  present  edition  of  bis  book,  the  author  at  firat 
contemplated  a  complete  reviaion.  The  fact  that  seven  editions  had 
been  sold  in  a  year  and  a  half  from  the  publication,  seemed  to  require 
that  he  ahonldmabe  enchizuprovementsas  LLj  riper  judgment  auggeated, 
and  wliioh  should  render  it  more  worthy  of  po  extensive  a  circulation. 
But  farther  reflection  eonvinoed  him  that  it  would  be  best  to  make 
little  change.  It  waa  written  during  his  wnnderings — partly  by  the 
wayside,  when  resting  at  mid-diiy,  and  partly  on  the  rough  tables  of 
peasant  inns,  in  the  st'dlnesa  of  deserted  mina,  or  amid  the  sublime  soli- 
tude of  the  mountain.top.  It  fbos  reflects  iaitlifully  the  impresa  of  hia 
own  mind,  in  every  part  of  the  journey,  and  bo  would  prefer  that  it 
Bliould  remain  a  boyish  work,  however  lacking  in  finish  of  composition, 
rather  than  risk  taking  away  whatever  spirit  it  mny  have  caught  from 
nature.  Some  partioulars,  which  have  been  desired  by  persons  about 
to  andertake  a  sijiiilar  journey,  and  which  may  be  generally  interesting, 
have  been  given  in  a  new  chapter  at  the  close." 


At  the  time  the  foregning  preface  wa3  written,  I  aid 
not  venture  to  anticipate  that  the  work  would  become 
permanently  popular.  It  had  fulfilled  the  ohject  of 
its  publication,  and  I  sliould  have  been  satisfied  had 


Vm  PREFACE. 


it  then  gradually  passed  away  from  the  remembrance 
of  the  reading  public.  Since  that  time,  however, 
twelve  more  editions  have  been  sold,  and  there  appears 
to  be  an  increase  rather  than  an  abatement  of  the 
demand  for  it.  When,  therefore,  Mr.  Putnam,  in  order 
to  produce  a  collected  and  uniform  edition  of  my  tra- 
vels, proposed  to  destroy  the  original  stereotype  plates 
and  reprint  the  work,  to  correspond  with  the  later 
volumes,  I  could  not  suffer  the  opportunity  to  pass  with- 
out giving  it  that  careful  revision  which  was  rendered 
necessary  by  its  crudities  of  style  and  carelessness  of 
arrangement.     • 

I  have  endeavored  to  make  no  cliano:e  which  should 
impair  that  spirit  of  boyish  confidence  and  enthusiasm, 
to  which  alone  I  must  attribute  the  success  of  the  work. 
I  have  not  meddled  with  the  language  further  than  to 
correct  occasional  violations  of  taste.  My  task  has 
been,  to  omit  much  that  was  irrelevant  to  the  story 
and  to  my  object  in  telling  it,  replacing  these  omissions 
with  personal  particulars,  which  had  been  withheld 
through  an  unnecessary  pride.  I  have  even  in  some 
instances  suffered  opinions  to  stand,  which  I  have  long 
since  outgrown,  because  they  illustrate  my  ignorance 
and  immaturity  at  the  time.  My  object  is  to  make 
this  account  of  my  two  years'  experiment  more  clear 
and  intelligible  to  the  reader — to  retain  everything  that 
is  novel  or  characteristic,  while  relieving  it  of  an  over- 
plus of  mere  description,  which  possesses  no  general 
interest.     I  have  also  added  an  introductory  chapter, 
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containing  all  the  particulars  mentioned  by  Mr.  "Willis 
in  his  original  introduction,  with  others  which  seemed 
necessary  to  make  the  story  complete.  In  with- 
drawing the  book  from  the  shelter  of  that  gentle- 
man's name,  I  can  do  no  less  than  say  that  the 
kindness  of  heart  which  made  him  one  of  my  first 
literary  friends,  leaves  me  still  his  debtor ;  but  those 
who  know  him  truly,  know  that  indebtedness  to,  him  is 
a  burden  lightly  and  gladly  borne. 

In  conclusion,  I  must  disclaim  any  particular  talent 
for  economy,  which  has  sometimes  been  accorded  to 
me,  on  account  of  having  seen  so  much  on  such  short 
allowance.  Had  I  possessed  more  I  should  have  spent 
more,  and  the  only  value  of  my  experience  is,  to  prove 
to  young  men  of  scanty  means  that  they  need  not  ne- 
cessarily be  debarred  from  enjoying  the  pleasures  and 
the  advantages  of  travel.  The  story  of  this  experience 
has  been,  and  may  still  be,  useful  to  others ;  and  I 
claim  for  it  no  further  merit  than  that  of  truth,  without 
reserve  or  exaggeration. 

B.  T 

New  York,  October,  1855. 
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CHAPTEE    I. 


INTRODUCTORY. 


An  enthusiastic  desire  of  visiting  the  Old  World  haunted 
me  from  early  childhood.  I  cherished  a  presentiment, 
amounting  to  positive  helief,  that  I  should  one  day  behold 
the  scenes,  among  which  my  fancy  had  so  long  wandered. 
When  a  boy  of  ten  years  I  read  Willis's  "  Pencillings  by  the 
Way,"  as  they  appeared  from  week  to  week  in  the  country 
newspaper,  and  the  contemplation  of  those  charming  pictures 
of  scenery  and  society  filled  me  with  a  thousand  dreams  and 
aspirations.  I  wandered  along  the  shores  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean, while  hoeing  corn  or  tending  cattle  in  my  father's 
fields ;  the  geography  of  Europe  and  the  East  was  at  my 
tongue's  end,  and  the  confidence  with  which  I  spoke  of 
going  to  London,  and  Paris,  and  Rome,  often  subjected  me 
to  the  ridicule  of  my  schoolfellows.      But  this  confidence 
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was  too  /iHtlecl  for  either  ridicule  or  reason  to  shako  in  tho 
slighti^t'Segree. 

Ii\  iny  fifteenth  year,  a  little  Look  entitled  "  The  Tourist 
hi.  Europe,"  written  by  Mr.  George  V.  Tutnam,  fell  into  my 
.'.'••liaiids.  In  addition  to  lively  sketches  of  a  summer  trip  on 
•,' •••the  continent,  it  contained  the  programmes  of  several  Euro- 
pean  tours,  with  statements  of  the  time,  expenses,  and  other 
details  of  travel,  which  furnished  me  with  a  basis  whereon  to 
construct  my  own  plans.  The  want  of  means  was  a  serious 
check  to  my  anticipations ;  but  I  could  not  content  myself 
to  wait  until  I  had  slowly  accumulated  so  large  a  sum  as 
tourists  usually  expend.  It  seemed  to  me  that  a  more  hum- 
ble method  of  seeing  the  world  would  place  within  the 
power  of  almost  every  one,  what  had  hitherto  been  deemed 
the  privilege  of  the  wealthy  few.  Meanwhile,  two  years 
passed  away,  and  I  became  an  apprentice  to  the  printing 
business  in  the  neighboring  county  town.  Ilowitt's  "  Rural 
Life  in  Germany,*'  which  appeared  about  this  time,  confirm- 
ed me  in  my  ideas,  and  I  resolved  to  delay  no  longer,  but 
to  undertake  a  pedestrian  tour  through  Europe,  as  soon  as 
I  could  obtain  sufficient  means  to  start  with.  It  was  not 
simply  the  desire  for  a  roving  life  which  impelled  me  ;  it 
was  the  wish  to  become  acquainted  with  other  languages 
and  other  races ;  to  behold  the  wonders  of  classic  and 
mediaeval  Art ;  to  look  upon  renowned  landscapes  and  feel 
the  magic  of  grand  historical  associations;  in  short,  to 
educate  myself  more  completely  and  variously  than  my 
situation  and  circumstances  enabled  me  to  do  at  home. 

With  this  view,  I  wrote  to  several  gentlemen  who  had 
made  the  tour  of  Europe,  requesting  information  and  advice. 
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iglR  cxcppt'ion  tliej  answerr.d  tLat  it  wonld  bo 
inipossiljle  to  travel  according  to  the  estimates  I  had  made, 
or  without  the  poascssioa  of  Bums,  which  then  appeared  to 
me  fortunes  iu  themselves.  I  was  not  discouraged  "by  their 
replies,  hut,  although  I  was  entirely  witliout  money  aud 
could  not  BCQ  where  it  was  to  como  from,  felt  myself  con- 
tinually drawing  nearer  to  the  realization  of  nty  hopes. 
Finally,  iu  January,  1844,  my  cousin,  Br.  Frank  Taylor, 
announced  his  determination  to  visit  Europe,  and  urged  me 
to  accompany  him.  I  had  still  two  years  of  my  apprentice- 
ship to  servo  j  tlio  project  was  opposed  hy  my  friends  as 
something  utterly  visionary  and  impracticable  ;  -mj  cousin 
had  barely  sufficient  moans  for  Limaelf,  and  my  pockets 
were  as  empty  as  thoy  could  well  be ;  hut  I  decided  to  go. 
For  some  months  previous,  I  had  been  publishing  from 
time  to  time  occasional  boyish  poems,  which  bad  procured 
mo  the  kind  encouragement  of  Dr.  Griswold,  who  was  then 
editor  of  "  Graham's  Magazine,"  and  of  Mr.  N.  P.  Willis, 
who  was  conducting  the  '■  New  Mirror."  The  former  gen- 
tleman Lad  advised  me  to  commence  my  literary  career  with 
a  small  volume  of  these  effusions,  and  the  idea  came  into 
my  head  that  by  so  doing,  I  might — on  the  strength  of  some 
inherent  promise  in  the  poems — obtain  a  newspaper  corre- 
spondence which  would  start  mo  on  my  way,  My  friends, 
whose  personal  kindneas  exceeded,  for  the  time,  their  lite- 
rary taste,  Buhacrihed  for  a  sufficient  number  of  copies  to 
defray  the  expense  of  publication,  and  in  the  following 
month,  a  small  volume  of  very  crude  verses  appeared.  It 
was  charitably  noticed  by  the  Philadelphia  press,  however, 
and  subserved  my  plaus  by  introducing  mc  to  the  acquaint- 
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auce  of  several  literary  gentlemen,  who  promised  to  aid  me 
with  their  influence.  Trusting  to  this  faint  prospect  of 
procuring  employment,  I  made  preparations  to  leave  the 
printing-office,  M'hich  I  fortunati^ly  acconiplisheJ  without 
difficulty,  the  editor  heing  willing  to  release  me  from  my 
engagement  on  conditions  which  I  was  able  to  fullil. 

Another  friend  and  schoolfellow,  Mr.  Barclay  Pennock 
(whose  recently  published  "  Religion  of  the  Northmen"  has 
made  his  name  known  to  the  literary  world),  joined  my 
cousin  and  myself,  and  we  at  once  began  to  prepare  for  our 
departure.  I  made  many  applications  to  difierent  editors, 
and  met  with  nothing  but  disappointment.  Europe  was 
already  becoming  familiar  to  the  reading  public,  and  merely 
descriptive  letters,  although  not  yet  a  drug  in  the  literary 
market,  were  no  longer  in  the  same  demand  as  formerly. 
Two  weeks  before  the  day  fixed  upon  for  leaving  home,  I 
had  secured  no  employment,  and  did  not  possess  a  dollar 
towards  my  outfit.  I  then  went  to  Philadelphia  and  spent 
two  or  three  days  in  calling  upon  all  the  principal  editors 
and  publishers  of  the  city,  but  I  seemed  doomed  to  be 
unsuccessful.  At  last,  when  I  was  about  to  return  home, 
not  in  despair,  but  in  a  state  of  wonder  as  to  where  my 
funds  would  come  from  (for  I  felt  certain  they  tvould  come), 
Mr.  Patterson,  at  that  time  publisher  of  the  Saturday  Eve- 
ning Post,  offered  me  fifty  dollars,  in  advance  for  twelve 
letters,  with  the  promise  of  continuing  the  engagement,  if 
the  letters  should  be  satisfactory.  The  Hon.  Joseph  H. 
Chandler,  editor  of  the  United  States  Gazette,  then  made 
me  a  similar  offer.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  I  instantly  and 
joyfully  accepted  both,  and  thus  found  myself  in  possession 


of  ono  liundrcd  dollars.  Mr.  George  E.  Graliam  also  paid 
mo  illjerally  for  some  manuscript  poems,  and  I  returned 
home  in  triumpli,  ivlfli  a  fund  of  ono  hundred  and  forty 
dollars,  whicli  at  that  time  scomGd  suffitiont  to  carry  me  lo 
tliB  end  of  the  world. 

Our  plan  was  to  sjiend  a  year  and  a  half  in  Europe,  and 
I  trusted  implicitly  to  future  remuneration  for  letters  for 
my  means,  or,  if  that  should  fail,  to  my  skill  as  a  composi- 
tor, for  I  supposed  I  could  at  the  worst  work  my  way 
through  Europe,  like  the  German  kaitdwcrkahurscJien.  My 
parents,  who  had  good  reason  to  look  upon  the  project  at 
first  as  tlio  mad  whim  of  a  boy,  were  encouraged  by  this 
first  success,  and  their  reluctant  consent  removed  the  only 
fihftdow  that  hung  over  my  da/zling  hopes ;  but  many  good 
old  country  friends  shook  tlioir  heads  gravely,  predicting 
that  wo  would  all  return  as  repentant  prodigals,  in  less  than 
six.  months.  Our  slender  preparations  were  soon  m.tde. 
My  cousin  and  myself  travelled  on  foot  to  Washington, 
called  on  Mr.  Calhoun,  then  Secretary  of  State,  procured 
our  passports,  and  walked  homo  again.  Wo  took  no  more 
baggage  than  wo  could  carry  in  our  hands,  for,  as  we  antici- 
pated being  obliged  to  practise  the  strictest  economy,  we 
determined  to  commence  with  the  very  moment  of  leaving 
home.  Towards  the  close  of  June  the  farewells  were  said, 
and  we  went  with  light  hearts,  and  hy  the  cheapest  route, 
to  Now  York. 

I  called  at  once  upon  Mr.  Willis,  who  sympathized  with 
my  own  enthusiasm,  and  strengthened  me  with  his  hearty 
encouragement.  He  gave  nie  n  nnti"  of  rcconimcndatioii, 
with  whith  I  visited  thr  editors  of  the  li-ailing  iouiiinis,  but 
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failed  to  make  any  further  engagements,  except  a  condi- 
tional one  witli  Horace  Greeley,  of  the  New  York  Tribune. 
When  I  first  called  upon  this  gentleman,  whose  friendship 
it  is  now  my  pride  to  claim,  he  addressed  me  with  that 
honest  bluntness  which  is  habitual  to  him  :  "  I  am  sick  of 
descriptive  letters,  and  Avill  have  no  more  of  them.  But  I 
should  like  some  sketches  of  German  life  and  society,  after 
you  have  been  there  and  know  something  about  it.  If  the 
letters  are  good,  you  shall  be  paid  for  them,  but  don't  write 
until  you  know  something,"  This  I  faithfully  promised, 
and  kept  my  promise  so  well,  that  I  am  afraid  the  eighteen 
letters  which  I  afterwards  sent  from  Germany,  and  which 
were  published  in  the  Tribune,  were  dull  in  proportion  as 
they  were  wise.  Mr.  Willis  also  gave  me  letters  to  some 
printers  of  his  acquaintance  in  London,  thinking  they  might 
be  useful  in  case  I  should  be  compelled  to  resort  to  my 
handicraft. 

Our  first  plan  was  to  take  passage  to  some  continental 
port,  and  we  spent  two  days  in  visiting  the  vessels  in  the 
North  and  East  Rivers,  but  could  find  none  in  which  the 
fare  was  less  than  fifty  dollars.  We  were  on  the  point  of 
embarking  in  a  Dutch  vessel,  bound  for  Antwerp,  the  cap- 
tain of  which  agreed  to  take  us  for  that  sum,  after  Mr.  Wil- 
lis had  interceded  with  the  consignees  in  our  behalf;  but  as 
we  afterwards  found  we  should  be  obliged  to  furnish  our 
own  bedding  and  incur  various  other  expenses,  we  relin- 
quished this  chance,  calculating  that  a  steerage  passage  to 
England  would  cost  us  but  half  the  money,  while  the 
remaining  twenty-five  dollars  would  support  us  for  at  least 
a  month  after  our  arrival.      We  therefore  took  what  was 


tlien  cnlleil  a  Becond-cubin  passage,  in  tlio  ship  Osford,  for 
Livorpool.  Tho  sccond-cabiu  was  a  small  spaco  auiid-sliips, 
flanked  with  bales  of  cotton,  and  fitted  np  with  temporary 
boitha  of  rough  planks.  We  paid  tea  dollars  apiece  fur  the 
passage,  with  the  privOege  of  finding  our  own  bedding  and 
proviaioua.  At  a  warehouse  of  ships'  stores  on  Pine  street 
wharf  wo  found  everj-thing  that  we  needed,  and  received 
gre.it  assistance  from  the  salesman,  who  calculated  with  per- 
fect honesty  and  es:actneaB  what  articles  we  should  need, 
and  what  quantity  of  each.  In  our  inexperience  we  should 
probably  have  gone  to  sea  but  half  supplied.  The  ship's 
cook,  for  a  small  compensation,  undertook  to  prepare  our 
provisions,  thus  reheving  us  from  one  of  the  most  disagreea- 
ble necessities  of  a  second-class  pnssage.  On  summing  np 
our  expenses  we  were  gratified  to  find  that  we  should  reach 
Liverpool  at  a  cost  of  twenty-four  dollars  apiece. 

On  the  Jst  of  July,  1S44,  we  left  New  York,  sending  e 
last  hastily  pencilled  note  by  the  pilot,  to  onr  relatives  at 
home.  As  the  blue  hills  of  Neversink  faded  away  and 
sank  with  the  sun  behiud  the  ocean,  and  I  first  felt  the 
swells  of  the  Atlantic  and  the  premonitions  of  sea-sickness, 
my  heart  failed  me,  for  the  first  and  last  time.  The  irre- 
vocable step  was  taken  ;  there  was  no  possibility  of  retreat, 
and  a  vague  sense  of  doubt  and  alarm  possessed  me.  Had 
I  then  known  anything  of  tho  world  this  feeling  would  have 
been  more  than  momentary  j  but  to  my  ignorance  and 
enthusiasm  all  thingB  seemed  possible,  and  the  thoughtless 
and  happy  confidence  of  youth  soon  returned. 


on  AFTER    II. 

THE     VOYAGE. 

The  Second  Cabin— Our  Fellow  Passengers — Sea  Life — The  Banks  of  NeTrfoundland — 
Black  Fish — Unfavorable  Weather — The  Iowa  Indians — Their  Songs  and  Dances — 
Raising  the  Wind— Off  the  Hebrides— First  Sight  of  Land— Scenery  of  the  North 
Channel — X  Burial  at  Sea — The  Islo  of  Man — Approach  to  Liverpool — Ol\jects  oa 
Landing — A  Kacc  for  the  Custom  House — A  Day  in  Liverpool. 

The  second  cabin  of  tlie  Oxford  was  just  abaft  the  main- 
mast. A  hatchway,  barely  large  enough  to  admit  a  man's 
body,  communicated  with  the  deck,  or  rather,  with  that 
portion  of  it  which  we  were  allowed  to  frequent.  Below, 
tliere  were  eight  berths  and  nine  passengers,  two  of  whom 
were  therefore  obliged  to  turn  in  together.  The  lot  fell 
upon  my  cousin  and  myself,  and  as  the  berths  were  barely 
wide  enough  for  one,  and  not  more  than  ^ve  feet  long.  I 
suffered  nightly  tortures  from  cramped  limbs.  Our  only 
light  came  through  the  hatch,  which  was  battened  down  in 
ptormy  weather,  leaving  us  in  almost  total  darkness,  with  a 
horrid  sense  of  suffocation.  Our  box  of  stores,  with  a  bag 
of  potatoes,  were  stowed  under  the  berths,  and  our  barrel  of 
pilot-bread  served  as  a  seat.     Our  fellow-passengers  were  a 
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motley  compan J-.  There  was  an  intelligent  Gcrtnnii  stuilent, 
witli  a  pale,  melancLoly  face  ;  a  wild  j-oniig  Engtishman, 
evidetitly  of  good  fsmilj',  but  a.  runaway  auJ  heartily  tired 
of  sailor  life  ;  an  honcsC  Sfotch  woman,  who  had  been  two 
years  in  Vermont ;  two  Irish  grocers,  and  one  of  those  indi- 
viduals wliose  characters  are  colorless,  and  whose  presence 
is  almost  as  blank  as  the  memory  of  them.  We  were  soon 
on  familiar  terms,  and  did  our  best  to  dissipate,  by  harmless 
jollity,  the  annoyances  of  our  situation.  The  German. 
whose  whole  stock  of  provisions  consisted  of  ten  pounds  of 
soda  crackers  and  a  few  lemons,  was  soon  throwu  upon  our 
hospitality,  which  ho  accepted  with  a  readiness  that  made 
him  welcome.  The  Scotch  woman,  who  entertained  us  with 
legends  of  "  that  terrible  man,  Graham  of  Clavcrhouse," 
shared  also  with  us  her  store  of  Vermont  gingerbread,  as 
long  as  it  lasted.  The  Englishman  sat  down  besiUo  us  with 
his  platter,  and  encouraged  a  mutual  exchange  of  delicacies ; 
but  I  must  do  the  Irish  grocers  the  justice  to  say  tliat  they 
took  care  of  themselves  and  were  satisfied.  Capt.  Rathboue, 
tlie  commander  of  the  Oxford,  was  a  fine  specimen  of  the 
hearty,  generous  sailor  character,  and  never  censed  to  treat 
ns  with  kindness,  lie  gave  us  the  use  of  the  cabin  library, 
and  ordered  the  steward  to  supply  us  with  any  article  we 
wight  need. 

Could  one  live  on  the  sense  of  beauty  alone,  exempt 
from  tlie  necessity  of  creature  comforts,  a  sea-voyage  would 
be  deliglijful.  To  the  landsman  there  is  subhmity  in  the 
wild  and  ever-varied  forma  of  the  ocean  ;  they  (ill  bis  mind 
with  living  images  of  a  glory  he  had  only  dreamed  t>f  before. 
Hot  after  a  fortnight  at  sea  we  would  have  Ipeen  willing  to 
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forego  all  this  and  get  back  the  comforts  of  the  shore.  The 
days  dragged  on  so  slowly  that  as  we  approached  the  Euro- 
pean side  of  the  world,  tlie  space  of  a  lifetime  seemed  to 
separate  us  from  the  experiences  of  home. 

As  we  approached  the  Banks  of  Newfoundland,  a  gale 
arose,  which  for  two  days  and  nights  carried  us  on,  career' 
ing  ^lazeppa-like,  up  hill  and  down.  The  sea  looked  truly 
magnificent,  althougli  the  sailors  told  us  it  was  nothing  at  all 
in  comparison  with  the  storms  of  winter.  But  we  were  not 
permitted  to  pass  the  Banks,  without  experiencing  one  of 
the  calms,  for  which  that  neighborhood  is  noted.  For  three 
days  we  lay  almost  motionless  on  the  glassy  water,  some- 
times surrounded  by  large  flocks  of  sea-gulls.  The  w^eed 
brought  by  the  Gulf  Stream  floated  around,  and  the  branches 
■vve  fished  up  were  full  of  beautiful  little  shells.  Once  a 
large  school  of  black-fish  came  around  the  vessel,  and  the 
carpenter  climbed  down  on  the  fore-chains  with  a  harpoon, 
to  strike  one.  Scarcely  had  he  taken  his  position,  when 
they  all  darted  off  in  a  straight  line,  through  the  water,  and 
were  soon  out  of  sight.  lie  gravely  declared  they  had 
smelt  the  harpoon. 

We  congratulated  ourselves  on  having  reached  the  Banks 
in  seven  days,  as  it  is  considered  the  longest  third-part  of 
the  passage.  But  the  hopes  of  reaching  Liverpool  in 
twenty  days,  Avere  soon  overthrown.  A  succession  of 
southerly  winds  drove  the  vessel  as  far  north  as  Lat.  55°, 
without  bringing  us  much  nearer  our  destination.  It  was 
extremely  cold,  for  Ave  were  but  five  degrees  south  of  the 
latitude  of  Greenland,  and  the  long  northern  twilights  came 
on.     The   last  glow  of  the  evening  twilight  had  scarcely 
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ffloie  the  first  glimmering  of  clawn  appeared.  I 
founil  it  extremely  easy  to  read,  «t  10  P.  M.,  on  the  dock, 

We  Lad  much  divcraiou  on  board  from  a  company  of 
Iowa  IiidianR,  under  the  celebrated  chief  "  White  Oloud," 
who  were  on  a  visit  to  England.  Tbey  were  truly  a  wild 
looking  company,  and  helped  not  a  liltle  to  relieve  the 
tedium  of  the  passage.  The  chief  was  a  very  grave  and 
dignified  person,  hut  some  of  the  braves  were  merry  enough. 
One  day  wo  had  a  war-dance  on  deck,  which  was  a  most 
ludicrous  scene.  The  chief  and  two  braves  sat  upon  their 
haunches,  beating  a  small  drum  violently,  and  howling  forth 
their  war-song,  while  tho  others  in  ftill  dress,  painted  in  a 
grotesque  style,  leaped  about,  brandishing  tomahawks  and 
spears,  and  temiinating  each  dance  with  a  terrific  yell.  Some 
of  the  men  were  quite  handsome,  but  the  squaws  were  all 
ugly.  They  oceupied  part  of  tho  second  cabin,  separated 
only  by  a  board  partition  from  our  room.  This  proximity 
was  anything  but  agreeable.  They  kept  ua  awake  laoro 
than  half  the  night,  by  singing  and  howhug  in  the  most 
dolorous  manner,  with  the  accompaniment  of  slapping  their 
hands  violently  on  their  bare  breasts.  We  tried  an  opposi- 
tion, and  the  German  made  our  room  ring  with  the  chorus 
from  Der  Freischiitz — liut  in  vain.  They  il'ovIiI  howl  and 
beat  their  breasts,  and  the  pappoose  would  squall.  Any  loss 
of  temper  is  therefore  not  to  be  wondered  at,  when  my 
cramped  limba  alone  wore  enough  to  drive  off  half  the  night's 
b1  umber. 

It  was  a  pleasure,  at  least,  to  gaze  on  their  strong  ntbletic 
frames.  Tiieir  massive  chests  and  powerful  liiobs  put  to 
shame  our  lean  proportions.      One  old  man,  in  particular, 
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who  soouhmI  tlie  patriarrli  of  the  band,  used  to  stand  for 
hours  on  the  qiiartor-drck,  suhlinio  and  motionless  as  a 
statue  of  Jupiter.  An  interestinjr  incident  oeeurred  during 
the  eahn  of  wliieh  I  snnke.  Tliev  hcL'an  to  be  fe.irful  wo 
were  doomed  to  remain  tliere  forever,  unless  the  spirits  were 
invoked  for  a  fiivoraMe  wind.  Aeeordingly  the  prophet  lit 
his  pipe  and  smoked  witli  great  deliberation,  muttering  all 
the  while  in  a  low  voice.  Then,  having  rd»tained  a  bottle  of 
beer  from  the  captain,  he  poured  it  snlemnly  over  the  stern 
of  the  vessel  into  the  sea.  There  were  some  indications  of 
wind  at  the  time,  and  accordimrlv  the  next  morninjir  we  had 
a  line  breeze,  which  the  lowas  attributed  solelv  to  the 
Prophet's  incantation  and  the  otloring  of  beer. 

After  a  succession  of  calms  and  adverse  winds,  on  the 
2c)th  we  were  off  the  Hebrides,  and  though  not  within  sight 
of  land  the  southern  winds  came  to  us  strouirlv  frei*rhted 
with  the  meadow  freshness  of  the  Irish  bogs,  so  we  could  at 
least  smell  it.  That  dav  the  wind  became  more  tavorable, 
and  the  next  mornhig  we  were  all  roused  out  of  our  berths 
bv  sunrise,  at  the  louix  wished-for  erv  of  "land  I"  Just 
under  the  golden  tlood  of  light  that  streamed  through  the 
mornins:  clouds,  lav  afar-otV  and  nulistinct  the  erases  of  an 
island,  with  the  tt^p  of  a  light-house  visible  at  one  extremity. 
To  the  soutli  of  it,  and  barelv  distiuiruishable,  so  completely 
was  it  blended  in  hue  with  the  veiling  cloud,  loomed  up  a 
loftv  mountain.  I  shall  never  forget  the  sight.  As  we  drew 
nearer,  the  dim  and  s«>t\  outline  it  tirst  wore,  was  broken  into 
a  range  o^  crags,  with  lofty  precipices  jutting  out  to  the  sea, 
and  sloping  off  inland.  The  white  wall  of  the  light-house 
shone  in  the  morning's  light,  and  the  foam  of  the  breakers 


dashed  up  at  tlie  foot  of  tlie  airy  ctifl's.  It  was  worth  all  tlio 
trouhlos  of  a  long  voyage,  to  feel  the  gloritras  excitoment 
which  this  hciralJ  of  new  scenes  anil  new  udveiituresereiited. 
The  light-house  was  en  Tory  Island,  on  the  nortli-wostern 
const  of  Ireland.  The  enptnin  decided  on  taking  the  North 
Ohaniipl,  fis  it  was  in  onr  case  nearer,  aa  well  aa  more  interest- 
ing than  the  nsual  route. 

We  passed  the  Island  of  Ennistrahnl,  near  the  entrance 
of  Londonderry  hnrhor,  and  at  annset  saw  in  the  distance 
the  islands  of  Islay  and  Jura,  off  the  Scottish  coast.  Kcst 
morning  we  were  close  to  the  promontory  of  Fairhead,  a 
hold,  precipitous  headland,  like  some  of  the  Palisades  on  the 
Hudson  i  the  highlands  of  the  BtuU  of  Cantire  were  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  Channel,  and  the  wind  Kriing  ahead,  we 
tacked  from  shore  to  shore,  running  so  near  the  Irish  coast, 
that  we  conld  see  the  liltlo  thatched  huts,  slacks  of  peat, 
and  oven  rows  of  potatoes  iu  the  iit'lds.  It  was  a  cheering 
panorama  :  the  view  extended  for  miles  inland,  and  the 
fields  of  different  colored  grain  were  spread  out  lieforo  ns,  a 
brilliant  mosaic.  Towards  evening  wo  passed  Ailsa  Crag, 
the  sea-birds'  home,  within  sight,  tbongh  about  twenty  miles 
distant.  Some  fishermen  came  off  to  us,  towards  evening, 
and  we  succeeded  in  exchanging  a  few  pounds  of  pilot  bread 
for  frosh  fish,  which,  fried  by  our  black  cook,  made  us  a 
feast  fit  for  the  Gods.  Onr  provisions,  which  had  held  out 
remarkably  well,  were  almost  entirely  exhausted,  and  this 
nnespected  supply  was  as  welcome  to  us  as  the  loavea  and 
fishes  to  the  famished  jnultitude. 

On  Sunday,  the  SSth.  we  pa  sed  ibo  lolly  headland  of  tlie 
Mnll  of  Galloway  and  entered  the  Irish  Sea.      Here  there 
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was  an  occurrence  of  an  impressive  nature.  A  woman 
l)elonp;ing  to  the  steeraj^e,  wlio  had  been  ill  the  whole  pas- 
sage, died  the  morning  before.  She  appeared  to  be  of  a  very 
avaricious  disposition,  though  this  might  indeed  have  been 
the  result  of  a  laudable  self-denial.  In  the  morning  she  was 
speechless,  and  while  they  were  endecivoring  to  persuade  her 
to  give  up  her  keys  to  the  captain,  died.  In  her  pocket  were 
found  two  parcels,  containing  forty  sovereigns,  sewed  up  with 
the  most  miserly  care.  It  was  ascertained  she  had  a  wiJowed 
mother  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  and  judging  her  money 
could  be  better  applied  than  to  paying  for  a  funeral  on 
shore,  the  captain  gave  orders  for  committing  the  body  to  the 
waves.  It  rained  drearily  as  her  corpse,  covered  with  starred 
bunting,  was  held  at  the  gangway  while  the  captain  read  the 
funeral  service ;  then  one  plunge  was  heard,  and  a  white  ob- 
ject flashed  up  through  the  dark  waters,  as  the  ship  passed  on. 
In  the  afternoon  we  passed  the  Isle  of  Man,  having  a 
beautiful  view  of  the  Calf,  with  a  white  stream  tumbling 
down  the  rocks  into  the  sea  ;  and  at  night  saw  the  sun  set 
behind  the  mountains  of  Wales.  About  midnight,  the  pilot 
came  on  board,  and  soon  after  sunrise  I  saw  the  distant 
spires  of  Liverpool.  I'lie  Welsh  coast  was  studded  with 
windmills,  all  in  motion,  and  the  harbor  spotted  with  buoys, 
bells  and  floating  lights.  How  delightful  it  was  to  behold 
the  green  trees  on  the  banks  of  the  Mersey,  and  to  know 
that  in  a  few  hours  we  should  be  on  land !  About  1 1 
o'clock  we  came  to  anchor  in  the  channel  of  the  Mersey, 
near  the  docks,  and  after  much  noise,  bustle  and  confusion, 
were  transferred,  with  our  baggage,  to  a  small  steamboat, 
giving  a  parting  cheer  to  the  lowas,  who  remained  on  board. 


On  landing,  1  lialted  a  moment  to  observe  llio  scene.  The 
baggage -wagons,  drawn  by  horses,  mules  and  donkeys,  were 
extraordinaiy  objects  to  my  eyes;  men  were  going  about 
crying  "  the  MlthraUd  Tralortim  gingerbread  !"  wliidi  tliey 
carried  in  baskets,  and  a  boy  with  long  blue  gown  and  yel- 
low knee-breeches,  was  running  to  tUe  wharf  to  lotik  at  the 
Indians.  A  man  came  np  to  me,  exclaiming.  "  These  are  the 
genuine  Tralorums !"  and  hunger  (for  our  supjilics  were  all 
gone),  combined  with  cHriosity,  indnced  nic  to  purchase  some 
of  them.  I  was  not  in  a  good  condition  to  discriminate,  but 
I  found  the  Tralorums  wortliy  of  their  great  renown. 

At  last,  the  carta  were  all  loaded,  the  word  was  given  to 
start,  and  then,  what  a  scene  ensued  j  Away  went  the 
mules,  the  horses  and  the  donkeys  ;  away  run  men  and 
women  and  children,  carrying  chairs  and  trunks,  and  boxes 
and  Leddtng.  The  wind  was  blowing,  and  the  duHt  whirled 
up  as  they  dashed  helter-skelter  through  the  gate  and 
started  off  on  a  hot  race,  down  the  dock  to  the  customs 
office.  Two  wagons  earae  together,  one  of  which  was  over 
tamed,  scattering  the  broken  boscs  of  a  Scotch  family  over 
the  pavement ;  but  while  the  poor  woman  was  crying  over 
her  loss,  the  tide  swept  on,  scai'cely  taking  time  to  glance  at 
the  mishap. 

The  wild  Englishman  advised  us  to  go  to  the  Choiley 
Tavern,  where  we  could  get  a  good  dinner.  On  finding  a 
porter  who  knew  where  it  was,  we  trusted  ourselves  entirely 
to  his  guidaucc.  Taking  our  haggage,  be  signllied  by  a 
mysterious  sign,  that  wo  should  follow  bim,  and  marched 
directly  into  the  city.  "We  had  gone  about  a  hundred  yards 
and  bad   lusf   sight  of  the  Oufitom  House,  wjjeii  one  of  the 


32  VIKWS    A- FOOT. 

oflliMTS  camo  up  at  full  sptM'il  iiiid  ctiinmamlcd  us  to  return 
and  Mil  unit  our  liM;r;ra<.^i'  U)  tic  usual  cxauiinatiou.  I  antici- 
patt'«l  a  n)U;ili  liau«Hin^,  l»ut  cvcrytliiug  we  had  was  passed 
with  littie  tn»ul»li',  xhv  niliccr  uu'ivly  opeuiug  the  trunks  and 
prossin;^  his  hands  on  tlu*  tnp.  Kvon  some  American 
ropriuts  of  Kn^lish  works  wlilch  uiy  conipaniun  carried,  and 
feart'd  would  hi;  taken  from  liiui,  wore  passed  over  without 
a  word.  I  was  ajrn'eahly  surprised  at  this,  .is  from  the 
aceounts  of  some  travellers,  1  had  heen  led  to  fe«ir  horrible 
thinj^s  of  cust«»ni- houses.  This  over,  we  took  a  stroll  about 
the  eity.  I  was  iirst  struck  hy  soenijj;  so  many  people 
walkinj^  in  llie  middle  of  the  streets,  and  so  many  gentlemen 
going  ahout  with  pinks  stuck  in  their  button-holes.  Then, 
the  houses  being  all  built  of  brown  stone  or  dark  brick, 
pvcs  the  town  a  sombre  appearance,  which  the  sunshine 
(when  there  is  any)  cannot  dispel.  Of  Liverpool  we  saw 
little  except  that  bountiful  dinner  at  the  Chorley  Tavern — a 
meal  ever  to  be  remembered.  Before  the  twilight  had 
wholly  faded,  we  were  again  tossing  on  the  rough  waves  of 
the  Irish  Sea. 


CHAPTER    III. 

A     DAY      IN      IRELAND. 

Learing  Liverpool— The  Second  Cabin  again — Irish  Fellow  Passengers — The  Channel 
— The  Northern  Coast  of  Ireland — Port  Rush — A  Rainy  Day — An  Irish  Hut— 
Dunlace  Castle — Rain  and  Ruin — The  Giant's  Causeway — The  Giant's  Well — 
Basaltic  Columns — The  Giant's  Organ,  and  Chimneys — A  Coast  Scene — The  Shore 
at  Night — Wandering  in  the  Storm— Return  to  Port  Rush. 

Instead  of  going  directly  to  London,  we  decided  to  take 
Scotland  in  our  way,  as  tlie  season  was  favorable  for  a  pedes- 
trian tour  in  the  Highlands.  But  there  was  no  boat  to 
leave  for  Glasgow  for  two  days,  and  rather  than  spend  the 
time  uselessly  in  Liverpool,  we  embarked  on  board  a  small 
steamer  for  Londonderry,  which  was  to  stop  at  Port  Rush, 
near  the  Giant's  Causeway.  The  German  student,  who  was 
bound  for  Paris,  sent  his  baggage  to  Havre,  retaining  only  a 
knapsack,  and  joined  us  for  the  trip.  We  also  forwarded 
our  portmanteaus  to  London,  and  took  with  us  only  the  most 
necessary  articles  of  clothing.  On  calling  at  the  steamboat 
office  we  found  that  the  fare  in  the  fore  cabin  was  but  two 
shillings  and  a  Lalf,  while  in  the  chief  cabin  it  was  six  times 
as  much.     As  I  had  started  to  make  the  tour  of  all  Europe 
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with  a  sum  little  higher  than  is  given  for  the  mere  passage 
across  the  ocean,  there  was  no  alternative — tlie  twenty-four 
hours'  discomfort  could  he  more  easily  endured  than  the 
expense,  and  as  I  expected  to  encounter  many  hardships,  it 
was  best  to  make  a  beginning  I  had  crossed  the  ocean 
with  tolerable  comfort  for  twenty-four  dollars,  and  was 
determined  to  try  whether  England,  where  I  had  been  told 
it  was  almost  impossible  to  breathe  without  expense,  might 
not  also  be  seen  on  the  same  scale  of  expenditure.  We 
accordingly  took  our  tickets,  and  laid  in  a  stock  of  bread 
and  cheese  for  provision  on  the  way. 

The  fore  cahin  was  merely  a  bare  room,  with  a  bench 
along  one  side,  which  was  occupied  by  half  a  dozen  Irish- 
men in  knee-breeches  and  heavy  brogans.  As  we  passed 
out  of  the  Clarence  Dock  at  10  P.  M.,  I  went  below  and 
managed  to  get  a  seat  on  one  end  of  the  bench,  where  I 
spent  the  night  in  sleepless  misery.  The  Irish  bestowed 
themselves  about  the  floor  as  they  best  could,  for  there  was 
no  light,  and  very  soon  the  deepness  of  their  snoring  gave 
token  of  blissful  unconsciousness. 

The  next  morning  was  misty  and  rainy,  but  I  preferred 
walking  the  deck  and  drying  myself  occasionally  beside  the 
chimney,  to  sitting  in  the  dismal  room  beloAv.  We  passed 
the  Isle  of  Man,  and  through  the  whole  forenoon  were 
tossed  about  very  disagreeably  in  the  North  Channel.  In 
the  afternoon  we  stopped  at  Larne,  a  little  antiquated  village, 
not  far  from  Belfast,  at  the  head  of  a  crooked  arm  of  the 
sea.  There  is  an  old  ivy-groAvn  tower  near,  and  high  green 
mountains  rise  up  around.  After  leaving  it,  we  had  a  beau- 
tiful panoramic  view  of  the  northern  coast      Many  of  the 


} 


precipices  are  of  the  same  furmatioii  as  the  Causeway  ; 
Fairheail,  a  prom  on  to  ly  of  tliia  kind,  is  grnnd  in  the  CKtreme. 
The  perpendicular  face  of  fluteil  rock  is  ahout  three  hundred 
feet  in  licigfat,  and  towering  up  eublimely  from  the  water, 
seemed  almost  to  overhang  our  Leads.  My  companion  com- 
pared it  to  Niagara  Falls  petrified  ;  and  I  thought  the  simile 
very  striking.  It  is  like  a  cataract  falling  in  huge  waves, 
in  some  places  leaping  out  from  a  projecting  rock,  in  others 
descending  in  an  unbroken  sheet. 

Wo  passed  the  Giant's  Causeway  after  dark,  and  about 
eleven  o'clock  reached  the  harbor  of  Port  Rush,  where,  after 
stumbling  up  a  strange  old  street,  in  the  dark,  we  found  a 
little  iuu,  and  soon  forgot  the  Irish  Coast  and  everything 
else. 

In  the  morning  when  we  arose  it  was  raining,  witli  little 
prospect  of  fair  weather,  but  having  expected  nothing  better, 
we  set  out  on  foot  for  the  Causeway.  The  rain,  however, 
soon  came  down  in  torrents,  and  we  were  obliged  to  take 
shelter  in  a  cabin  by  the  road  side.  The  whole  house  con- 
sisted of  one  room,  with  bare  walls  and  roof,  and  earthen 
floor,  while  a  window  of  three  or  four  panes  supplied  the 
light  A  6re  of  peat  was  bnrning  on  the  hearth,  and  the 
breakfast,  of  potatoes  alone,  stood  on  the  table.  The  occu- 
pants received  us  with  rude  but  genuine  hospitality,  giving 
us  the  only  seats  iu  the  room  to  sit  upon  ;  except  a  rickety 
bedstead  that  stood  in  one  comer  and  a  small  table,  there 
was  no  other  furnitnro  iu  the  house.  The  man  appeared 
rather  intelligent,  and  although  he  complained  of  the  hard- 
ness of  their  lot,  h.-td  no  sympathy  with  O'Connell  or  the 
Repeal  n 
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Wo  loft  this  niisoraMo  hut  as  si»t>ii  as  it  ceasoil  raining— 
ami,  thou'^h  thoro  woro  many  cahins  ah>ng  the  road,  few 
wore  bottor  than  this.  At  h'ULrth.  atUT  passing  the  wjills  of 
an  ohl  cluirch.  in  tho  niiilst  of  nhU*r  ttanbs,  wo  saw  tho  roof- 
loss  towors  o(  Dunhico  Ca>th\  <»n  tho  soa-shore.  It  stands 
on  an  isolatotl  rock,  risinjr  porponJicularly  two  Imntlred  feet 
abovo  tho  soa,  and  ot>nnoctocl  with  tho  clitls  of  the  mainland 
bv  a  narrow  arch  oi'  masonrv.  l^n  tho  summit  of  the  cliffs 
are  tho  remains  of  tho  buihlings  whore  the  ancient  lords 
kept  thoir  vassals.  An  ohl  man,  ^^  ho  takes  care  of  the  cas- 
tle for  Lord  Antrim,  on  whoso  property  it  is  situated,  show- 
ed lis  tho  way  down  tho  cliiK  AVo  walked  across  the 
narrow  arch,  entered  tho  ruinod  hall,  and  looked  down  on  the 
roaring  soa  bolow.  It  still  raiiiod,  tho  wind  swept  furiouslv 
through  tho  decaying  arches  of  tho  banqueting  hall  and 
waved  tho  long  grass  on  tho  dosoUxto  battlements.  Far 
bolow,  tho  soa  foamed  white  on  tho  breakers  and  sent  up  an 
unceasing  boom.  It  was  tho  most  mournful  and  desolate 
picture  I  had  over  behold.  Thoro  wore  some  low  dungeons 
yet  entire,  and  rude  stairways,  whore,  by  stooping  down,  I 
could  ascend  nearly  to  tho  top  of  one  of  tho  towers,  and 
look  out  on  tho  wild  sconorv  of  the  coast. 

Going  back,  I  found  a  way  down  tho  cliff,  to  the  mouth  of 
a  cavern  in  tho  rock,  which  extends  under  the  whole  castle 
to  tho  soa.  Sliding  down  a  heap  of  sand  and  stones.  I  stood 
under  an  arch  eighty  foot  high  :  in  front  tho  breakers  dashed 
into  the  entrance,  Hinging  tho  spray  half-way  to  the  roof, 
while  the  sound  rang  up  through  tlio  arches  like  thunder. 
It  soeuiod  to  mo  tho  haunt  o{  tho  old  Norse  soa-gvnls  ! 

»>  e  let\  the  road  near  Ihmluco  and   walked  along  the 
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emooth  beach  to  the  chffa  that  surroiinJ  the  Causc-waj. 
Here  we  obtained  a  guide,  and  descended  to  one  of  the 
which  can  be  entered  from  the  shore.  Opposite  the 
a  bare  rock  called  Sea  Gull  Isle,  rises  out  of  the 
eea  like  a  churcli  etocple.  The  roof  at  first  was  low,  but  we 
shortly  came  to  a  branch  that  opened  on  the  sea,  where  the 
arcU  was  forty-six  feet  in  height.  The  breakers  daslied  for 
into  the  oave,  and  flocks  of  sea-birds  circled  round  its  mouth. 
The  sound  of  a  gun  was  hke  a  deafening  peal  of  thunder, 
crashbg  from  arch  to  arch  till  it  roUed  out  of  the  cavern. 

On  the  top  of  the  hill  a  spacious  hotel  is  erected  for  visi- 
tors to  the  Causeway  ;  after  passing  this  we  descended  to  - 
the  base  of  the  cliffs,  which  are  here  upwards  of  four  hun- 
dred feet  high,  and  soon  began  to  find,  in  the  coltimiiar 
formation  of  the  rocks,  indications  of  our  approach  to  the 
spot.  The  guide  pointed  out  some  columns  which  appeared 
to  have  been  melted  and  run  together,  from  which  Sir  Hum- 
phrey Davy  attributed  the  formation  of  the  Causeway  to  the 
action  of  fire.  Near  this  is  the  Giant's  Well,  a  spring  of  the 
purest  water,  the  bottom  formed  by  three  perfect  hexagons, 
and  the  sides  of  regular  columns.  One  of  us  observing  that 
no  giant  had  ever  drunk  from  it,  the  old  man  answered — 
"Perhaps  not:  but  it  was  made  by  a  giant — God  Almighty  !" 

From  the  well,  the  Causeway  commences— a  mass  of 
columns  from  triangular  to  octagonal,  lying  in  compact  forms, 
and  extending  Into  the  sea.  I  was  somewhat  disappointed 
at  first,  having  supposed  the  Causeway  to  be  of  great  height, 
but  I  found  the  Giant's  Loom,  which  is  the  highest  part  of 
it,  to  ho  hut  about  fifty  feet  from  the  watci'.  The  singular 
appearance  of  the  columns  and  the  many  strange  forms 


which  they  assnnip,  render  it,  iieTcrtlieloss,  an  object  of  the 
greatest  interest.  Walking  out  on  the  roclcs  we  came  to  the 
Ladies'  Chiur,  the  scat,  back,  siJeB  and  footstnol,  being  all 
regularly  fornicil  by  the  broken  columua.  The  guide  said 
that  any  lady  v-ho  1^'ould  take  three  drinks  from  the  Giant's 
Well,  then  sit  in  this  chair  and  think  of  any  gentleman  for 
■whom  she  had  a.  jirefcrcuce,  would  be  married  before  a 
twelvemonth.  I  asked  him  if  it  would  auswer  aa  well  for 
gentlemen,  for  by  a  wonderful  coincidence  wo  had  each 
dnmk  three  times  at  the  well !  He  said  it  would,  and 
thought  he  was  confirming  his  Btatcment- 

A  cliiBter  of  columns  about  balf  way  up  the  cliff  is  called 
the  Giant's  Organ — from  its  very  striking  rosomhlanco  to 
that  instrument,  and  a  single  rock,  woni  by  the  waves  into 
the  shape  of  a  mde  seat,  is  bis  cbwr.  A  mile  or  two  further 
along  the  coast,  two  clifia  project  ftom  the  range,  leaving  a 
vast  semicircular  space  between,  which,  from  its  rcsemhlauce 
to  the  old  Komau  theatres,  was  appropriated  for  that  pur- 
pose by  the  Giant.  Half-way  down  the  crags  are  two  or 
three  pinnacles  of  rock,  called  the  ChimneyB,  and  the 
stumps  of  several  others  can  be  seen,  which,  It  is  said,  were 
shot  off  by  a  vessel  belonging  to  the  Spanish  Armada,  in 
mistake  for  the  towers  of  Dnnluce  Castle.  Tlie  vessel  was 
afterwards  wrecked  in  the  hay  below,  which  has  ever  since 
been  called  Spanish  Bay,  and  in  calm  weather  the  wreck 
may  be  still  seen.  Jlauy  of  the  columns  of  the  Causeway 
have  been  carried  off  and  sold  as  pillars  for  mantels— and 
though  a  notice  is  put  up  threatening  persons  with  the  rigor 
of  the  law,  depredations  are  occasionally  made. 


Ketummg,  we  left  the  roiid  at  Dmiluee,  and  took  a  path 
which  led  along  tbo  summit  uf  the  eliffa.  The  twiliglit  waa 
gnthi'ring  nad  the  wind  hlew  with  great  fury,  which,  com- 
htned  with  the  hlack  and  Btormy  sky,  gave  the  eoaat  an  air 
of  extreme  wildncss.  All  at  once,  as  we  followed  the  wind- 
ing path,  the  crags  appeared  to  open  hefore  ns,  disclosing  a 
yawning  chasm,  down  wliich  a  large  stream,  fallhig  in  au 
nnbroken  sheet,  was  lost  in  the  gloom  below.  "Witnessed  in 
a  calm  day,  there  may  perhaps  be  nothing  striking  about  it, 
bnt  coming  npon  us  at  once,  through  the  gloom  of  twilight, 
with  the  sea  thundering  below  and  a  scowling  sky  above,  it 
was  absolutely  startling. 

The  path  at  last  wound,  with  many  a  steep  and  slippery 
Lend,  down  the  almost  pcrpendicidar  crags,  to  the  shore,  at 
the  foot  of  a  giant  isolated  rock,  having  a  natural  arch 
through  it,  eighty  feet  in  height.  We  followed  the  narrow 
strip  of  beach,  having  the  bare  crags  on  one  side  and  a  line 
of  foaming  breakers  on  the  other.  It  soon  grew  dark  ;  a 
furious  storm  came  up  and  swept  like  a  hurricane  along  the 
shore.  I  then  understood  what  Home  means  by  "  the 
lengthening  javelins  of  the  blast,"  for  every  drop  seemed  to 
strike  with  the  force  of  an  arrow,  and  our  clothes  were  soon 
pierced  in  every  part. 

Then  we  went  up  amoug  the 
other  in  the  darkness,  when,  after 
the  gidlics  for  half  an  hour,  shonti 
found  tbo  road  and  heard  my  call  t 
ed  to  be  two  Irishmen,  wlio  came 
another  gintleman  ye're  callin'  f 


nd  hills,  and  lust  each 
itumbling  about  among 
J  for  ray  companions,  I 
swered  ;  but  it  bappen- 
ip  and  said — "  And  is  it 
J    ive  heard  some  one 


cryin',  and  didn't  kut 


'  hut  Bi 


ichody  might  be  kilt." 
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Finally,  about  eleven  o'clock  we  all  arrived  at  the  inn, 
dripping  with  rain,  and  ])eforc  a  warm  fire  concluded  the 
adventures  of  our  dav  in  Ireland. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

BEN  LOMOND  AND  THE  HIGHLAND  LAKES. 

Passage  to  Greenock — The  Deck  Passengers — Arrivail  at  Night — Tlic  Blind  Fiddler-* 
Dumbarton  R<H"k — An  Adventure — '*  On  Leven's  Banks  " — Loch  Lomond — ^Voyage 
up  the  Lake — Anecdotes — Sailing  on  a  Meadow — TIic  Ascent  of  Bon  Lomond — 
View  from  the  Summit — Tlio  Descent — Highland  i^cenery — Loch  Katrine — ^The 
Boatmen — Trip  down  the  Lake — ^Ellen's  L>le — The  Trosachs — The  Inn  of  Ard- 
cheancrochan. 

The  steamboat  Londonderry  called  the  next  day  at  Port 
Hush,  and  we  left  in  her  for  Greenock.  AVe  ran  down  the 
Irish  coast,  past  Dunluce  Castle  and  the  Causeway  ;  the 
Giant's  Organ  was  very  plainly  visible,  and  the  winds  were 
strong  enough  to  have  sounded  a  storm  song  upon  it.  Far- 
ther on  we  had  a  distant  view  of  Carrick-a-Rede,  a  precijpi- 
tous  rock,  separated  by  a  yawning  chasm  from  the  shore, 
frequented  by  the  catchers  of  sea-birds.  A  naiTow  swing- 
ing bridge,  which  is  only  passable  in  calm  weather,  crosses 
this  chasm,  two  hundred  feet  above  the  water. 

The  deck  of  the  steamer  was  crowded  with  Irish,  and  cer- 
tainly gave  no  very  favorable  impression  of  the  condition 
of  the  peasantry  of  Ireland.       On  many  of  their  counte- 
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nances  there  was  scarcely  a  mark  of  intelligence ;  they  were 
a  most  brutalized  and  degraded  company  of  beings.  Many 
of  them  were  in  a  beastly  state  of  intoxication,  which,  from 
the  contents  of  the  pockets  of  some,  was  not  likely  to 
decrease.  As  evening  drew  on,  two  or  three  began  singing, 
and  the  others  collected  in  groups  around  them.  One  of 
them,  who  sang  with  great  spirit,  was  loudly  applauded,  and 
poured  forth  song  after  song,  of  the  most  vulgar  and  inde- 
cent character. 

We  took  a  deck  passage  for  three  shillings,  in  preference 
to  paying  twenty  for  the  cabin,  and  having  secured  a  vacant 
place  near  the  chimney,  kept  it  during  the  whole  passage. 
The  waves  were  as  rough  in  the  Channel  as  I  had  seen  them 
on  the  Atlantic,  and  our  boat  was  tossed  about  like  a  play- 
thing. By  keeping  still,  we  escaped  sickness,  but  we  could 
not  avoid  the  sight  of  the  miserable  beings  who  crowded 
the  deck.  Many  of  them  spoke  in  the  Irish  tongue,  and 
our  German  friend  (the  student  whom  I  have  already  men- 
tioned) noticed  in  many  of  the  words  a  resemblance  to  his 
mother  tongue.  I  procured  a  bowl  of  soup  from  the  stew- 
ard, but  it  was  so  greasy  and  repulsive  that  I  was  unable  to 
eat  it,  and  gave  it  to  an  old  man  whose  hungry  look  and 
wistful  eyes  convinced  me  it  would  not  be  lost  on  him.  He 
swallowed  it  with  ravenous  avidity,  together  with  a  crust  of 
bread,  which  was  all  I  had  to  give  him,  and  seemed  for  the 
time  as  happy  and  cheerful  as  if  all  his  earthly  wants  were 
satisfied. 

We  passed  by  the  foot  of  Goat  Fell,  a  lofty  mountain  on 
the  island  of  Airan,  and  sped  on  through  the  darkness  past 
the  hills  of  Bute,  till  we  entered  the  Clyde.     We  arrived  at 


Greenock  at  one  o'clock 
doBeJ,  and  wo  walked  fur 
nleui  streets,  until  we  met ; 
case,  and  asked  liim  to  slii 
lodgings,     lie  took  mj  co 


at  night.  All  llie  \wises  were 
ionie  time  at  ranilom  llirougli  its 
policemaji.  to  whom  wo  Btafed  imr 
w  uii  where  wo  might  find  chenji 
isin  and  myself  to  the  Imusn  of  a 


poor  widow,  who  had 
and  then  coiiditutcd  o 
similar  lodging- pi  ace. 
An  Irish  strolling 
barton  boat,  commenced  playi; 
next  morning,  and,  to  my  surf 
Columbia."     Then  he  gave  ' 


spare  bed  which  sbo  let  to  strangers 
comrade  and  the  German  to  anotlic 


.  who  was  on  board  the  Piim- 
ig  soon  after  wo  left  Greenock 
rise,  struck  at  once  into  "  Hail 
the  Exile  of  Erin,"  wirh  the 
most  touching  sweetness  i  and  I  noticed  that  always  afler 
playing  any  air  that  was  desired  of  him,  he  would  invariably 
return  to  the  sad  lament,  which  I  never  hoard  executed  with 
more  feeling.  It  might  have  been  the  mild,  sof^  air  of  tbo 
morning,  or  some  peculiar  mood  of  mind  that  inflnenced  mo, 
but  I  have  been  far  leus  affected  by  music  which  would  bo 
considered  immeasurably  an  peri  or  to  his.  I  had  been  think- 
ing of  America,  and  going  np  to  the  old  man,  I  quietly  bade 
him  play  "Home."  It  thrilled  with  a  painful  delight  that 
almost  brought  fears  to  my  eyes.  My  companion  started  as 
the  sweet  melody  arose,  and  turned  towards  me,  bis  face 
kindling  with  emotion. 

Dumbarton  Rock  rose  higher  and  higher  as  we  went  up 
the  Clyde,  and  before  we  arrived  at  the  town  I  bailed  the 
dim  outlme  of  Ben  Lomond,  rising  far  off  among  the  high- 
lands. The  town  is  at  ihe  head  of  a  small  inlet,  a  short 
distance  from  the  rock,  which  was  once  surrounded  by  water. 
We  went  immediately   to  the   Castle.     The  lock  is  nearly 
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500  foot  liigli,  niid  from  its  position  and  great  strength  as  a 
fortress  has  been  called  the  Gibraltar  of  Scotland.  The 
top  is  surronnded  with  battlements,  and  the  armory  and 
barracks  stand  in  a  gap  between  the  two  peaks.  We  passed 
down  a  green  lane,  around  the  rock,  and  entered  the  Castle 
on  the  south  side.  A  soldier  conducted  us  through  a  narrow 
cleft,  overhung  Avith  crags,  to  the  summit.  Here,  from  the 
remains  of  a  round  building,  called  AVallace's  Tower,  from 
its  having  been  used  as  a  look-out  station  by  that  chieftain, 
we  had  a  beautiful  view  of  the  Avhole  of  Leven  Yale  to 
Loch  Lomond,  Ben  Lomond  and  tlie  Highlands,  and  on  the 
other  hand,  the  Clyde  and  the  Isle  of  Bute.  In  the  soft 
and  still  balminess  of  the  morning,  it  was  a  lovely  picture. 
In  the  armory,  I  lifted  the  sword  of  Wallace,  a  two-handed 
weapon,  five  feet  in  lengtli.  We  also  examined  a  Locha- 
ber  battle-axe,  from  Bannockburn,  and  several  ancient 
claymores.  I  had  a  little  adventure  at  Dumbarton,  Avhich 
came  near  bringing  my  travels  to  a  sudden  termination. 
Noticing  a  bunch  of  pink  mallows  growing  in  a  crevice  of 
the  rock,  seventy  or  eighty  feet  from  the  ground,  I  climbed 
up  the  projecting  points  to  get  them.  The  rock  at  last 
became  perpendicular,  and  I  only  found  a  little  notch  where 
I  could  rest  the  end  of  one  foot.  The  mallows  were  still 
just  beyond  my  reach,  whereupon  I  caught  hold  of  a  bunch 
of  lough  grass  with  one  hand,  and  drew  myself  slowly  up 
until  I  plucked  the  flowers  with  the  other.  On  lowering 
myself  back  again,  I  could  not  find  the  notch,  and  hung  thus 
by  one  hand  to  the  frail  bunch  of  grass,  which  threatened 
to  give  way  beneath  my  weight.  It  could  not  have  been 
many  seconds  before  I  recovered  the  slender  foothold,  but 
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when  I  reached  the  grouml  I  was  Irathod  from  head  to  foot 
in  a  cold  perspiration,  and  had  some  ditliculty  in  coiurealing 
from  my  comrades  the  faintncss  I  fidt. 

Wo  lingered  long  upon  the  summit  Lt'foro  wc  forsook  tlie 
stern  fortress  for  the  sweet  vale  spread  out  before  us.  It 
was  indeed  a  glorious  walk,  from  I>uuibartou  to  Loch 
Lomond,  through  this  encluinting  vallov.  The  air  was  mild 
and  clear;  a  few  light  clouds  occasionally  crossing;  the  sky, 
chequered  the  hills  with  sun  and  shade.  I  li.i\  e  as  yet  seen 
nothing  that  in  pastoral  beauty  can  com])are  with  its  glassy 
winding  stream,  its  mossy  old  Avoods,  and  guardhig  hills—" 
and  the  ivy  grown,  castellated  towers  enibosonuMl  in  its 
forests,  or  stfinding  on  the  banks  of  the  Leven — the  pnrest 
of  rivers.  At  a  little  village  called  Renton,  is  a  monument 
to  Smollett,  but  the  inhabitants  seem  to  nejj^leet  his  memorv, 
as  one  of  the  tablets  on  the  pedestal  is  broken  and  half 
fallen  away  Further  up  the  vale  a  farmer  showed  us  an 
old  mansion  in  the  midst  of  a  group  of  trees  on  the  1  ank  of 
the  Leven,  which  he  said  belonged  to  Smolh'tt — or  Roderick 
Random,  as  he  called  him.  Two  or  three  old  pear  trees, 
under  which  he  was  accustcuned  to  play  in  his  childhood, 
were  still  standing  where  the  garden  had  Ibrmerly  been. 

At  the  head  of  Leven  Vale,  we  set  off  in  the  steamer 
**  Water  Witch*'  over  the  crvstal  waters  of  Loch  Lomond, 
passing  Inch  !Murrin,  the  deer-park  of  the  Duke  of  Moii' 
trose,  and  Inch  Caillach, 

"  where  gray  pines  wave 


Their  shadows  o'er  Clan  Alpine's  grave.** 
Under  the  clear  sky  and  golden  light  of  the  declining  sun 
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we  entered  the  Highlands,  mid  heard  on  every  side  nftmes 
WB  hnil  learned  long  ago  in  thu  \uya  of  Scott  Here  wero 
Glen  Fruin  niid  Baiinochar,  Koss  Dhti  and  llic  iinss  of  Beal- 
ma-nii.  Further  still,  we  passed  Rob  Roy's  lock,  where  the 
lake  is  locked  in  by  lotYy  mouiitnins  The  cone-like  peak 
of  Ben  Lomond  riapB  far  above  on  ihe  right,  Ben  Vnlrlieh 
stAnds  in  front,  and  the  jagged  crest  of  Ben  Arthur  looks 
over  the  shouldera  of  the  weBtern  hills.  A  Scotchrann  on 
board  jiointed  out  to  us  the  remarknhlo  places,  and  related 
many  interesting  legends.  Abo*-e  Inversnaid,  where  there 
is  a  beautiful  waterfall,  leaping  over  the  rock  and  glancing 
out  from  tho  oi-crhanging  birches,  we  passed  McFarland'a 
Island,  concerning  the  origin  of  which  n.irao  he  gave  a 
history.  A  nephew  of  one  of  the  old  Earls  of  Lennox,  tho 
rums  of  whose  caslle  wo  saw  on  Inch  Mnmn,  having  mur- 
dered his  nncle's  cook  in  a  quarrel,  was  obliged  to  flee  for 
Ins  life  Returnmg  after  many  years,  ho  hnilt  a  castle  npon 
this  i-iland,  ■which  was  always  afterwards  named,  on  account 
of  Itia  e\de,  Far  land.  On  3  pi-pcipitoua  point  above  Iiiver- 
snaid,  are  two  caves  in  the  rock ;  one  near  the  water  is  called 
Rob  Roy's,  tliongh  the  guides  generally  call  it  Bruce's  also, 
to  avoid  trouble,  as  the  real  Bruce's  Cave  is  high  up  the  hill. 
It  is  so  called,  becauao  Bruce  hid  there  one  night,  from  the 
pursuit  of  his  enemies.  It  is  related  that  a  mountain  goat, 
who  nsed  this  probably  for  a  sleeping  place,  entered,  trod  on 
his  mantle,  and  nronsed  him.  Thinking  his  enemies  weru 
npou  him,  lie  sprang  np,  .and  saw  the  silly  animal  before  him, 
In  token  of  gratitude  for  this  agreeable  surprise,  when  he 
became  king,  a  law  was  p.isaed,  decl.iring  gnats  free  through- 
out .ill  Scolknd — unpniiishablu  fur  whatever  trespass  lliey 
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miglit  cninnilt,  ami  the  Icgeml  furtlior  says,  iliat  not  having 
been  roppaled.it  remains  on  llic  alaiutu  books  at  tbo  [iresciit 

On  tbe  opposite  siiore  of  tlic  fake  is  a  large  rock,  called 
"  BuH'b  Rock,"  having  n  duor  in  tbo  side,  with  a  stairway 
cut  tbrongh  the  interior  to  a  pulpit  nu  the  top,  i'roni  which 
the  jrnstnr  at  Arroqnbar  preaches  a  monthly  discoiu'BO.  The 
Gaelic  legend  of  the  rock  is,  that  it  once  slooi!  near  the 
enromit  of  the  moiiTitain  abovo,  and  was  very  nearly  balanced 
on  the  edge  of  a  precipice.  Two  wild  bulls,  fighting  vio- 
lently, dashed  willi  great  force  against  the  rock,  wliich, 
being  thrown  from  its  balance,  waa  Intnbted  down  the  Eide 
of  the  mountain,  until  it  reached  its  present  position  The 
Scot  was  speaking  with  great  bitterness  of  the  lietrayal  of 
Wallace,  when  I  asked  him  if  it  was  still  considered  an 
insult  to  turn  a  loaf  of  bread  bottom  xipwards  in  the  pre- 
sence of  a  Monteitb.  "  Indeed  it  is,  sir,"  said  he,  "  I  Jiave 
often  done  it  mysolf." 

Until  last  May.  travellers  were  taken  no  higher  up  the 
lake  than  Rob  Roy's  Cave,  but  another  boat  having  com- 
menced running,  they  can  now  go  beyond  Loch  Lomond, 
two  miles  up  Glen  Falloch,  to  tbelnn  of  Invcrarnan.  Iherehy 
Tiaitmg  some  of  the  finest  scenery  in  that  part  of  tlie  High- 
lands. It  was  ludicrous,  however,  to  see  the  steamboat  on 
*  river  scarcely  wider  than  herself,  in  a  little  valley,  hemmed 
in  completely  with  lofty  mountains.  She  went  on,  however, 
pushing  aside  the  thickets  which  lined  both  banks,  and  I 
began  to  think  she  was  going  to  take  the  shore  for  it,  when 
we  came  to  a  place  widened  out  for  her  to  be  turned  around 
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in ;  here  we  jumped  asliorc  in  a  preen  meadow,  on  wliicli 
the  cool  mist  was  beii^inninjjr  to  descend. 

When  we  arose  in  the  morning,  at  four  o'clock,  to  return 
with  the  boat,  the  sun  was  aheady  sliining  upon  the  west- 
ward hills,  scarcely  a  cloud  was  in  the  sky,  and  the  air  was 
pure  and  cool.  To  our  great  delight  Ben  Lomond  was 
unshrouded,  and  we  were  told  that  a  more  favorable  day  for 
the  ascent  had  not  occurred  for  two  months.  We  left  the 
boat  at  Ilowardennan,  an  inn  at  the  southern  base  of  Ben 
Lomond.  After  breakftisting  on  Loch  Lomond  trout,  I  stole 
out  to  the  shore  while  my  companions  Avere  preparing  for 
the  ascent,  and  made  a  hasty  sketch  of  the  lake. 

We  purposed  descending  on  the  northern  side  and  cross- 
ing the  Iliglilands  to  Loch  Katrine,  Although  it  was  repre- 
sented as  difficult  and  dangerous  by  the  guide  who  wished  to 
accompany  us,  we  determined  to  run  the  risk  of  being 
enveloped  in  a  cloud  on  the  summit,  and  so  set  out  alone, 
the  j)atli  appearing  plain  before  us.  We  had  no  difficulty 
in  following  it  up  the  lesser  heights,  around  the  base.  It 
wound  on,  over  rock  and  bog,  among  the  heather  and  broom 
with  which  the  mountain  is  covered,  sometimes  running  up 
a  steep  acclivity,  and  then  winding  zigzag  around  a  rocky 
ascent.  The  rains  two  dnys  before,  had  made  the  bogs 
damp  and  muddy,  but  with  this  exception,  we  had  little 
trouble  for  some  time.  Ben  Lomond  is  a  doubly  formed 
mountain  For  about  three  fourths  of  the  wvay  there  is  a 
continued  ascent,  when  it  Is  suddenly  terminated  by  a  large 
"barren  plain,  from  one  end  of  which  the  summit  shoots  up 
abruptly,  forming  at  the  northern  side  a  precipice  five  hun- 
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dred  feet  higli-  As  we  a])priiatli&l  llio  Bumrolt  of  tlie  firit 
part  of  tlie  mountain,  tlie  way  became  very  sleep  «nd  toil- 
BOtue;  but  the  prospect,  wliicli  had  before  been  oitlv  -in  the 
south  side,  began  to  open  on  the  east,  and  wc  saw  siuldenly 
spread  Out  below  us,  the  vale,  of  Menleith,  with  •'  far  Loch 
Ard  and  Abcrfoii "'  in  the  Cfutre,  and  iho  huge  front  of 
Benveuue  filling  up  the  picture.  Taking  courage  from  this 
ught,  we  hurried  on.  The  heather  had  become  stunted 
and  dwarfish,  and  the  ground  w.is  covered  with  short  lirowu 
grass.  The  mountain  sheep,  whidi  we  saw  looking  at  uh 
from  the  rock  above,  had  worn  so  many  pallis  along  the 
Bide,  that  we  could  not  tell  which  to  take,  but  pushed  on  in 
the  direction  of  the  summit,  till  iJiinking  it  must  ba  near  at 
hand,  we  found  a  mile  and  a  half  of  plain  before  us,  with 
the  top  of  Ben  Lomond  at  the  farther  end.  The  plain  was 
full  of  wet  moss,  crossed  in  nil  directions  by  deep  ravines  or 
gullies  worn  in  it  by  the  mountain  rains,  and  Ibe  wind  twept 
across  with  a  tempest-liko  force. 

I  met  near  the  base,  a  young  gentleman  from  Edinburgh, 
who  had  left  Rowardennan  before  us.  and  we  commenced 
ascending  together.  It  was  bard  work,  but  neither  likud  to 
stop,  BO  wc  climbed  np  to  the  first  resting  place,  and  fonnl 
the  path  leading  along  the  brink  of  a  precipice.  We  snon 
attained  the  summit,  and  mounting  a  little  mound  of  earth 
and  stones,  I  saw  the  half  of  Scotland  at  a  glance.  The 
clouds  hung  just  above  the  mountaiti  tops,  which  rose  all 
around  like  the  waves  of  a  mighty  sea.  On  every  side- 
near  and  far  — stood  their  misty  summits,  hut  Ben  Lomond 
was  the  monarch  of  them  all.  Loch  Lomond  lay  unrolled 
under  my  feet  like  a  beautiful  map,  and  just  opposite.  Loch 


so  vrewa  jl-voot. 

Long  tlirnst  its  lieml  from  between  the  feet  of  the  crowded 
liilk  to  cntcli  a  glimpse  of  tlic  giant.  We  could  ace  from 
Ben  NeviB  lo  Ayr — ^from  Edinburgh  to  Staffa.  Stirling  and 
Eilinhurgli  Castles  would  have  been  visible,  but  that  the 
clouds  hung  low  in  the  vftlley  of  tho  Forth  and  hid  them 
from  our  eight. 

The  view  from  Ben  Lomond  is  nearly  twice  as  extensive 
tts  that  from  Catskill,  being  uninternipted  on  every  side,  but 
it  wants  the  glorious  forest  scenery,  clear,  blue  sky,  and 
active,  rejoicing  character  of  the  latter.  Wa  stayed  about 
two  hoars  on  the  summit,  taking  rcfugo  behind  the  cairn, 
when  the  wind  blew  strong.  I  found  the  smallest  of  flowers 
under  a  rock,  and  brought  it  away  as  a  memento.  In  the 
middle  of  the  precipice  there  is  a  narrow  ravine  or  rather 
cleft  in  tbe  rock,  to  the  bottom,  from  whence  the  mountain 
slopes  regularly  but  steeply  down  to  the  valley.  At  tha 
bottom  we  stopped  to  awake  the  echoes,  which  were  repeat- 
ed four  times ;  oar  German  companion  eang  the  Hnater's 
Choms,  which  resounded  magnificently  through  this  High- 
land hall.  "We  drank  from  the  river  Forth  which  starts  from 
a  spring  at  the  foot  of  the  rock,  and  then  commenced  de- 
scending. This  was  also  toilsome  enough.  The  mountain 
was  quite  wet  and  covered  with  loose  stones,  which,  dis- 
lodged by  our  feet,  went  rattling  down  the  side,  oftentimes 
to  the  danger  of  the  foremost  ones  ;  and  when  we  had  run 
or  rather  slid  down  the  three  miles,  to  the  bottom,  our  knee* 
trembled  so  as  scarcely  to  support  us. 

Here,  at  a  cottage  on  the  farm  of  Coman,  we  procured 
some  oat  cakes  and  milk  for  dinner,  from  an  old  Scotch  wo- 
man, who  pointed  out  tho  direction  of  Loch  Katrine,  sis 
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miles  distant ;  there  was  no  road,  nor  indceil  a  Bolitnry  dwell- 
ing between.  Tbe  liills  were  bare  of  treesi  covered  with 
scraggy  baelics  and  rongh  heath,  which  in  some  places  was 
80  thick  that  we  couM  scarcely  drag  our  feet  through.  Added 
to  thiR,  the  grountt  was  covered  with  a  kind  of  idoks  that 
retained  the  moisture  like  a  sponge,  so  that  our  boots  ere 
long  became  tborougldy  soaked.  Several  large  streams 
were  rushing  down  the  declivities,  and  many  of  the  wild 
breed  of  black  Higliland  cattle  were  grazing  around.  Aflor 
climbing  up  and  down  one  or  two  heights,  occasionally 
startling  the  moorcock  and  ptarmigan  from  their  heathery 
coverts,  wo  saw  the  valley  of  Loch  Con ;  whUc  in  the  middle 
of  the  plain  on  the  tup  of  the  mountain  wc  had  ascended, 
was  a  sheet  of  water  which  we  took  to  bo  Loch  Acliill. 
Two  or  three  wild  fowl  swimming  on  its  surface  were  the 
oidy  living  things  in  sight.  Tlie  peaks  around  shut  it  out 
from  all  view  of  the  world ;  a  single  decayed  tree  leaned 
over  it  from  a  mossy  rock,  and  gave  the  whole  scene  an 
air  of  the  most  desolate  wildncss.  I  forget  the  name  of  the 
lake ;  but  we  learned  afterwards  that  the  Ilighlanders  con- 
rider  it  the  abodeof  the  fairies,  or  "men  of  peace,"  andlhat  it 
is  still  suporstitiously  sbnnned  by  them  after  nightfall. 

Prom  the  nest  mountain  we  saw  Loch  Acbill  and  Loch 
Katrine  below,  but  a  wet  and  weary  descent  had  yet  to  bo 
made.  I  was  about  throwing  off  my  knapsack  on  a  rock, 
to  take  a  sketch  of  Locb  Katrine,  which  appeared  very 
beautiful  from  this  point,  when  we  discerned  a  cavalcade  of 
ponies  winding  along  tlic  path  from  Inversnaid  to  the  head 
of  tbe  lake,  and  hastened  down  to  take  the  boat  when 
tbcy  should  arrive.     Our  haste  turned  out  to  he  nnnecessaiy, 
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howeviT,  fur  tliey  Iiad  to  wnit  for  llicnr  lupgngp,  which  was 
long  m  coming.  Two  boatmen  thou  offered  to  take  us  for 
two  shillrngs  nnd  sixpence  each,  with  the  privilege  of  stop- 
ping at  Ellen's  Isle  ;  the  regular  fare  being  two  shillinga. 
Wo  gnt  in,  when,  after  esclianging  a  few  words  in  Gaelic, 
one  of  them  called  to  the  travellers,  of  whom  there  were 
a  numher,  to  come  and  take  passage  at  twn  sliillinga — then 
at  one  and  sixpence,  and  finally  concluded  by  requesting 
them  all  to  step  on  board  the  Bhillnig  boat !  At  length, 
having  secured  nine  at  this  reduced  price,  we  pushed  off; 
one  of  the  passengers  took  the  helm,  and  the  boat  glided 
merrily  oTer  the  clear  water. 

It  appears  there  is  some  opposition  among  the  boatmen 
this  Slimmer,  which  is  all  the  better  for  travellers.  They  are 
a  bold  race,  and  still  preserve  many  of  the  chavacteri sties 
of  the  clan  from  which  thoy  sprung.  One  of  ours,  who  had 
a  chieftain-like  look,  was  a  MacGregor,  related  to  Kob  Boy. 
The  fourth  descendant  in  r  direct  line,  now  inhabits  the 
Itob  Roy  mansion,  at  Glcngyle,  a  valley  at  the  head  of  the 
lake.  A  sm.all  steamboat  was  put  upon  Loch  Katrine  a 
Hhort  time  ago,  but  the  boatmen,  jealous  of  this  new  invasion 
of  their  privilege,  one  night  towed  her  out  to  the  middle  of 
the  lake  and  there  sunk  her. 

Near  the  point  of  Brianchoil  Is  a  very  small  island  with  a 
few  trees  upon  it,  of  which  the  boatman  related  a  story  that 
was  new  to  mc-  He  said  an  eccentric  individual,  many 
yenrs  ago,  built  his  house  upou  it — hut  it  was  soon  heatea 
down  by  the  winds  and  waves.  Having  built  it  up  with 
like  fortune  several  times,  he  at  last  desisted,  saying, 
"  bought  wisdom  was  the  Vest ;"  gince  when  it  has  been  call- 
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ed  the  Island  of  Wisdom.  On  tbe  sliore  below,  the  lioat- 
man  showed  us  his  cottage.  The  whole  fantily  were  out  at 
the  door  to  witness  our  progrcBs ;  he  hoUted  a  flag,  anil  wbiiu 
we  came  opposite,  they  eitchatigcd  shouts  in  Gaelic.  As 
our  men  resumed  tlicir  oars  again,  we  assisted  in  giving  llircc 
clioors,  which  made  all  the  echoes  of  Bcnvenue  ring. 
Some  one  observed  Uia  dog.  looking  after,  us  from  a  project- 
ing rock,  when  he  called  ont  to  him,  "go  ho.ne,yaubi'nte  I" 
We  asked  bim  why  he  did  not  speak  CjkcUc  also  to  his  dog, 
•'  Very  few  dogs,  indeed,"  said  bo,  "  understand  Gaelic,  but 
they  all  nnderstand  English.  And  we  therefore  all  ueo 
English  when  speaking  to  onr  dogs;  indeed,  I  know  aonio 
persons,  wbo  know  nothing  of  Engliab,  that  speak  it  to 
their  dogs!" 

They  then  aang,  in  a  nida  manner,  a  Gaelic  song.  The 
only  word  I  could  distinguish  was  Inch  Oaillach,  the  burying 
place  of  Clan  Alpine.  They  told  us  it  was  the  answer  of  a 
Highland  girl  to  a  foreign  lord,  who  wished  to  make  her  his 
bride.  Perhaps,  like  the  American  Indian,  slio  would  not 
leave  the  graves  of  her  fathers.  As  we  drew  near  the  east- 
ern end  of  the  lake,  the  scenery  became  far  more  beautiful. 
TheTroaachs  opened  before  us,  Ben  Ledi  looked  down  over 
the  bare  forehead  of  Ben  An,  and,  as  we  turned  a  rocky 
point,  Ellen's  Isla  rose  up  in  front.  It  is  a  beautiful  little 
turquoise  in  the  silver  setting  of  Loeb  Katrine.  The  north- 
ern aide  alono  is  accessible,  all  the  others  being  rocky  and 
perpendicular,  and  thickly  grown  with  trees.  We  rounded 
the  island  to  the  little  bay,  bordered  by  the  silver  strand, 
above  which  is  the  rock  from  which  Fitz-James  wound  his 
horn,  and  shot  under  an  ancient,  oak  which  flung  its  long 
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gray  arms  over  the  water.  Here  we  found  a  flight  of  rocky 
steps,  leadirg  to  the  top,  where  stood  the  bower  erected  by 
Lady  Willoughby  D'Eresby,  to  correspond  with  Scott's 
description.  Two  or  three  blackened  beams  are  all  that 
remain  of  it,  having  been  burned  down  some  years  ago  by 
the  carelessness  of  a  traveller. 

The  mountains  stand  all  around,  like  giants,  to  "  sentinel 
this  enchanted  land."  On  leaving  the  island,  we  saw  the 
Goblin's  Cave,  in*the  side  of  Benvenue,  called  by  the  Gaels, 
"  Coir-nan-Uriskin."  Near  it  is  Beal-nam-bo,  the  pass  of 
cattle,  overhung  with  gray  weeping  birch  trees. 

Here  the  boatmen  stopped  to  let  us  hear  the  fine  echo, 
and  the  names  of  "  Rob  Roy,"  and  "  Roderick  Dhu,"  were 
sent  back  to  us  nearly  as  loud  as  they  were  given.  The  de- 
scription of  Scott  is  wonderfully  exact,  though  the  forest  that 
feathered  over  the  sides  of  Benvenue  has  since  been  cut 
down  and  sold  by  the  Duke  of  Montrose.  When  we  reached 
the  end  of  the  lake  it  commenced  raining,  and  we  hastened 
on  in  the  twilight  through  the  pass  of  Beal-an-Duine,  scarce- 
ly taking  time  to  glance  at  the  scenery,  till  Loch  Achray 
appeared  through  the  trees,  and  on  its  banks  the  ivy-grown 
front  of  the  inn  of  Archeancrochan,  with  its  unpronounce- 
able name. 


CHAPTER  V. 
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leaiBg  an  toeb  KaMno— Wslk  tn  StirHrg— Oot-door  Life— The  Burni  PeMr^— 
ProparUlom-Jonrney  to  Ayr— Tlio  "  Ti™  Brip "— TL*  Btrects  of  Ayi^-Scotd 
Beggini— An  luoLdont— TUs  Burns  Cullago— AJlumj  Kirk— English  EsolmiTeuesa 
— Tlw  Bisler  lod  Bona  of  Boriu— Lord  Eg]  In  tuna— Professor  WUiop— Tlip  Procea- 
»  df  Tarn  O'Bluiitor— Thu  Bnrna  MonuniBat— Hpcwh  of  Eobort 
B  Aoeodote  of  the  Poet— Crowd  at  Ujo  Station— Keturn  Lu  Qlnagow. 


We  passed  a  gloriouB  Bummer  morning  on  tlie  banks  of  Loch 
Katrine.  Tlio  air  was  pure,  fresh  and  halmy,  and  the  warm 
sunshine  glowed  upon  forest  and  lake,  upon  dark  t^rag  and 
purple  mountain-top.  The  lake  was  a  scene  iu  fairy-laud. 
Returning  over  the  ragged  battle-plain  in  the  jaws  of  the 
Trosachs,  we  passed  the  wild,  lonely  valley  of  Glenfinlaa 
and  Lanric  Mead,  at  the  head  of  Loch  Veniiai;har,  rounduig 
the  foot  of  Ben  Ledi  to  Coilantogle  Ford,  We  saw  the  deso- 
late hills  of  Lam-var,  over  which  the  stag  fled  from  his  lair 
in  Glenartney,  and  keeping  on  through  Callander,  stopped 
for  the  night  at  a  little  inn  on  the  banks  of  the  Teith.  The 
next  day  we  walked  through  Doune,  over  the  lowlands  to 
Stirling,  where  we  arrived  at  noon.      Crosaing  Allan  Water 
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and  tlie  Forth,  we  climbed  Stirling  Castle  and  looked  on  tlie 
purple  peaks  of  the  Ochill  Mountains,  the  far  Grampians, 
and  the  battle-fields  of  Bannockburn  and  Sheriff  Muir.  We 
were  favored  with  pleasant  weather  during  the  whole  of 
this  journey,  and  found  that  our  expenses  did  not  exceed 
the  moderate  estimate  we  had  made.  In  the  neat  little 
country  inns,  we  readily  procured  lodgings  for  a  shilling, 
while  bread,  butter,  cheese  and  ham,  purchased  at  the 
baker's  and  grocer's,  furnished  us  with  the  material  for  our 
roadside  meals.  I  shall  long  remember  the  breakfast  we 
made,  sitting  in  the  grass  at  the  foot  of  Doune  Castle,  on 
the  banks  of  the  swift  Teith,  whose  clear  water  filled  our 
cups.  At  Stirling,  we  took  the  coach  to  Falkirk  the  same 
afternoon,  and  thence  proceeded  by  railroad  to  Glasgow,  in 
order  that  we  might  attend  the  Burns  Festival  at  Ayr,  on 
the  following  day,  the  6th  of  August.  Our  German  com- 
panion, feeling  little  interest  in  the  memory  of  the  poet- 
ploughman,  parted  from  us  and  took  the  steamer  to  Edin- 
burgh, with  the  hope  of  meeting  us  somewhere  on  the  road 
to  London. 

The  6th  of  August,  1844,  was  a  great  day  for  Scotland— 
the  assembling  of  all  classes  to  do  honor  to  the  memory  of 
her  peasant-bard.  And  right  fitting  was  it,  too,  that  such  a 
meeting  should  be  held  on  the  banks  of  the  Doon,  the 
stream  of  which  he  has  sung  so  sweetly,  within  sight  of  the 
cot  where  he  was  bom,  the  beautiful  monument  erected  by 
his  countrymen,  and  more  than  all,  beside  "  Alloway*s  witch* 
haunted  wall !"  One  would  think  old  Albyn  would  rise  up 
at  the  call,  and  that  from  the  wild  clansmen  of  the  northern 
hills  to  the  shepherds  of  the  Cheviots,  half  her  honest  yeo* 
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manry  would  be  thorc,  to  remlpr  gratitude  to  Llie  mpumry 
of  the  bard  wlio  was  one  of  llieici,  and  wLo  gave  their  wants 
and  their  woes  immortal  utternnce. 

For  months  before  liad  the  proposition  been  made  to  liold 
n  meeting  oa  the  Doon,  similar  to  tbe  Shakspcare  Festival 
on  the  Avon,  and  the  10th  of  July  was  first  appointed  for 
the  day,  hut  owing  to  tbo  necessity  of  further  tinio  for  pre- 
paration, it  was  postponed  nntil  the  6th  of  August.  The  Karl 
of  Eglintoun  was  chosen  Chairmiin,  and  Professor  Wilson 
Vice-Cliairmon  ;  in  addition  to  this,  all  the  most  eminent 
British  authors  were  tuTitod  to  attend.  A  pavilion,  capable 
of  containing  two  thousand  persons,  had  been  erected  near 
the  moniiiuerit,  in  a  large  field,  wliich  was  tlirowu  open  to 
the  public. 

Wlien  we  arose  at  Glasgow  it  was  raining,  and  I  feared 
that  the  weather  might  dampen  somewhat  the  pleasures  of 
the  day,  as  in  the  caae  of  the  celebrated  toumamont  at 
Eglintoun  Castle.  Wo  readied  the  station  in  time  for  the 
first  train,  and  sped  in  the  face  of  the  wind  over  the  plains 
of  Ayrshire,  which,  under  snch  a  gloomy  sky,  looked  most 
desolate.  We  ran  some  distance  along  the  coast,  having  a 
view  of  tlie  Hills  of  Arran,  and  reached  Ayr  about  nine 
o'clock.  We  came  first  to  the  New  Bridge,  which  had  a 
triumphal  arch  in  the  middle,  and  the  lines,  &om  th.e  "  Twa 
Brigs  of  Ayr  :'* 

"Will  ycrar  poor  narrow  foot-patli  of  a  street, 
Where  twa  wheBi-barrowa  tremWo  wiiea  they  meet, 
Toor  ruiu'd.  formlesB  biiUi  «'  atane  and  limo, 
Compare  wi'  bonuie  briga  o'  moki«ru  tiiiicC 
3* 


Wiile  on  the  arcL  of  tlio  ■'  old  brig  "  ^ 


a  llio  reply 


As  we  advanced  Into  iho  town,  the  decnrations  hecnme 
more  frequent.  Tlie  streets  were  crowded  witli  people  car- 
rying banners  and  wreaths,  many  of  the  houses  were  adonied 
with  green  boughs,  and  the  vessels  in  the  harbor  hung  out 
all  their  flags.  We  saw  the  Wallace  Tower,  a  high  Gothic 
building,  having  in  front  &  statue  of  Wallace  leaning  on  his 
flword,  by  Thom.  a  native  of  Ayr ;  and  on  our  way  to  tlie 
green,  where  the  procession  was  to  assemble,  passed  under 
the  triumphal  arch  thrown  across  the  street  opposite  the 
inn  where  Tarn  O'Shanter  caroused  so  long  with  Soutcr 
Johnny.  Leaving  the  companies  to  form  on  the  long  mea- 
dow bordering  the  shore,  wo  set  out  for  the  Doon,  three 
miles  distant.  Beggars  were  seated  at  regular  distances 
along  the  road,  utteiing  the  most  dolorous  whiniugs.  Both 
bridges  were  decorated  in  the  same  maimer,  with  miserable 
looking  objects,  keeping  up,  dm-ing  the  whole  day,  a  con- 
tinued lamentation.  Persons  are  prohibited  from  begging  in 
England  and  Scotland,  but  I  suppose,  this  being  an  extra- 
ordinary day,  license  was  given  them  as  a  favor,  to  beg  free. 
I  noticed  that  the  women,  wil>.  their  nsual  kindness  of  heart, 
bestowed  nearly  all  the  alms  which  these  unfortunate  ohjeeta 
received.  The  night  before,  as  1  waa  walking  through  the 
streets  of  Glasgow,  a  young  man  of  the  poorer  class,  very 
scantily  dressed,  stepped  up  to  me  and  begged  mo  to  listen 
to  him  for  a  moment.  Ho  spoke  hurriedly  and  agitatedly, 
begging  mo,  in  God's  name,  to  give  him  something,  however 
little.     I  gave  him  what  few  pence  I  had  with  me,  when  he 
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(frasped  my  hand  with  a  quick  motion,  saying,  "  Sir,  you 
little  think  how  mnch  you  liave  done  for  me."  I  was  about 
to  inquire  more  partii^ularly  into  his  Bitiiation,  but  lie  liad 
disappcarod  among  tlic  crowd. 

We  passed  the  "  cairn  where  the  hnntcrs  fonnd  the  mur- 
dered hairn,"  along  a  plpasant  road  to  the  Bums  cottage, 
where  it  was  Epanned  by  a  magnidcont  triumplml  arch  of 
evergreens  and  flowers.  To  the  disgrace  of  Sotlaud,  this 
neat  little  thatched  cot,  wliero  Bums  passed  the  first  seven 
years  of  his  life,  is  now  occupied  by  somebody,  who  has 
stuck  np  a  sign  over  the  door,  "  licensed  to  rrlml  spirits,  to  be 
ilnink  on  the  premises;"  and  accordingly  the  rooms  were 
crowded  ftill  of  people,  all  drinking.  There  was  an  original 
portrait  of  Burns  in  one  room,  and  in  the  old-fashioned 
kitchen  we  saw  the  recess  whore  ho  was  born.  The  hostess 
looked  towards  us  as  if  to  inquire  what  wo  would  drink,  and 
I  hastened  away — tliero  was  profanity  in  the  tliought.  But 
by  this  time,  the  hel!  of  Old  Alluway,  which  stDl  hangs  in 
its  accustomed  place,  though  the  walls  only  are  Icit,  began 
tolling,  and  wc  obeyed  the  call.  The  nttaclimeut  of  the 
people  for  this  bell  is  so  great,  that  a  short  time  ago,  when 
it  was  ordered  to  bo  removed,  the  inhabitants  rose  en  masse, 
and  prevented  it.  The  rain,  which  is  close  by  the  road. 
stands  in  the  middle  of  the  cliurch-yard,  and  the  first  thing 
I  saw,  on  going  in  the  gate,  was  the  tomb  of  the  father  of 
Bums.  I  looked  in  the  old  window,  but  the  interior  was 
filled  with  rank  weeds,  and  overshadowed  by  a  young  tree, 
which  had  grown  nearly  to  the  caves. 

The  crowd  was  now  fast  gathering  in  the  large  field,  in 
the  midst  of  which  the  pavilion  was  situated.      We  went 
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down  by  tlio  bcitutiful  monument  to  Burns,  to  Hm  "  Aulil 
Brig  o'  Dooii."  wliicli  was  spimned  by  an  arcli  of  evergreens, 
containiug  a  rcpreseiuatiou  of  Tttin  O'Slionter  and  Lis  grey 
mare,  pursued  by  tho  witches.  It  bad  been  arrangeiJ  that 
tlie  procession  was  to  pass  otgt  the  old  and  new  bridges, 
and  from  theiicD  by  a.  temporary  bridge  over  the  hedge  iiito 
tho  field.  At  this  latter  place  a  stand  waa  erected  for  tlia 
BoiiH  of  BiirnB,  tlio  officers  of  the  dny,  and  disdnguished 
gncsts.  liei'c  was  a  beautiful  specimen  of  English  csclusivo- 
ness.  Tho  space  adjoining  the  pavilion  was  fenced  nronnd, 
and  admittanco  dcuied  at  first  to  any.  ci^cept  those  who  Lad 
tickets  for  the  dinner,  which,  the  price  being  fiflcen  shillings, 
entirely  prevented  tho  iiumhle  l.iborera,  who,  more  than  all, 
should  participate  on  the  occasion,  from  witnessing  the 
review  of  tho  procession  by  tlio  eouh  of  Burns,  and  bearing 
the  eloquent  speeches  of  Professor  Wilson  and  Lord  EgUn- 
toun.  Thus,  of  the  many  thousands  who  were  in  the  field, 
but  a  few  hundred  who  were  crowded  between  the  bridge 
and  the  r^Ung  around  tbe  pavilion,  enjoyad  the  interesting 
spectacle.  By  good  fortune,  I  obtained  a  station  where  I 
had  an  excellent  view  of  tbe  scene.  The  sons  of  Burns 
were  in  the  middle  of  the  phitform.  with  Eglintouu  on  tJie 
right,  and  Wilson  on  tbe  left.  Jlrs.  Bcgg,  sister  of  ibij 
Poet,  with  her  daughters,  stood  by  the  Gouutess  of  Eglin- 
toun.  She  was  a  plain,  benevolent  looking  woman,  dressed 
in  black,  and  appearing  still  active  and  vigorous,  though  she 
is  upwards  of  eiglity  years  old.  She  beai's  some  likeness, 
especially  in  tho  large,  dark,  lustroiis  eye,  to  the  Poel. 
Robert  Burns,  the  eldest  son.  appetired  to  ine  to  have  a 
strong  resemblance  to  Ida  father,  and  it  is  said  ho  is  the  only 
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one  who  rcnicmbcrs  h'la  face.  He  has  fur  a  long  time  had 
an  office  under  Govcninieut,  in  London.  Tlic  others  have 
but  lately  returned  from  3  residence  of  twenty  yi'ars  in 
India.  Among  other  notable  choractcra  on  tlie  stand  were 
.Alison,  the  hiBtorian,  who  is  now  Sheriff  of  Lanark,  and 
Urs.  S  C  Hall.  I'rofensor  Wilson  appeared  to  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  the  scene  better  than  any  of  ibem.  lie  shout- 
ed and  waved  his  hat,  aud.  wilL  his  fine,  broad  forehend,  bis 
long  brown  locks  already  mixed  wjtli  gray,  slreamiug  on 
Im  shoulders,  and  that  eagle  eye  glancing  over  the  va^t 
assemblage,  seemed  a  teal  Chnbtopbor  Nortb,  yet  full  of  the 
fire  and  vigor  of  youth — "  a  gray-haired.  Iia|ipy  boy  !" 

About  balf  of  the  procession  cousisled  of  lodges  of  masons, 
all  of  'whom  turnul  out  on  the  oceasion,  ai^  Buitis  was  one 
of  the  fraternity.  I  was  most  interested  in  several  compa- 
nies of  shepherds,  from  tho  liills,  witli  their  crooks  and 
pl^ds ;  a  body  of  archers  in  Lincoln  green,  with  a  handsome 
chief  at  their  head,  and  some  Highlanders  in  Iheir  most 
picturesque  of  costumes.  As  one  of  the  companies,  which 
carried  a  mammoth  thistle  in  a  bos,  came  near  the  platform, 
Wilson  snatched  a  branch,  regardless  of  the  pricks,  and 
placed  it  on  his  coat.  After  this  pageant,  which  could  not 
have  been  much  less  than  three  miles  long,  had  passed,  a 
band  was  stationed  on  the  platform  in  the  centre  of  the  field, 
around  which  the  procession  formed  in  a  circle,  and  the 
whole  company  sang.  '■  Ye  Banks  and  Braes  o'  Bonnie  Doon."' 
Just  at  this  time,  a  person  dressed  to  represent  Tarn  O'Shan- 
ter,  mounted  on  a  gray  mare,  issued  from  a  field  near  the 
Bums  Monument  and  rode  along  towards  Alloway  Kirk. 
from  which,  when   he   approached   it,  a  whole   legion   of 


witclies  sallied  oiit  nniJ  cnniTiiciic(!il  a  liot  pnrmiit.  TLcy 
turned  back,  however,  at  the  keystone  of  tlic  bridge,  tlic 
witch  with  the  "  cutty  Bark"  holding  up  in  lriiitn]ili  the 
abstracted  tail  of  Maggie  Soon  nfler  tliie  the  company 
entered  the  pavilion,  and  the  thousands  oulsiile  were  enter. 
tainod,  as  an  especial  favor,  by  the  band  of  tlio  87th  Regi- 
ineiit,  while  from  the  many  liijnor  booths  nroiiiid  the  field 
they  could  enjoy  themselves  in  a  grosser  way. 

We  went  up  to  the  Monnment,  wliich  was  of  more  par- 
ticular interest  to  us,  trom  the  relics  within,  but  admission 
was  denied  to  all.  Many  persons  were  collected  around  the 
gate,  some  of  whom,  ha\-ing  come  from  a  prent  distance, 
were  anxious  to  see  it ;  but  the  keeper  only  said,  such  were 
the  orders  and  he  could  not  disobey  them.  Among  tlic 
crowd,  a  grandson  of  the  original  Tarn  O'Shanter  was  shown 
to  uB,  lie  was  a  raw-looking  boy  of  nineteen  or  twenty, 
wearing  a  shepherd's  cap  and  jacket,  and  muttered  his  disap- 
probation very  decidedly,  at  not  being  able  to  visit  the 
Monument. 

There  were  one  or  two  showers  during  the  day.  and  the 
sky,  all  the  time,  was  dark  and  lowering,  which  was  unfavor- 
able for  the  celebration  ;  but  all  were  glad  enough  that  the 
rain  kept  aloof  till  the  ceremonies  were  nearly  over.  The 
speeches  delivered  at  the  dinner,  which  appeared  in  the 
papers  next  morning,  are  nndoubtedly  very  elo(|nent.  I 
noticed  in  the  remarks  of  Robert  Bnma.  in  reply  to  Profea- 
BOT  WilBon,  an  acknowledgment  which  the  other  speakers 
forgot.  He  said,  "  The  Sons  of  Biu-ns  have  gi-ateful  hearts, 
and  to  the  last  hour  of  their  existence,  they  will  remember 
the  honor  that  has  been  paid  them  this  day,  by  the  noblei 
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the  lovely  anJ  ilip  tnlcinteil.  of  their  nalive  land — by  men  of 
goniiis  ami  kiiitliad  spirit  from  our  sister  land — and  ]mtly. 
ihcy  owe  their  thanks  to  the  inhabitanta  of  the  far  distant 
West,  llic  country  of  a  great,  free,  and  kindred  people! 
(lond  cl  per* )  1 1  connexion  with  this  suhjoct,  I  saw  nn 
an  clotc  of  tl  e  pnet  which  is  not  generally  known.  During 
his  CO  I  ex  o  V  ll  the  Excise,  ho  was  one  day  at  a.  party. 
wl  ere  tl  c  1  ealll  of  Pilt,  then  minister,  was  proposed,  as 
"  1  h  master  nn  1  ll  eirs."  He  immedintely  turned  down  his 
glass  ,ind  said,  "  I  will  give  j-ou  the  health  of  a  far  greater 
and  better  man— CkubiiK  WASHt\<iTON  1" 

We  left  the  field  earl^  and  went  hack  throngb  the  muddy 
streets  of  Ayr.  The  street  before  the  railway  office  was 
crowded,  and  lliere  was  so  dense  a  mass  of  jienple  on  the 
steps,  that  it  seemeil  almost  impossible  to  get  near.  Seeing 
nn  other  chance.  1  managed  to  take  niy  stand  on  the  lowest 
steps  where  the  pressure  of  the  crowd  behind,  and  the 
working  of  the  throng  on  the  steps,  raised  me  off  my  feet, 
and  in  abont  a  qtiaiter  of  an  hour  carried  me.  compressed 
into  the  smallest  poasihle  space,  up  the  steps  to  the  door, 
where  tJie  ci-owd  burst  in  by  fits,  like  water  nishing  ont  of 
a  bottle.  We  esteemed  ouraelves  fortunate  in  getting  room 
to  stand  in  an  open  car,  where,  at^ev  a  two  hours'  ride 
through  the  wind  and  pelting  riun,  we  arrived  at  Glasgow. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OVER  THE  BORDER — FROM  EDINBURGH  TO  LONDON, 

Ride  to  EdiDburgh— The  Monumontal  City— T^st  and  Found— Seeing  Edinburgh— 
The  March  Resumed— The  Muirfoot  Hills— American  Books  at  Melrose- Wading 
the  Tweed— Abbotsford— The  Armory  and  Library— Scott's  Study— A  "Prospect" 
Recovered— Ruins  of  Melrose  Abbey — Teviot  Dale — Jedburgh— Over  the  Border — 
Scenery  of  the  Cheviots — Appreciative  Tourists — Sheplicrds  on  Chevy  Chase — The 
Moorland — A  Night  at  Whelpington  Knowes— Walk  to  Newcastle — Cheap  Lodgings 
— The  Roman  Wall— Miners  in  Distress— Passage  for  London— A  Meeting— The 
Voyage — The  Thames  at  Night — London  at  Dawn. 

We  left  Glasgow  on  the  morning  after  returning  from  the 
Bums  Festival,  taking  passage  in  the  open  cars  for  Edin- 
burgh, for  SIX  shillings.  On  leaving  the  depot,  we  plunged 
into  the  heart  of  the  hill  on  which  Glasgow  Cathedral  stands, 
and  were  whisked  through  darkness  and  sulphury  smoke 
to  daylight  again.  Tho  cars  bore  us  past  a  spur  of  the 
Highlands,  through  a  beautiful  country  where  women  were 
at  work  in  tlie  fields,  to  Linlithgow,  the  birth-place  of  Queen 
Mary.  The  majestic  niins  of  its  once  proud  palace  stand 
on  a  gi'een  meadow  behind  the  town.  In  another  hour  we 
were  walking  through  Edinburgh,  admiring  its  palace-like 
edifices,  and  stopping  every  few  minutes  to  gaze  up  at  some 


UUT  AKD   roUHD.  05 

lofty  monument.  Rpally,  thonglit  I,  we  call  Bnllimorc  the 
'■Moniimeiita]  City"  for  Ua  two  niacblo  columns,  anil  liuro 
is  Ediubiirgli  with  one  at  every  Btrect-corncr  !  These,  too, 
not  in  the  midst  oi'  glaring  red  buildings,  wbere  tbey  seem 
to  have  bcuii  accidentally  dropped,  bat  framed  in  by  lofty 
granite  mansions,  whose  long  vistas  make  an  appruprinte 
background  to  the  picture. 

While  intently  gazing  upon  one  of  these  monnmcnis,  my 
friends  passed  me  and  were  lost  in  the  crowd.  All  my 
efiorts  to  find  them  were  vain,  and  finally  giving  up  the 
search,  I  went  upon  Calton  Hill,  where  I  spent  two  Jionrs  in 
contemplating  the  noble  panorama  it  commands.  A  sense  of 
hunger  at  last  recalled  mo  to  myRelf,  and  I  descended  to  the 
city  to  seek  for  an  inn.  I  had  given  up  all  hope  of  seeing 
Jny  friends,  and  made  up  my  mind  to  go  on  nlono  to  London, 
hy  the  route  we  had  proposed.  As  I  was  sauntering  along 
in  the  crowd,  a  coarsely-dressed  man  suddenly  accosted  nie. 
"  Your  two  friends,"  he  said,  "  have  sent  nie  out  to  hunt 
you.  They  are  at  an  inn  not  far  from  here,"  "Are  you 
sure  1  am  the  right  person  J"  I  asked.  "Oh  yes." 
said  he,  "  I  knew  it  as  soon  as  I  saw  you."  I  followed  him, 
and,  truly  enough,  found  my  comrades,  installed  in  a  cheer- 
ful tavern,  and  enjoying  a  bottle  of  ale.  They  had  taken 
it  for  granted  that  tlie  man  would  find  me,  and  were  not  at 
all  astonished  at  his  success. 

We  again  looked  from  Calton  Hill  on  Sahsbnry  Crags  and 
over  tlie  Frith  of  Forth,  and  then  descended  to  dark  old 
Holyrood,  where  the  memory  of  lovely  Mary  lingers  like  a 
stray  sunbeam  in  her  cold  li.alls,  and  the  fair,  boyish  face  of 
Kixzio  looks  down  from  the  cauvas  on  the  armor  of  Ids 


68  VltWB   A-FOOT. 

nuirdercr,  "Wc  llirontU-d  (lie  Canongntc  and  climbeil  to  the 
Castle  ;  and  (initlly,  after  a  day  and  a  balfs  sojourn,  biicklcil 
Du  our  knapsitckB  and  marclied  out  of  tlie  Nortlicru  Atlieiis. 
Ill  asliort  time  tbe  tall  spiro  of  Dalkcitli  appeared  aiiove 
tlie  green  wood,  and  we  saw  to  the  nght,  perched  on  llic 
ttecp  bauks  of  the  Esk,  the  picturcs(|ue  cottage  of  Ilaw- 
thornden,  where  Drummoad  once  lived  in  poetic  sohtude. 
We  made  liaefe  to  cross  before  nightfall  the  dreary  waste 
of  Muirfoot  Uills,  from  the  highest  Gumtnit  of  which  we 
took  a  last  view  of  Edinburgh  Castle  and  the  Salisliury 
Crags,  then  bhie  in  tlio  distance.  Far  to  the  cast  were  the 
hills  of  Lamniemiuir,  and  the  country  of  Mi  J -Lothian  lay 
before  ns.  It  was  all  Sfo/Z-land,  The  inn  of  Torso  nee, 
hcBide  the  Gala  Water,  was  our  resliiig-place  for  the  night. 
As  we  approached  Galashiels  tlie  next  morning,  where  the 
bed  of  the  silver  Gala  is  nearly  emptied  by  a  number  of 
dhigy  mamifactories,  the  lulls  opened,  disclosing  the  sweet 
vale  of  the  Tweed,  gnavded  by  the  triple  peak  of  the  Eil- 
don,  at  whose  base  lay  nestled  the  village  of  Jlelrose. 

I  stopped  at  a  bookstore  to  purchase  a  view  of  the  Abbey, 
and  lo  my  surprise  nearly  half  the  works  were  by  Ameri- 
can authors.  There  were  Bryant,  Longfellow,  Channing, 
Emerson,  Dana,  Ware  and  many  others.  The  bookseller 
t«ld  me  he  had  sold  more  of  Wai'e's  Letters  than  any  other 
book  in  his  shop,  "and  also,"  to  use  his  own  words,  'an 
immense  number  of  the  great  Dr.  Channing."  I  have  seen 
English  editions  of  Tercival,  Willis,  Whilticr  and  Mrs. 
Sigourney,  hut  Bancroft  and  Prescott  are  dassed  among  the 
'  standard  Brihs/c  historians." 

Crossing  the  Gala  we  ascended  a  hill  on  the  road  to  I 
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kirk,  and  behoiil !  tlio  Tweed  ran  bdow,  and  opponite,  in 
the  midst  of  embowering  trees  planted  iiy  the  band  of  Scott, 
roBC  the  grey  balls  of  Abbiitsftird.      We  went  down  n  lane 

to  liie  banks  of  the  swift  stream,  but  finding  no  ferry,  B 

and  I.  as  the  water  looked  very  sballow,  thought  we  might 

save  a  long  walk  by  wading  across     F prefeiTed  hunting 

for  a  boat ;  we  two  set  out  together,  with  our  knapsacks  on 
our  backs,  and  our  boots  in  our  hunda  TLo  current  was 
ice-cold  and  very  swifl,  and  as  the  bed  was  covered  with 
loOKO  stones,  it  required  the  greatest  care  to  stand  upright. 
Looking  at  the  bottom,  through  the  rapid  water,  made  my 
head  so  giddy,  that  I  was  forced  to  slop  and  shnt  my  eyes ; 
my  friend,  who  had  firmer  nerves,  went  plunging  on  to  a 
deepei  and  swifter  part,  where  the  strength  of  the  cnrrent 
made  him  Eta^er  very  unpleasantly.  I  called  to  him  to 
return  ,  but  tho  next  thing  I  saw,  he  gave  a  plunge  and 
went  donn  to  iho  shoulder  in  the  cold  flood.  While  he  was 
struggling  with  a  frightened  expression  of  face  to  recover 
bis  footing,  I  leaned  on  my  staff  and  laughed  till  I  was  on 

the  point  of  falling  also.    To  crown  our  mortification,  F 

had  found  a  ferry  a  few  yards  higher  up  and  was  on  the 
opposite  shore,  watching  us  wade  back  again,  my  friend 
with  dripping  clothes  and  boots  full  of  water.  I  could  not 
foi^ive  the  pretty  Scotch  damsel  who  rowed  us  across,  the 
miechievous  lurking  smile  which  told  that  she  too  had  wit- 
nessed the  adventure, 

We  found  a  foot-path  on  the  other  side,  which  led  through 
a  young  forest  to  Ahbotsford  Rude  pieces  of  sculpture, 
taken  from  Jlelrose  Abbey,  were  scattered  around  the  gate, 
Borae  half  buried  in  Ibe  earth  and  overgrown  with  weeda 


The  niches  in  tlie  walls  were,  filled  ivitli  pieces  of  sculpture, 
and  a  marble  greyhounU  reposaj  in  tUe  middle  of  the  court 
yard.  We  rang  tlie  lifill  in  an  outer  vestibule,  omatneutcd 
with  several  pairu  of  antlers,  when  a  lady  appeared,  wlio, 
from  her  appearance,  I  have  no  doubt  was  Mrs.  Ormand, 
tliG  "  UuBuua  of  Abbotsford,"  so  humorouBly  described  Ly 
D'Arliii court,  in  hts  "  Three  Kingdoms."  She  ushered  us 
into  the  entrance  hall,  which  has  a  magnificent  ceiling  of 
carvod  oak,  and  is  lighted  by  lofty  stained  windows.  An 
effigy  of  a  knight  in  armor  stood  at  either  end,  one  holding  a 
huge  two-handed  sword  found  on  Bosworth  Field  ;  the  walls 
were  covered  with  helmets  and  breastplates  of  the  olden 

Among  the  eurioBities  in  the  Armory  are  Napoleon's 
pistols,  the  blundorbusa  of  Ilofer,  Rob  Roy's  pui'se  and  gun, 
and  the  offering  box  of  Queen  Mary.  Through  the  folding 
doors  between  the  dining-room,  drawing-room  and  library, 
is  a  fine  vista,  terminated  by  a  niche,  in  which  stands  Chan- 
trey's  bust  of  Scott.  The  ceilings  aro  of  carved  Scottish 
oak  and  the  dooi-s  of  American  cedar.  Adjoining  the  library 
is  the  study,  the  walls  of  which  are  covered  with  books ;  the 
doors  and  windows  are  double,  to  render  it  quiet  and  undis- 
turbed. Scott's  books  and  inkstand  aro  on  the  table  and 
his  wiitJng-cIiair  stands  before  it,  as  if  he  had  left  them  but 
a  moment  before.  In  a  little  closet  adjoining,  where  be 
kept  bis  private  manuscripts,  are  the  clothes  he  last  woi-e. 
his  cane  and  belt,  to  which  a  hammer  and  a  small  ase  are 
attached,  and  his  sword.  A  narrow  staircase  led  from  the 
study  to  his  sleeping  room  above,  by  which  he  could  come 
down  at  night  and  work  while  his  family  slept.     The  silence 
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nbout  the  plnce  is  solemn  and  breathlean,  as  if  it  waited  tn 
be  broken  by  liis  returning  footstep.  I  felt  an  awe  in  trend- 
ing these  lonely  halls,  like  that  which  iinprcBBcd  nio  before 
the  grave  of  Washington — a  feeling  that  hallowed  the  spot, 
Ha  if  there  yet  lingered  a  low  vibration  of  the  lyre,  tlioiigli 
the  minstrel  had  dc^iarted  forever  ! 

Plucking  a  wild  rose  that  grew  near  the  walls,  I  left 
Abbotsford,  embosomed  among  the  trees,  and  turned  into  a 
green  lane  that  led  down  to  Melrose,  We  went  immediately 
to  the  Abbey,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  village,  near  the 
Tweed.  As  I  approached  the  gate,  the  porlercss  came  out, 
and  having  scrutinized  me  rather  sharply,  asked  my  name. 
I  told  her ; — "  Well,"  she  added,  "  there  is  a  prospect  hero 
for  yon."  Thinking  she  alluded  to  the  ruin,  I  replied  : 
"  Xbb.  the  view  is  certainly  very  fine."  "  Oh  !  I  don't  moan 
that,*'  she  replied,  "  a  young  gentleman  left  a  prospect  hero 
for  you!" — whereupon  ehe  brought  out  a  spy -glass,  which  I 
recogniaed  as  one  that  our  German  comrade  had  given  to  me. 
Ho  bad  gone  on,  and  hoped  to  meet  ua  nt  Jedburgh. 

Melrose  is  the  finest  remaining  specimen  of  Gothic  archi- 
tecture in  Scotland.  Some  of  the  sculptured  flowera  in  the 
cloister  arches  arc  remarkably  beautiful  and  delicate,  and  the 
two  windows — the  Boutb  and  east  oriels — are  of  a  lightnesa 
and  grace  of  uxecntion  really  surprising.  We  saw  the  tomb 
of  Michael  Scott,  of  King  Alexander  II..  and  that  of  the 
Douglas,  marked  with  a  sword.  The  heart  of  Bruce  is 
supposed  to  have  been  buried  beneath  the  liigh  altur.  The 
chancel  is  all  open  to  the  sky,  and  rooks  build  their  ncsta 
among  the  wild  ivy  that  climbs  over  the  crumbling  arches. 
One  of  tboso  came  tamely  down  and  perched  upon  the  hand 
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of  our  guide.  By  a  winding  stair  in  ono  of  the  towers  wo 
mounted  to  the  top  of  the  arcli  and  lookeil  down  on  tlie 
grassy  floor.  I  sat  on  the  broken  pillar,  which  Scott  alwaya 
used  for  a  seat  when  lio  visited  the  Abbey,  and  read  the  dis- 
iaterrlng  of  llio  mngic  book,  in  the  "  Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrel."  I  never  comprehended  its  full  boanty  until  then, 
and  the  memory  of  Melrose  will  give  it  a  peculiar  interest,  in 
the  future.  When  we  left,  I  was  willing  to  say,  with  the 
Minstrel : 

"  Waa  never  acene  eo  Bad  and  fair  I" 

After  seeing  the  home  and  favorite  haunt  of  Scott,  we  felt 
a  wish  to  stand  by  his  grave,  but  we  had  Ancrum  Moor  to 
pass  before  night,  and  the  Tweed  was  between  ub  and  Dry- 
hui^h  Abbey.  We  did  not  wish  to  fiy  another  watery 
adventure,  and  therefore  walked  on  to  the  village  of  Ancrum, 
where  a  gate-keeper  on  the  soad  gave  us  lodging  and  good 
fare,  for  a  moderate  prine.  Many  of  this  class  practise  this 
double  employment,  and  the  economical  traveller,  who  looks 
more  to  comfort  than  luxury,  wUl  not  fail  to  patronize  them. 

Next  morning  we  took  a  foot-path  over  the  hills  to  Jed- 
burgh. From  the  summit  there  was  a  lovely  view  of  the 
valley  of  the  Teviot,  with  the  Mue  Cheviots  in  the  distance, 
I  thought  of  Friugle's  beautiful  farewell  : 

"  Our  naUve  Innd,  onr  natire  thIs, 
A  long,  a  laat  adieu, 
Farewell  to  booqy  Tesiot^daH 
Aud  Clieviut'a  tDOitntaina  blucl" 


The  poet  was  horn  in  the  valley  boloi 
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apon  its  beauty  cannot  wonder  hnw  his  heart  clung  to  the 
Bcenes  he  was  leaving.  We  saw  Jedburgh  and  its  majostio 
old  Abbey,  and  ascended  the  valley  of  the  Jed  towards  the 
Cheviots.  The  hills,  covered  with  woods  of  a  luxuriant  and 
even  gorgeous  beauty  of  foliage,  shut  out  this  lovely  glen 
completely  from  the  worid.  I  found  myself  continually 
coveting  the  louely  dwellings  that  were  perched  on  the 
rocky  heights,  or  nestled,  like  fairy  pavilions,  in  the  laps 
of  the  groves.  These  forests  formerly  furnished  the  wood 
for  the   celebrated  Jedwood   ase,  used  in    the  border  fo- 

As  we  continued  ascending,  the  prospect  behind  ua  widen- 
ed, until  we  reached  the  summit  of  the  Carter  Fell,  whence 
there  is  a  view  of  great  extent  and  beauty.  The  Eildon 
Sills,  though  twenty-five  miles  distant,  secnied  In  the  fore- 
ground of  the  picture.  With  a  glass,  Ediabnrgh  Castle 
might  be  seen  over  the  dim  outline  of  the  Muirfoot  Hills. 
After  crossing  the  border,  wo  passed  the  scone  of  the 
encounter  between  Percy  and  Donglasa,  celebrated  in 
"  Chevy  Chase,"  and  at  the  lonely  inn  of  Whitelee,  in  the 
valley  below,  took  up  our  quarters  for  the  night. 

Travellers  have  described  the  Chc^nota  as  being  bleak 
and  uninteresting.  Although  they  are  bare  and  brown,  to 
me  the  scenery  was  of  a  character  of  beauty  entirely  original. 
They  are  not  rugged  and  broken  like  the  Highlands,  but  lifl 
their  round  backs  gracefully  from  the  plain,  while  the-  mor< 
distant  ranges  are  clad  in  many  an  airy  hue.  Willis  quaintly 
and  truly  remarks,  that  travellera  only  tell  yon  the  picture 
produced  iu  their  own  brain  by  what  they  see,  otherwise  tha 
world    would  be  like   a  pawnbroker's   shop,   where    each 
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traveller  wears  tlio  cast-off  clotlies  of  others.  Therefore  let 
no  one,  of  a  gloomy  lemperaroeat,  journeying  over  tlie 
Cheviots  in  dull  November,  arraign  me  for  having  falsely 
praised  their  beauty 

I  was  somewhat  amused  with  seeing  a  splendid  carriage 
with  footmen  and  outriders,  crossing  the  mountain,  the 
glorious  landscape  fnll  in  view,  and  the  richly  dressed  lady 
within  lying  fa»t  asleep !  It  is  no  uncommon  thing  to 
meet  carriages  in  the  Highlandfi,  in  which  the  occupants 
are  comfortably  reading,  while  being  whirled  through  the 
finest  scenery.  And  apropos  of  this  subject,  my  German 
friend  related  to  me  an  incident.  His  brother  was  travelling 
on  tho  Rliiiie,  and  when  in  the  midst  of  the  grandest  scenes, 
met  a  carriage  containing  an  English  gentleman  and  lady, 
both  asleep,  while  on  the  seat  behind  was  stationed  an. 
artist,  sketching  away  with  all  his  might.  He  asked  the 
latter  the  reason  of  bis  industry,  when  he  answered,  "  Oh ! 
my  lord  wishes  to  see  every  night  what  he  Las  passed 
during  the  day,  and  so  I  sketch  as  we  go  along!  " 

The  hills,  particularly  on  the  English  side,  are  covered 
with  flocks  of  sheep,  and  lazy  shepherds  lay  basking  in  the 
Bun,  among  the  purple  heather,  with  tlieir  shaggy  black 
dogs  beside  them.  On  many  of  the  hills  are  landmarks, 
by  which,  when  the  snow  has  covered  all  the  tracks,  they 
can  direct  their  way.  After  walking  many  miles  through 
green  valleys,  down  which  flowed  the  Red  Water,  its  very 
name  telling  of  the  conflicts  which  had  crimsoned  its  tide, 
we  cams  to  the  moors,  and  ten  miles  of  blacker,  drearier 
waste  I  never  saw.  Before  entering  them  we  passed  the 
pretty  httle  villngc  of  Otterburn,  near   the   scene  of  tho 
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battle.  I  brought  awny  a  wild  flower  that  ^rew  on  soil 
enriched  by  the  blood  of  the  Percys.  On  the  village  inn  is 
their  ancient  coat  of  nrms,  a  lion  rampaut  on  a  field  of  gold, 
with  the  motto,  "  En/franre  en  Dieu," 

Scarcely  a  houBO  or  a  tree  enlivened  the  hiack  waste, 
and  even  the  road  was  maiked  on  each  side  by  high  poles, 
to  direct  the  traveller  in  wider.  Wo  were  glad  when  at 
length  the  green  fields  caiiio  agiiin  in  sight,  and  the  little 
village  of  Whplpington  Kiiowes,  with  its  old  ivy-grown 
church  tower,  welcomed  us  after  the  lonely  walk. 

At  the  only  tnn  in  the  place,  I  found  it  quite  inipossible 
to  understand  the  servants,  who  spoke  the  rugged  North- 
iimhrian  dialect,  Tho  landlady,  who  spoke  tolerable 
English,  came  to  our  assistance,  and  received  us  with  more 
cordiality  than  our  knapsacks  and  dusty  garments  led  us  to 
expect.  She  quartered  us  for  the  night  in  an  ont-b  nil  ding, 
which  appeared  to  be  a  kind  of  hunting  lodge.  It  was  a  single 
room,  with  two  beds,  fowling-pieces  and  nhot-belta  hanging 
on  the  walls,  and  some  stuffed  grouse  on  the  top  of  a  quaint 
old  wardrobe.  Tho  evening  w.is  cool,  and  the  unintclligihla 
servants  made  a  cheerful  fire  on  the  hearth.  Our  supper 
was  served  in  a  room  of  tho  inn,  which  was  occupied  by 
a  young  lady,  whose  appearance  contrasted  strangely  with 
her  sitnation.  She  was  pale,  but  handsome,  dressed  with 
perfect  lasto.  and  the  few  words  she  spoke  gave  evidence  of 
thorough  refinement  and  cultivation,  Ilcr  face  was  very 
sad,  her  manner  subdued,  yet  with  a  quiet  dignity  which 
forced  the  landlady,  wlio  made  very  unceremonious  use  of 
her  room,  to  treat  her  with  respect.  A  shelf  of  classic 
authors,  and    some   flower-pots    in  the  window,  were   the 
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tokens  of  lior  tastes 
thought,  but  I  did  i 
Aa  ono  apecinien 
land,  we  saw  a  b( 
mencemeiit  of  a  pi 


Hero  is  a  romance,  if  not  n  tragedy,  I 
ot  venture  to  ask  any  questions, 
of  the  iutcUigeuce  of  tliis  part  of  Eng- 
ard    coQspicuously  posted  at  the  com- 
Lvato  road,  declaring  tliat  "  all  persons 


travelling  this  way  will  bo  persecu/ed."  As  tlie  road  led  to 
a  ciiurcli,  liowever,  tLeto  may  Jiave  been  a  design  in  the 
expression. 

On  the  fifth  day  after  leaving  Edinburgh,  we  reached  a  hill 
overlooking  the  valley  of  the  Tyne  and  the  German  Ocean, 
as  sunset  was  reddening  in  the  west.  A  cloud  of  cool-sraoke 
made  ua  aware  of  the  vicinity  of  Newcastle.  On  the  summit 
of  the  hill  a  large  cattle  fair  was  being  held,  and  crowds  of 
people  were  gathered  in  and  around  a  camp  of  gaudily 
decorated  tents.  Fires  were  kindled  here  and  there,  and 
drinkmg,  carousing,  and  horse-raciiig,  were  flourishing  in  full 
vigor.  After  entering  the  town,  we  applied  to  a  policeman 
to  conduct  us  to  a  cheap  lodging-place.  lie  readily  took  us 
to  a  house  in  a  dingy  street  near  the  river,  inhabited  by  a 
poor  family,  who  furnished  us  with  beda  (probably  their 
own),  and  cooked  ua  frugal  meals,  during  the  two  days  that 
we  were  obliged  to  await  the  departure  of  a  steamer  for 
London. 

We  set  out  the  next  morning  to  hunt  the  Roman  "Wall. 
Passing  the  fine  buildings  in  the  centre  of  the  city  and  the 
lofty  monument  to  Earl  Grey,  we  went  towards  the  western 
gate  and  soon  came  to  the  ruins  of  a  building,  about  whose 
origin  there  could  bo  no  douljt.  It  stood  there,  blackeued 
by  the  mat  of  ages,  a  romnant  of  power  paased  uway. 
The'o  was  no  mistaking  the  laaaaivc  round  tower,  with  its 
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projecting  ornaments,  such  as  are  often  seen  in  tlic  ruder 
works  of  the  Romans.  On  each  side  a  fragment  of  wall 
remained  standing,  and  tliere  appeared  to  be  a  chamber 
in  the  interior,  which  was  chol;.ud  up  with  rubbish.  Thero 
18  another  tower,  much  higlier,  in  a  public  square  in  another 
part  of  the  city,  a  portion  of  which  is  fitted  up  as  a  dwell' 
ing  for  tlie  family  which  takes  care  of  it ;  hut  there  was 
Buch  a  ridiculous  contrast  between  the  ivy-grown  top,  and 
the  handsome  modem  windows  and  doors  of  the  lower  story, 
that  it  did  not  impress  me  half  as  much  as  the  first,  with 
all  its  neglect.  Theiie  are  the  farthest  limits  of  that  power 
whose  mighty  works  I  hope  hereafter  to  view  at  the  seat  of 
her  grandeur  and  glory. 

I  witnessed  a  scene  at  Newcastle  that  cannot  soon  lie 
forgotten ;  as  it  showed  more  plainly  than  I  had  before  an 
opportunity  of  observing,  the  slate  to  which  the  laboring 
elassea  of  England  aro  reduced.  Hearing  singing  in  the 
street  under  my  wiudow  one  morning,  I  looked  out  and 
saw  a  body  of  men,  apparently  of  the  lower  class,  but 
decent  and  sober- look  ing,  who  were  sin^ng  in  a  rude  and 
plaintive  strain  some  ballad,  the  purport  of  which  I  could 
not  understand.  On  making  inquiry,  I  discovered  it  was 
part  of  a  body  of  miners,  who,  about  eighteen  weeks  before, 
in  consequence  of  not  being  able  to  sujiport  their  families 
with  the  small  pittance  allowed  them,  had  struck  for  higher 
wages.  This  their  employers  refused  to  give  them,  and 
Bent  to  "Wales,  where  tiiey  obtained  workmen  at  the  former 
price.  The  houses  these  laborers  had  occupied  were  all 
taken  from  them,  and  for  eighteen  weeks  tliey  had  had  no 
other  moans  of  subsistence  than  the  casual  charity  given 


I 


m 


VIEWS    i-FOOT, 


tliem  for  singing  tlie  story  of  tlieir  wrongs.  It  made  my 
blood  boil  to  hear  those  tones,  wning  from  tlia  heart  of 
poverty  by  the  hand  of  tyranny.     The  ignorance,  permitted 


by  the  government,  t 


inheard  amount  of  misery 


and  degradation.  We  heard  afterwards  in  the  streets, 
another  company  who  played  on  musical  inatniments. 
Beneath  the  proud  swell  of  England's  martial  airs,  there 
sounded  to  ray  oars  a  tone  whoso  gathering  murmur  will 
make  itself  heard  ere  long  by  the  dull  ears  of  Power. 

At  last,  at  the  appointed  time,  we  found  ourselves  on 
board  the  "  London  Merchant,"  in  the  muddy  Tyne,  waiting 
for  the  tide  to  rise  high  enough  to  permit  us  to  descend 
the  liver.  There  is  great  competition  among  the  steam- 
boats this  summer,  and  the  price  of  passage  to  London  is 
reduced  to  five  and  ten  shUlings.  The  second  cabin,  how- 
ever, is  a  place  of  tolerable  comfort,  and  as  the  steward  had 
promised  to  keep  berths  for  us,  wo  engaged  passage.  On 
going  below,  tlio  first  person  we  met  was  onr  German  com- 
rade, who  had  preceded  iis  all  the  way  from  Edinburgh.  It 
was  a  joyous  meeting  on  both  sides.  Following  the  ■wind- 
ings of  the  narrow  river,  we  passed  Sunderland  and  Tyne- 
mouth,  where  it  expands  into  the  German  Ocean.  The 
water  was  barely  stirred  by  a  gentle  wind,  and  little  re- 
sembled the  stormy  sea  I  expected  to  find.  We  glided  over 
the  smooth  surface,  watching  the  blue  lino  of  the  distant 
shore  till  dark,  when  I  went  below  expecting  to  enjoy  a 
few  hours'  oblivion.  But  the  faithless  steward  had.  given 
up  the  promised  berth  to  another,  and  It  ivas  only  with 
difficnity  that  I  secured  a  scat  by  tlie  cabin  table,  where  I 
dozed  half  the  night  with  my  head  on  my  arms.    It  grew  at 
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last  too  close  ani  wearisome  ;  I  went  up  on  dock  and  lay 
down  on  tlie  windlass,  taking  care  to  balance  Tnysclf  well 
before  going  to  sleep.  The  earliest  Iiglit  of  dawn  awoke  me 
to  a  consciousness  of  damp  clothes  and  bruised  limbs.  We 
were  in  sigbt  of  tbe  low  shore  the  whole  day,  sometimes 
seeing  the  dim  outline  of  a  church,  or  a  group  of  trees  oyer 
the  downs  or  flat  beds  of  sand,  whicli  border  the  eastern 
coast  of  England.  About  dark,  the  red  light  of  the  Nore 
was  seen,  and  we  hoped  before  many  hours  to  be  in  London. 
The  lights  of  Gravesend  were  passed,  but  about  ten  o'clock, 
as  wo  entered  the  narrow  channel  of  the  Thames,  we  struck 
another  steamboat  in  the  darkness,  and  were  obliged  to  east 
anchor  for  some  time. 

Wlien  I  went  on  deck  in  the  gray  light  of  morning 
again,  we  were  gliding  up  a  narrow,  muddy  river,  between 
rows  of  gloomy  buildings,  with  many  vessels  lying  at 
anchor.  As  the  day  brightened,  we  turned  a  point,  and 
right  before  me  lay  a  vast  crowd  of  vessels,  and  in  the 
distance,  above  the  wilderness  of  buildings,  stood  a  dim, 
gigantic  dome  in  the  sky  ;  what  a  bound  my  heart  gave  at 
the  sight !  And  the  tall  pillar  that  stood  near  it — I  did 
not  need  a  second  glance  to  recognize  the  Monument.  I 
knew  tbe  majestic  bridge  that  spanned  the  river  above ; 
but  on  tbe  right  bank  a  cluster  of  massive  buildings, 
crowned  with  many  a  turret,  attracted  my  eye,  A  crowd 
of  old  associations  pressed  bewilderingly  upon  the  mind,  to 
see  standing  there,  grim  and  dark  with  many  a  bloody 
page  of  England's  history — the  Tower  of  London !  The 
morning  sky  was  as  yet  but  faintly  obscured  by  the  coal- 
smoke,  and  in  the  misty  light  of  coming  sunrise,  all  objects 
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seemed  grander  than  their  wont.  In  spite  of  the  thrilling 
interest  of  the  scene,  I  could  not  help  recalling  Byron's 
ludicrous  but  most  expressive  description. 

"  A  mighty  mass  of  brick  and  smoke  and  shipping, 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Can  reach ;  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tip-toe  through  their  sea-coal  canopy ; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  fool's-cap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head, — and  there  is  London  town." 


CHAPTER    VII. 

A     WEEK     IN     LONDON. 

Snterlng  London — Cheap  Lodgings  and  Bod  Company— The  ThOTongh&r6S--St. 
Paul's — View  from  the  Dome — St.  James's  Park — TVostmlnstor  Abbey— Poet's 
Corner— Tombs  of  Sovereigns — Tlall  of  the  Bath — ^The  Thames  Tunnel — The  lowas 
again— The  Parks — Crime  and  Misery  In  London — The  End  of  our  Sojourn — Cost 
of  the  Tour  through  Scotland. 

LoNDOjr,  Aug,  22,  1844. 

In  the  course  of  time  we  came  to  anchor  in  tlie  stream ; 
skiffs  from  the  shore  pulled  alongside,  and  after  some  little 
quarrelling,  we  were  safely  deposited  in  one,  with  a  party 
who  desired  to  be  landed  at  the  Tower  Stairs.  The  dark 
walls  frowned  above  us  as  we  mounted  from  the  water  and 
passed  into  an  open  square  on  the  outside  of  the  moat. 
The  laborers  were  about  commencing  work,  the  fashionable 
day  having  just  closed,  but  there  was  still  noise  and  bustle 
enough  in  the  streets,  particularly  when  we  reached  White- 
chapel,  part  of  the  great  thoroughfare,  extending  through 
the  heart  of  London  to  Westminster  Abbey  and  the  Parlia- 
ment buildings.  Our  first  care  was  to  find  a  resting-place, 
and  we  had  not  wandered  far  along  Whitechapel  before  the 


80  TIICWB  A-rOOT. 

signs  "  Clmp-House,''  "  Lodgings,"  met  our  eye.  IVe  select- 
ed one  of  the  most  decent  of  these  places,  where  wo 
ohtaiiied  bare  rooms  and  nuestionable  heds  for  a  shilling  a 
day,  while  the  public  room  supplied  us  with  a  chop  and 
potatoes  for  sixpence.  ([)ur  company,  I  am  afraid,  was  not 
the  moat  respectable  which  Loudon  can  boast  of — actors  of 
low  grade,  from  low  theatres  ;  dissolute  shop  boys,  sailors 
and  cads,  and  women  whose  roses  were  not  the  natural  bloom 
of  English  au-.  We  did  uot  cultivate  their  acquaintance, 
but  became  so  disgusted  after  a  day  or  two  that  we  shifted 
our  quarters  to  the  Aldgato  Coffee  House,  wbero  the  terms 
were  cfpially  cheap  and  the  society  a  veiy  little  better. 

After  breakfast,  on  the  first  day,  we  set  out  for  a  walk 
through  London,  Entering  the  main  artery  of  tiiis  mighty 
city,  we  passed  on  through  Aldgate  and  Coruhill,  to  St. 
Paul's,  with  still  increasing  wonder.  Further  on,  through 
Fleet  street  and  the  Strand — what  a  world!  Here  come 
the  ever-througing,  ever-rolling  waves  of  life,  pressing  and 
wliirliug  on  in  their  tnmultuons  career.  Here  day  and  night 
pours  the  stream  of  human  beings,  seeming,  amid  the  roar 
and  din  and  clatter  of  the  passing  vehicles,  like  the  tide  of 
Bomo  great  combat.  How  lonely  it  makes  one  to  stand  still 
and  feel  that  of  all  the  mighty  throng  which  divides  itself 
around  liim,  not  a  being  knows  or  cares  for  him  !  "What 
knows  he  too  of  the  thousands  who  pass  him  by  !  How 
many  who  bear  the  impress  of  godlike  virtue,  or  hide 
beneath  a  goodly  countenance  a  heart  biack  with  crime ! 
How  many  fiery  spirits,  all  glowing  with  hope  for  the  yet 
unclouded  future,  or  brooding  over  a  darkened  and  desolate 
past  in  the  agony  of  despair  !     There  is  a  sublimity  in  this 


human  Niagara  tiiat  makes  one  look  on  liia  own  race  with 

St.  Paul's  is  on  a  Bcalo  of  granJenr  excelling  overy  tbiiig 
I  Lave  yet  soen.  The  dome  seeras  to  stand  ia  the  wky,  as 
you  look  np  to  it ;  the  distance  from  which  you  view  it, 
combined  with  the  atmosphere  of  London,  gives  it  a  Aim, 
shadowy  appearance,  that  Htartlea  one  with  its  immensity. 
The  roof  from  which  the  dome  springs  ia  itself  ns  high  as  the 
spires  of  most  other  churches  ;  blackened  for  two  hundred 
years  with  the  coal-smoke  of  London,  it  stands  like  a  reiic 
of  the  giant  architecture  of  the  early  world.  The  interior 
is  what  one  would  expect  to  behold,  after  viewing  the  out- 
aide.  A  maze  of  grand  arches  ou  every  side,  encompasses 
the  dome,  at  which  you  gaze  up  as  at  the  sky  ;  and  from 
every  pillar  and  wall  look  down  the  marble  forms  of  the 
dead.  There  ia  scarcely  a  vacant  niche  left  in  all  this 
mighty  hall,  so  many  are  the  statues  that  meet  one  on  every 
side.  With  the  csception  of  John  Koward,  Sir  Astley 
Cooper  and  Wren,  whose  monument  is  the  church  itstilf, 
they  are  all  to  military  men.  I  thought  if  they  had  all  bcL-n 
removed  except  Howard's,  it  would  better  have  suited  such 
a  temple,  and  the  great  soul  it  commemorated. 

I  never  was  more  impressed  with  the  grandeur  of  human 
invention,  than  when  ascending  the  dome.  I  could  with 
difficulty  conceive  the  means  by  which  such  a  mighty  edi- 
fice had  been  lifted  into  the  air.  The  small  fi'ame  of  Sir 
Christopher  Wren  must  have  contained  a  mind  capable  of 
vast  conceptions.  The  dome  is  like  the  summit  of  a  moun- 
tain ;  so  wide  is  the  prospect,  and  so  great  the  pile  upon 
which  you  stand.     London  lay  beneath  us,  like  an  ant-hill, 


witU  tlio  biftck.  insccla  swarming  to  and  fro  in  llicir  long 
avenues,  the  sound  of  thoir  employments  coming  up  like  tliu 
roRF  of  the  sea.  A  cloud  of  coal-smoke  bung  over  it, 
through  which  many  a  pointed  spire  was  thmst  up;  some- 
times  the  wiud  would  blow  it  aside  for  a  moment,  and  tbo 
thousands  of  red  roofs  would  sbiiie  out  clearer.  The  bridg- 
ed Thames,  covered  with  craft  of  all  sizes,  wound  beneath 
as  like  a  ringed  and  spotted  serpent. 

It  was  ft  relief  to  get  into  St.  James's  Park,  among  tlie 
trees  and  flowers  again.  Here  beautifnl  winding  walks  led 
around  little  lakes,  iu  which  were  hundreds  of  water-fowl, 
swimming  Groups  of  merry  children  were  sporting  on  the 
green  lawn,  enjoying  their  privilege  of  roaming  every  where 
at  will,  while  the  older  hipoda  were  confined  to  the  regular 
walks.  At  the  western  end  stood  Buckitiglmm  Palace,  look 
ing  over  the  trees  towards  St.  Paul's;  and  through  the 
grove  on  the  eminence  above,  the  towers  of  St.  James's 
could  be  seen.  But  there  was  a  dim  building  with  two 
lofty  square  towers,  decorated  with  a  profusion  of  pointed 
Gotliie  pinnacles,  that  I  looked  at  with  more  interest  than 
these  appendages  of  royalty.  I  cnuld  not  linger  long  in 
its  vicinity,  but  going  back  again  by  the  Horse  Guards,  took 
the  road  to  Wotminaler  Ahbey. 

Wc  approached  by  the  general  entrance,  Poet's  Corner. 
I  hardly  stopped  to  look  at  the  elaborate  exterior  of  Heniy 
VII.'s  Chapel,  but  passed  on  to  the  door.  On  entering, 
the  first  thing  that  met  my  eyes  were  the  words,  "On  karb 
Br\  Jonsox,"  under  bis  bust.  Near  by  stood  the  monu- 
ments of  Spenser  and  Gay,  and  a  few  paces  further  looked 
down  the  sublime  countenance  of  Miltou.     Never  was  a  spot 


so  full  of  intense  intprest.  The  liglit  was  just  clim  cnongli 
to  give  it  a  sulemii,  religlaue  air,  making  tlie  marble  forms 
of  poets  and  pliilosophora  so  shadowy  and  impressive,  that 
I  felt  as  if  standing  in  their  living  presence.  Every  step 
called  np  some  mind  linked  with  the  associations  of  my 
childhood.  There  was  the  gentle  feminine  countenance  of 
Thomson,  and  the  majestic  head  of  Diyden  ;  Addison  with 
his  elasBic  features,  and  Gray,  full  of  the  fire  of  lofty 
thought.  In  another  chamber,  I  paused  long  before  the 
tablet  to  Shakspenrc ;  and  while  looking  at  the  monument 
of  Garrick,  started  to  find  that  I  stood  upon  his  grave. 
What  a  glorious  galaxy  of  genius  is  here  collected — what  a 
constellation  of  stars  whose  light  is  immortal !  The  mind  Is 
fettered  by  their  spirit,  everything  is  forgotten  but  the 
mighty  dead,  who  still  "  rule  us  from  their  urns." 

The  side-chapels  are  filled  with  tombs  of  knightly  fami- 
lies, the  husband  and  wife  lying  on  their  backs  on  the  tombs, 
with  their  hands  clasped,  while  their  children,  about  the  size 
of  dolls,  are  kneeling  around.  Namberless  are  the  Barons 
and  Earls  and  Dukes,  whose  grim  cfEgies  stare  from  their 
tombs.  In  opposite  chapels  are  the  tombs  of  Mary  and 
Elizabeth,  and  near  the  former  that  of  Darnley.  After 
having  visited  many  of  the  scenes  of  her  life,  it  was  with  no 
nrdinary  emotion  that  I  stood  by  the  sepulchre  of  Mary. 
TTow  differently  one  looks  upon  it  and  upon  that  of  the 
proud  EliKahetb  1 

Wo  descended  to  the  Chapel  of  Edward  the  Confessor, 
within  the  splendid  shrine  of  which  bis  ashes  repose.  Hero 
the  chair  on  which  the  English  mouarehs  have  been  crowned 
for  several  hundred  years  was  exhibited.     Under  the  seat 
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is  tlie  stone,  brought  from  the  Abbey  of  Scono,  whereon  the 
King3  of  Scotlanil  were  crowneil.  Tho  chair  is  of  oak, 
carved  and  hacked  over  with  names,  and  on  the  bottom  some 
one  has  recorded  Lis  name  with  tho  fact  that  ho  once  slept 
in  it  We  sat  down  and  rested  in  it  without  eeromonj-. 
Kearthiaiatbeball  where  the  Knights  of  the  order  of  tlie  Bath 
met.  Over  each  seat  their  dusty  banners  are  still  banging, 
eacli  with  its  crest,  and  their  armor  is  rusting  upon  the  wall. 
It  resembled  a  banqueting  liail  of  the  olden  time,  where  the 
knights  had  left  their  seats  for  a  moment  vacant.  Entering 
the  nave,  we  were  lost  in  the  wilderness  of  scnlpture.  Here 
stood  the  forms  of  Pitt,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan  and  Watts, 
from  the  ehiaelB  of  Chantry,  Bacon  and  Westmacott. 
Further  down  were  Sir  Isaac  Newton  and  Sir  Godfrey 
Knellor — opposite  Andre,  and  Paoli,  tho  Italian,  who  died 
here  in  e.^ile.  How  can  I  convey  an  idea  of  the  scene  ! 
Kot withstanding  all  the  descriptions  I  had  read,  I  was  totally 
unprepared  for  the  reality,  nor  could  I  have  anticipated  the 
hushed  and  breathless  interest  with  which  I  pnced  the  dim 
aisles,  gazing,  at  every  step,  on  the  last  resting  place  of  some 
great  and  familiar  name.  A  place  so  sacred  to  all  who 
inherit  the  English  tongue,  is  worthy  of  a  special  pilgrimage 
across  the  deep.  To  those  who  are  unable  to  visit  it,  a  de- 
scription may  be  interesting ;  but  so  far  does  it  fall  short  of 
the  scene  itself,  that  if  I  thought  it  would  iuduce  a  few  of 
our  wealthy  idlers,  or  oven  those  who,  like  myself,  must 
travel  with  toil  and  privation,  to  come  hither,  I  would  write 
till  the  pun  dropped  from  my  band. 

We  walked  down  the  Thames,  through  the  narrow  streets 
of  Wapptng.      Over  the  mouth  of  the  Tunnel  is  a  large 


THK  TBAIUB  TUBKBL.  85 

circular  building,  with  a  dome  to  light  the  entrance  below. 
Paying  the  fee  of  a  penny,  we  descended  by  a  winding 
staircase  to  the  bottom,  wbitb  is  seventy -three  feet  below 
the  surface.  The  carriage-way,  still  unfinished,  will  extend 
further  into  the  city.  From  the  bottom  the  view  of  the  two 
arches  of  the  Tunnel,  brilliantly  lighted  with  gas,  is  very 
fine  ;  it  has  a  much  leaa  heavy  and  gloomy  appearance  than 
I  expected.  Aa  we  walked  along  under  the  bed  of  the 
river,  two  or  three  girls  at  one  end  began  playing  on  the 
French  horn  and  bugle,  and  the  echoes,  when  not  sufiicicnt 
to  confuse  the  melody,  were  remarkably  beautiful.  Between 
the  arches  of  the  division  separating  the  two  pasangea,  are 
shops,  occupied  by  venders  of  fancy  articles,  views  of  tho 
Tunnel,  engravings,  &c.  In  the  middle  is  a  small  printing 
press,  where  a  sheet  containing  a  description  of  the  whole 
work  is  printed  for  thoae  who  desire  it.  As  I  was  no  strang- 
er to  this  art,  I  requested  the  boy  to  let  me  print  one  my- 
self, but  he  had  such  a  bad  roller  I  did  not  succeed  in  get- 
ting a  good  impression.  The  air  within  is  somewhat  damp, 
but  fresh  and  agreeably  cool,  and  one  can  scarcely  realize  in 
walking  along  the  light  passage,  that  a  river  is  rolling  above 
his  head.  The  immense  solidity  and  compactness  of  the 
structure  precludes  the  danger  of  accident,  each  of  the  sldoa 
being  arched  outwards,  so  that  the  heaviest  pressure  only 
strengthens  the  work.  It  will  long  remain  a  noble  monu- 
ment of  human  daring  and  ingenuity. 

We  spent  a  day  in  visiting  the  langi  of  hovdon,  as  the 
two  grand  parka  have  been  called.  From  the  Strand 
through  Regent  Circus,  the  centre  nf  the  fashionable  part  of 
the  city,  we  passed  to  Piccadilly,  calling  on  our  way  to  see 
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our  old  frienils,  tlie  Towns.  Tliej  were  nt  the  Egyptian 
Hall,  in  connexion  witli  Catlin's  Indian  collection.  The 
old  braves  knew  us  at  once,  particularly  Blister-Foet,  who 
used  often  t"  walk  a  line  on  deck  with  me,  at  sea,  Further 
along  Piccadilly  is  Wellington's  mansion,  Apsley  Uouse, 
and  nearly  opposito  it,  in  the  comer  of  Hyde  Park,  stands 
the  colossal  statue  of  Achilles,  cast  fi-om  cannon  taken  at 
Salamanca  and  Vittoria.  The  Park  resembles  an  open  com- 
mon, with  here  and  there  a  grove  of  trees,  intersected  l>y 
carriage  roads.  It  la  like  getting  into  the  country  again  to  be 
ont  on  its  broad,  green  field,  with  the  city  seen  dimly  around 
through  the  smoky  atmosphere.  We  walked  for  a  mile  or 
two  along  the  shady  avenues  and  over  the  lawns,  having  a 
view  of  the  princely  terraces  and  gardens  on  one  hand,  and 
the  gentle  outline  of  Primrose  Hill  on  the  other.  Eegent's 
Park  itself  covers  a  space  of  nearly  fonr  hundred  acres  ! 

But  if  London  is  unsurpassed  in  splendor,  it  has  also  its 
corresponding  share  of  crime.  Notwithstanding  the  large 
and  efficient  body  of  police,  who  do  much  towards  the 
control  of  vice,  one  sees  enough  of  degradation  and  brutality 
in  a  short  time,  to  make  his  heart  sick.  Even  the  public 
thoroughfares  are  thronged  at  night  with  characters  of  the 
lowest  description,  and  it  is  not  expedient  to  go  through 
many  of  the  narrow  bye-hannts  of  the  old  city  in  the  day- 
time. The  police,  who  are  ever  on  the  watch,  immediately 
seize  and  carry  off  any  offender,  hut  from  the  statements  of 
persons  who  have  bad  an  opportunity  of  observing,  as  well 
as  from  my  own  slight  experieuce,  I  am  convinced  that  there 
is  an  untold  amount  of  concealed  misery  and  crime. 

I  have  now  been  six  days  in  London,  and   by  making 
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good  use  of  my  feet  and  eyes,  have  managed  to  become  fa- 
miliar with  almost  every  object  of  interest  within  its  precincts. 
My  whole  time  has  been  devoted  to  sight-seeing,  and  I  have 
neither  made  a  single  acquaintance,  nor  obtained  the  least 
insight  into  the  social  life  of  England.  Having  a  plan 
mapped  out  for  the  day..  I  started  from  my  humble  lodgings 
at  the  Aldgate  Coffee  House,  where  I  slept  off  fatigue  for  a 
shilling  a  night,  and  walked  up  Cheapside  or  down  White- 
chapel,  as  the  case  might  be,  hunting  out  my  way  to 
churches,  halls  and  theatres.  In  this  way,  at  a  trifling 
expense,  I  have  perhaps  seen  as  much  as  many  who  spend 
here  double  the  time  and  ten  times  the  money.  Our  whole 
tour  from  Liverpool  hither,  by  way  of  Ireland  and  Scotland, 
cost  us  but  twenty-five  dollars  each  !  although,  except  in  one 
or  two  cases,  we  denied  ourselves  no  necessary  comfort. 
This  shows  that  the  glorious  privilege  of  looking  on  the 
scenes  of  the  old  world  need  not  be  confined  to  people  of 
wealth  and  leisure.  It  may  be  enjoyed  by  all  who  cau 
occasionally  forego  a  little  bodily  comfort  for  the  sake  of 
mental  and  spiritual  gain.  "We  leave  this  afternoon  for 
Dover.    To-morrow  I  shall  dine  in  Belgium ! 


CHAPTER  VIII 

ON    THE     CONTINENT, 

Feelings  on  Tisiting  the  Continent— Imprisonment  at  Dover — ^Arrlral  at  Ostend— • 
A  Stroll— The  Streets  of  Bruges— The  Cathedral— The  Belfry  and  its  Chimes— 
A  Night  on  the  Canal — Ghent — A  Rainy  Ride — Scenery  of  the  Meuse — ^Entering 
Prussia— Aiz-la-Chapelle— The  Cathedral— The  Tomb  of  Charlemagne— The  Ca- 
thedral of  Cologne— Tradition  of  its  Plan— The  Smells  of  the  Streets. 

On  the  Continent  at  last !  How  strangely  look  the 
century-old  towers,  antique  monuments,  and  quaint,  narrow 
streets  of  the  Flemish  cities  !  It  is  an  agreeable  and  yet  a 
painful  sense  of  novelty  to  stand  for  the  first  time  in  the 
midst  of  a  people  whose  language  and  manners  are  different 
from  one*s  own.  The  old  buildings  around,  linked  with 
many  a  stirring  association  of  past  history,  gratify  the 
glowing  anticipations  with  which  one  has  looked  forward 
to  seeing  them,  and  the  fancy  is  busy  at  work  reconciling 
the  real  scene  with  the  ideal ;  but  the  want  of  a  communi- 
cation with  the  living  world  about,  walls  one  up  with  a 
sense  of  loneliness  he  could  not  before  have  conceived. 
I  envied  the  children  in  the  streets  their  childish  language. 
"Bidding  adieu  to  our  German  friend,  who  took  passage 
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direct  to  Havre,  we  left  London  in  the  afternoon,  anil  sped 
tliTougl]  the  green  wooded  lawns  and  vales  of  England,  to 
Dover,  which  we  reached  at  sunset,  passing  by  a  long 
tunnel  thronsh  the  lofty  Shakspeare  Cliff.  We  had  barely 
time,  before  it  grew  dark,  to  ascend  the  cliff.  The  glorious 
coast  view  looked  still  wilder  in  the  gathering  twilight, 
which  soon  hid  from  our  sight  the  dim  hills  of  France.  On 
the  cliff  opposite  frowned  the  massive  battlementM  of  the 
Castle,  guarding  the  town,  which  lay  in  a  nook  of  the  rocks 
below.  As  the  Ostend  boat  was  to  leave  at  four  in  the 
morning,  my  cousin  aroused  us  at  three,  and  wo  felt  our 
way  down  stairs  in  the  dark.  But  the  landlord  was  reluc- 
tant to  part  with  u9 ;  we  stamped  and  shouted  and  rang 
bells,  till  the  whole  house  was  in  an  uproar,  for  the  door 
was  double-locked,  and  the  steamboat  hell  hcgan  to  sound. 
At  last  the  scamp  could  stand  it  no  longer ;  wo  gave  a 
quick  utterance  to  our  overflowing  wrath,  and  rushed  down 
to  the  boat  but  a  second  or  two  before  it  sailed. 

The  water  of  the  Cliannel  was  smooth  as  glass,  and  as 
the  Bun  rose,  the  far  chalky  cliffs  gleamed  along  the  horizon, 
a  belt  of  fire.  I  waved  a  good-bye  to  Old  England  and 
then  turned  to  see  tho  spires  of  Dunkirk,  which  were  visible 
in  the  distance  before  us.  On  the  low  Belgian  coast  wo 
could  see  trees  and  steeples,  resembling  a  mirage  over  tlio 
level  surface  of  the  sea;  and  at  length,  about  ten  o'clock, 
the  square  tower  of  Ostend  came  in  sight.  Tho  boat  passed 
into  a  long,  muddy  basin,  in  which  many  unwieldy, 
red-sailed  Dutch  craft  were  lying,  and  stopped  beside  a 
liigh  pier.  Here  amid  the  confusion  of  three  languages,  an 
officer  eame  on  hoard  and  took  charge  of  our  passports 
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and  luggage.  As  vrf,  coiOd  not  get  the  former  for  two  or 
three  lioiirs,  we  dltl  not  liurry  tlie  [musing  of  the  latter,  and 
went  on  sliore  quite  Biienc umbered,  for  a  stroll  about  the 
city,  disregarding  the  cries  of  the  hackney-coachmen  on 
the  pier,  "  Hu/el  d' Angielcrre,"  "Hotel  dea  Baini  ! "  and 
another  who  called  out  in  English,  "I  recommend  you 
to  the  Enyal  Hotel,  sir !  " 

There  is  little  to  be  seen  in  Ostend.  We  wandered 
through  long  rows  of  plain  yellow  houscB,  trying  to  read  the 
French  and  Dutch  signs,  and  at  last  came  out  on  the  wmll 
near  the  sea.  A  soldier  waved  us  back  as  wo  attempted  to 
ascend  it,  and  muttering  some  unintelligible  words,  pointed 
to  a  narrow  street  near.  Following  this  ont  of  curiosity,  we 
crossed  the  moat  and  found  ourselves  on  the  great  bathing 
beach.  To  get  out  of  the  hands  of  the  servants  who  imme- 
diately surrounded  us,  we  jumped  into  one  of  the  little 
wagons  and  were  driven  out  into  the  surf. 

To  he  certain  of  fulfilling  the  railroad  regulations,  we  took 
onr  Beats  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  time.  The  dark 
walls  of  Osteiid  aoon  vanished  and  we  were  whirled  rapidly 
over  a  country  perfectly  level,  but  highly  fertile  and  well 
cultivated.  Occasionally  there  was  a  ditch  or  row  of  trees, 
but  otherwise  there  was  no  division  between  the  fields,  and 
the  plain  stretched  unbroken  away  into  the  distance.  The 
twenty  miles  to  Bruges  we  made  in  forty  minutes.  The 
streets  of  this  antique  city  are  narrow  and  crooked,  and  the 
pointed,  ornamented  gables  of  the  houses,  produce  a  novel 
impression  on  one  who  has  been  accustomed  to  the  green 
American  forests.  Then  there  was  the  endless  sound  of 
wooden  shoes  clattering   over  the  rough   pavements,  and 
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people  talking  in  that  most  unmusical  of  all  lauguagcs, 
Dutch.  Walking  at  random  through  the  streets,  we  came 
by  chance  upon  the  Cathedral  of  Notre  Dame.  I  shall  long 
remember  my  first  impression  of  the  scene  within.  The 
lofty  gotliic  celling  arched  far  ahovo  my  head  and  through 
the  stained  windows  the  light  came  but  dimly— it  was  all 
still,  solemn  and  religious.  A  few  worshippers  were  kneeling 
in  sUcncB  before  some  of  the  shrines,  and  the  echo  of  my 
tread  was  like  a  profaning  sound.  On  every  side  were  pic- 
tures, saints  and  gilded  shrines.  A  few  steps  removed  one 
from  the  bustle  and  din  of  the  crowd  to  the  atillnesa  and 
solemnity  of  the  holy  retreat. 

"We  learned  from  a  guide,  whom  we  had  engaged  because 
he  spoke  a  few  words  of  English,  that  there  was  still  a 
(-■•ecksfitti/t  line  on  the  canals,  and  that  a  boat  was  to  leave  at 
ten  o'clock  that  night  for  Ghent.  Wishing  to  try  this  old 
Dutch  method  of  travelling,  wo  walked  along  tho  Ghent 
road  to  the  canal,  where  a  moderate  sized  boat  was  lying. 
Oar  baggage  deposited  in  the  plainly  furnished  cabin,  I  ran 
back  to  Bruges,  although  it  was  beginning  to  grow  dark,  to 
get  a  sight  of  the  belfry ;  for  Longfellow's  lines  had  been 
chiming  through  mj  head  all  day ; 

"In  the  marltet-place  of  Bruges,  Etaniis  the  helfiy  old  ond  bmirr, 
Thrioe  oonaxmied  and  tlirice  rebuildtd,  slili  it  wnttbea  o'er  the  town." 


And  having  found  the  square,  brown  tower  in  one  corner 
of  the  open  market  place,  we  waited  to  hear  the  chimes, 
which  are  said  to  he  the  finest  in  Em-ope.  They  rang  out 
at  last  with  a  clear  silvery  tone,  most  beautifully  musical 
indeed.     We  then  returned  to  the  boat  in  the  twilight.     Wo 
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wei-e  to  leave  in  alinut  an  hour,  nccording  to  tlio  arrange- 
ment, but  as  yet  there  was  no  eound  to  be  heard,  and  we 
were  the  only  tenants.  However,  trusting  to  Dutch  regu- 
larity, we  went  to  sleep  in  the  full  confidence  of  awaltening 
itt  Ghent. 

I  awoke  once  in  the  night  and  saw  the  dark  branches  of 
trees  passing  before  the  ivindow,  but  there  was  no  perceptible 
sound  nor  motion  the  boat  glided  along  like  a  dream,  and 
we  were  awakened  next  morning  by  its  striking  against  the 
jiter  at  Ghent.  After  paying  three  francs  for  the  whole 
night  journey,  the  captain  gave  us  a  guide  to  the  railroad 
station,  and  as  we  had  nearly  an  hour  before  the  train  loft, 
I  went  to  see  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Bavon.  After  leaving 
Ghent,  the  road  paB.ses  through  a  beautiful  country,  culti- 
vated like  a  gai-den.  The  Dutch  passion  for  flowers  is  dis- 
played in  the  gardens  around  the  cottages ;  even  every  vacant 
foot  of  ground  along  the  railway  is  planted  with  roses  and 
dahlias.  At  Ghent,  the  morning  being  fair,  we  took  seats  in 
the  open  cars.  About  noon  it  commenced  raining  and  our 
situation  was  soon  anything  but  comfortable.  5Iy  cousin 
had  fortunately  a  waterproof  Indian  blanket  wilh  him, 
which  he  hitd  purchased  in  the  Far  West,  and  by  wrapping 
this  around  all  three  of  us,  we  kept  partly  dry.  I  was  much 
amused  at  the  plight  of  a  party  of  young  Englishmen,  who 
were  in  the  same  car;  one  of  them  bold  a  little  parasol 
which  just  covered  his  hat,  and  sent  the  water  in  streams 
down  on  his  back  and  shoulders. 

We  had  a  misty  view  of  Liege,  through  the  torrents  of 
rain,  and  then  dashed  away  into  the  wild  mountain  scenery 
of  the  Meuse.      Steep,  rocky  hills,  covered  with  pine  and 
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crowned  with  ruined  towers,  liemmed  in  the  winding  and 
swollen  river,  and  tlie  wet,  cloudy  sky  rested  like  a  canopy 
on  their  summits.  Instead  of  throaJing  their  mazy  deiltes, 
we  plunged  directly  into  the  mountain's  heart,  fiew  over  the 
narrow  vaUey  on  lofty  and  light-sprnug  arches,  and  went 
again  into  the  darkness.  At  Vcrviers,  our  baggage  waa 
weighed,  examined  and  transferred,  with  ourselves,  to  a 
Frussiaa  train.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  dispnting  ou  the 
occasion.  A  lady,  who  had  a  dog  in  a  largo  willow  basket, 
was  not  allowed  to  retain  it,  nor  would  thoy  take  it  as  bag- 
gage. The  matter  was  finally  compromised  by  their  sending 
the  basket,  obliging  lier  to  carry  the  dog,  which  was  none  of 
the  smallest,  in  her  aims  !  The  next  station  bore  the  sign 
of  the  black  eagle,  and  liere  we  wore  obhged  to  give  up  o.ur 
paBsports.  Advancing  through  long  ranges  of  wooded  hills, 
we  saw  at  length,  in  the  dull  twilight  of  a  rainy  day,  the 
old  kingly  city  of  Aix  la  Chapelle  on  a  plain  below  us. 
After  a  scene  at  the  custom-house,  where  our  baggage  was 
reclaimed  with  tickets  given  at  Verviers,  we  drove  to  the 
Hotel  du  Bhin,  and  while  warming  our  shivering  limbs  and 
drying  our  damp  garments,  felt  tempted  to  exclaim  with  the 
old  Italian  author :  "  0 !  holy  and  miraculous  tavern  !" 

The  Cathedral,  with  its  lofty  Gothic  tower,  was  built  by 
the  emperor  Otho  in  the  tenth  century.  It  seems  at  present 
to  be  undergoing  repairs,  for  a  large  scafFcdd  shut  out  the 
dome.  The  long  hall  was  dim  with  incense  smoke  as  we 
entered,  and  the  organ  sounded  through  the  high  arches  with 
an  efl'ect  that  startled  me.  The  windows  glowed  with  the 
forms  of  kings  and  saints,  and  the  dusty  and  mouldering 
shrines  which  rose  around  were  colored  with  the  light  that 
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came  llirougli.  The  music  pealed  out  like  a  triamplial 
tnarcli,  sinking  at  tim<»  into  a  mournful  strain,  as  if  it 
celebrateil  ami  lamented  the  beroea  who  sleot  below,  In 
the  alone  pavement  nearly  under  my  feet  was  a  large  square 
marble  slab,  with  tbe  words  ■' Cahoi.o  Mai;.\o,"  It  wob 
like  a  dream,  lo  stand  there  on  tbe  tomb  of  the  mighty  war- 
rior, with  tbe  lofty  arches  of  the  Cathedral  above,  filled  with 
the  Honud  of  tbe  divine  anthem.  I  mused  above  bis  ashes 
till  tbe  music  ceased  and  then  left  the  Cathedral,  that 
nothing  might  break  the  romantic  spell  associated  with  that 
crumbling  pile  and  the  dead  it  covered.  I  have  always 
revered  the  memory  of  Charlemagne.  He  lived  in  a  Ftem 
age.  bnt  he  was  in  mind  and  heart  a  man,  and  like  Napoleon, 
who  placed  the  iron  crown  which  had  lain  with  him  centuries 
in  tbe  tomb,  upon  his  own  brow,  he  possessed  a  breadth  and 
grandeur  of  mind,  which  the  world  was  forced  to  acknowledge. 
At  noon  we  took  the  chari-d-liane,  or  second-class  carriages, 
for  fear  of  rain  ;  and  continued  our  journey  over  a  plain  doited 
with  villages  and  old  chateaux.  Two  or  three  miles  from 
Cologne  we  saw  the  spires  of  tbe  different  churches,  cnn- 
spicnous  among  which  were  the  nnfimsbed  towers  of  iho 
Cathedral,  with  the  enormous  crane  standing  as  it  did  when 
they  left  off  building,  two  hundred  years  ago  or  more.  On 
arriving,  we  drove  to  the  Bonn  railway,  where,  finding  the 
last  train  did  not  leave  for  four  hours,  we  left  our  baggage 
and  set  out  for  the  Cathedral.  Of  all  Gothic  buildings, 
the  plan  of  this  is  certainly  tbe  most  stupendous ;  even 
ruin  as  it  is,  it  cannot  fail  to  excite  surprise  and  admiration. 
The  King  of  Pnissia  has  undertaken  to  complete  It  accord. 
ing  to  the  original  plan,  which  was  lately  found  in  the  pos- 
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session  of  a  poor  man,  of  whom  it  was  purcliascd  for  40,000 
fioriiis,  but  the  workmen  have  not  yet  finiBlicd  repairing  wliat 
is  already  built.  Tbe  legend  concerning  tliia  plan  may  not 
be  known  to  every  one.  It  is  related  of  tbe  inventor  of  it, 
that  in  despair  of  finding  any  sufficiently  great,  be  was 
walkmg  one  day  by  tbe  river,  sketching  with  hia  stick  upon 
tbe  sand,  when  he  finally  hit  upon  one  which  pleased  him 
so  much  that  ho  csclaimed,  •'  This  shall  be  the  plan  ! "  '■  T 
will  show  you  a  better  one  than  that !"  said  a  voice  sudden- 
ly behind  him,  and  a  certain  black  gentleman  who  figures  in 
many  German  legends  stood  by  bim,  and  pulled  from  hia 
pocket  a  roll  containing  the  present  plan  of  the  Cathedral. 
The  architect,  amazed  at  its  grandeur,  asked  ■sn  explanation 
of  every  part.  As  he  knew  hia  soul  was  to  be  tbe  price  of 
it,  he  occupied  himself,  while  the  devil  was  explaining,  in 
committing  its  proportions  carefully  to  memory.  Having 
done  this,  be  remarked  ihat  it  did  not  please  him  and  be 
would  not  take  it.  The  devil,  seeing  through  the  chest, 
exclaimed  in  his  rage :  "  Ton  may  build  your  Cathedral 
according  to  this  plan,  but  yon  shall  never  finish  it !"  Tliis 
prediction  seems  likely  to  he  verified,  for  though  it  was  com- 
menced in  1248,  and  continued  for  S.'iO  years,  only  the  cbnir 
and  nave  and  one  tower  to  half  its  proposed  height,  are  finished. 
We  visited  the  chapel  of  the  Eleven  Thousand  Virgins,  tbe 
walla  of  which  are  full  of  curious  grated  cells,  containing 
their  bones,  and  then  threaded  the  narrow  streets  of  Colngoe, 
which  are  quite  dirty  enough  to  justify  Coleridge's  lines ; 
"The  rivar  Rhine,  it  is  well  known. 
Doth  wobIi  the  city  of  Cologne  ; 
Bat  tell  me,  nympliB.  whnt  power  divine 
ShdU  hcnceforlh  waah  tbe  river  Rliinel" 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

THiB      RHINE      TO      HEIDELBERG. 

In  HeidelboTg^The  Star  Hotel  at  Bonn— Passing  the  Drachenfcis— Ooblentz  an4 
Ehrenbreitstein — The  Charms  of  the  llhine — Lurlei  Rock  and  its  Echo — A  Rainbow 
at  Obcrwesel — Mayence — Ride  to  Frankfort — Hunting  an  Address — Mr.  Richard  S. 
"Willis— The  Festival  at  Darmstadt— Scenery  of  the  Bergstrasse — German  Peasants — 
Fellow  Passengers— Heidelberg  at  Sunset— A  Resting  Place. 

Heidelberg,  Augttst  80,  1844. 
Here  at  last !  and  a  charming  place  it  is.  This  is  our 
first  morning  in  our  new  rooms,  and  the  sun  streams  warmly 
in  the  eastern  windows,  as  I  write,  while  the  old  castle  rises 
through  the  blue  vapor  on  the  side  of  the  Kaiserstuhl.  The 
Neckar  rushes  on  below ;  and  the  Odenwald,  before  me, 
rejoices  with  its  vineyards  in  the  morning  light.  The  bells 
of  the  old  chapel  near  us  are  sounding  most  musically,  and  a 
confused  sound  of  voices  and  the  rolling  of  vehicles  comes  up 
from  the  street.     It  is  a  place  to  live  in  ! 

I  must  go  back  five  or  six  days  and  take  up  the  record  of 
our  journeyings  at  Bonn.  "We  had  been  looking  over 
Murray's  infallible  Handbook,  and  observed  that  he  recom- 
mended the  "  Star  "  hotel  in  that  city,  as  "  the  most  mode- 
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rate  ia  its  prices  of  auy  on  the  Rhine;"  so  when  the  train 
from  Cologne  arrived  and  we  ivere  surrouniled,  in  the  dark- 
ness aud  confusion,  \ij  porters  and  valets,  I  called  out : 
"  Hotel  lie  I'Elode  d'  Or  .'"  our  baggage  and  ourselves  were 
transferred  to  a  stylish  omnibus,  and  in  five  minutes  we 
stopped  under  a  brilliantly -lighted  archway,  where  Mr. 
Joseph  Schmidt  received  us  with  the  usual  numter  of  smiles 
and  bows  bestowed  upon  untitled  guests.  We  were  furnished 
with  neat  rooms  at  the  summit  of  the  house,  and  then  de- 
scended to  the  »aUe  a  manger.  I  found  a  folded  note  by  my 
plate,  wLicIi  I  opened.  It  contained  an  engraving  of  the 
front  of  the  hotel,  a  plan  of  the  city  and  catalogue  of  its 
lions,  together  with  a  list  of  the  tilled  personages  who  have, 
from  time  to  time,  honored  the  "  Golden  Star"  with  their 
custom.  Among  this  number  were  "  Their  fioyal  High- 
nesses the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Cambridge,  Prince  Albert," 
etc.  Had  it  not  been  for  fatigue,  I  should  have  spent  an 
uneasy  night,  thinking  of  the  heavy  bill  which  was  to  bp 
presented  on  the  morrow.  We  escaped,  however,  for  seven 
francs  apiece,  three  of  which  were  undoubtedly  for  the 
honor  of  breathing  a 


Rhine,  the  nest  moi 
that  arose  before  u 
while  on  our  left  ■ 


a  aristocratic  atmosphere, 
we  were  really  in  motion  on  the  swift 
ing,  and  nearing  the  chain  of  mountains 
We  passed  Godesberg  on  the  right, 
^a  the  group  of  the  Seven   Jtountains 


which  extend  back  from  the  Drachenfela  to  the  Wolkenberg, 
or  Castle  of  the  Clouds.  Here  we  begin  to  enter  the 
enchanted  land.  The  Rhine  sweeps  around  the  foot  of  the 
Drachenfels,  while  the  precipiioua  rock  of  Rolandseck 
opposite,  crowned  with  the  castle  of  the  faithful  knight,  looks 
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down  upon  the  beautiful  island  of  Nonnenwerth,  the  white 
walls  of  the  convent  still  gleaming  through  the  trees,  as  they 
gleamed  when  the  warrior's  weary  eyes  looked  upon  them 
for  the  last  time.  I  shall  never  forget  the  enthusiasm  witli 
which  I  saw  this  scene  in  the  bright,  warm  sunlight,  the 
rough  crags  softened  in  the  haze  which  filled  the  atmosphere, 
and  the  wild  mountains  springing  up  in  the  midst  of  vine- 
yards, and  crowned  with  crumbling  towers,  haunted  with 
the  memories  of  a  thousand  years. 

After  passing  Andernach,  we  saw  in  the  distance  the  high- 
lands of  the  middle  Rhine,  which  rise  above  Coblentz, 
guarding  the  entrance  to  its  wild  scenery,  and  the  mountains 
of  the  Moselle.  They  parted  as  we  approached ;  from  the 
foot  shot  up  the  spires  of  Coblentz,  and  the  battlements  of 
Ehrenbreitstein  crowning  the  mountain  opposite,  gi*ew 
larger  and  broader.  The  air  was  slightly  hazy,  and  the 
clouds  were  laboring  among  the  distant  mountains  to  raise  a 
storm  As  we  came  opposite  the  mouth  of  the  Moselle  and 
under  the  shadow  of  the  mighty  fortress,  I  gazed  up  with 
awe  at  its  massive  walls.  Apart  from  its  magnitude  and 
almost  impregnable  situation  on  a  perpendicular  rock,  it  is 
filled  with  the  recollections  of  history  and  hallowed  by  the 
voice  of  poetry.  The  scene  went  past  like  a  panorama,  the 
bridge  of  boats  opened,  the  city  glided  behind  us  and  we 
entered  the  highlands  again. 

Above  Coblentz  almost  every  mountain  has  a  ruin  and  a 
legend.  One  feels  everywhere  the  spirit  of  the  Past,  and 
its  stirring  recollections  come  back  upon  the  mind  with  irre- 
sistible force.  I  sat  upon  the  deck  the  whole  afternoon,  as 
mountains,  towns  and  castles  passed  by  on  either  side,  watch* 


ing  lliem  with  a  feeling  of  the  most  enthusiastic  enjoj-ment. 
Every  place  wau  familiar  to  me  in  memory,  and  they  seemed 
like  frienils  1  haU  loug  communed  with  in  spirit  aud  now  met 
faco  to  face.  The  Englibli  tourists,  with  whom  tjio  deck 
was  covered,  seemed  interested  too,  hut  in  a  different  man- 
ner. With  Murray's  Handbook  opeu  in  their  hands,  they 
Bat  ami  read  about  the  very  towns  and  lowers  they  were 
passing,  scarcely  lifting  their  eyes  to  the  real  scenes,  except 
now  and  tlieu,  to  observe  that  it  was  "  ler?/  ittce." 

As  we  passed  Boppart,  1  sought  out  the  Inn  of  the 
'■  Star,"  mentioned  in  "  Hyperion  ;"  there  was  a  maiden 
sitting  on  the  steps  who  might  have  been  Paul  Flemming's 
fair  boal-womau.  The  clouds  which  had  here  gathered 
among  the  hills,  now  came  over  the  river,  and  tho  rain  clear- 
ed tbe  deck  of  its  crowd  of  admiring  tourists.  As  we  wore 
approaching  Lurlei  Berg,  I  did  not  go  below,  and  so  enjoyed 
some  of  the  finest  scenery  on  the  Rhine  alone.  The  moun- 
tains approach  each  other  at  this  point,  and  the  Lurlei  Itock 
rises  up  for  sis  hundred  feet  from  the  water.  This  is  the 
hamit  of  the  water  nymph,  Lurlei.  or  Loreley,  whose  song 
charmed  tlie  ear  of  the  boatman  while  his  barque  was  dashed 
to  pieces  on  the  rocks  below.  It  is  also  celebrated  for  its 
remarkable  echo.  As  we  passed  between  the  rocks,  a  guard, 
who  has  a  little  honse  built  on  the  road-side,  blew  a  flourish 
on  his  bugle,  which  was  instantly  answered  by  a  blast  from 
the  rocky  battlements  of  Lurlei.  The  German  students 
liave  a  witty  trick  with  this  echo  :  they  call  out,  '•  Wlio  is 
the  Burgomaster  of  Oberwesel  V  a  town  just  above.  The 
echo  auswera  with  the  last  syllable  "Escl!"  which  is  tha 
German  for  aas. 
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The  sun  came  out  of  the  clouds  as  we  passed  Oberwesel, 
with  its  tall  round  tower,  and  the  light  shining  throuHi  the 
ruined  arches  of  Schcinberg  castle,  made  broad  bars  of  light 
and  shade  in  the  still  misty  air.  A  rainbow  sprang  up  out 
of  the  Rhine,  and  lay  brightly  on  the  mountain  side,  color- 
ing vineyard  and  crag,  in  the  most  singular  beauty,  while 
its  second  reflection  faintly  arched  like  a  glory  above  tlie 
high  summits.  In  the  bed  of  the  river  were  the  seven  coun- 
tesses of  Schonberg,  turned  into  seven  rocks  for  their  cruelty 
and  hard-heartedness  towards  the  knights  Avhom  their  beauty 
had  made  captive.  In  front,  at  a  little  distance  was  the 
castle  of  Pfalz,  in  the  middle  of  the  river,  and  from  the 
heights  above  Caub  frowned  the  crumbling  citadel  of  Guten- 
fels.  Imagine  all  this,  and  tell  me  if  it  is  not  a  picture  whoso 
memory  should  last  a  life-time  ! 

We  came  at  last  to  Bingcn,  the  southern  gate  of  the  High- 
lands. Here  on  an  island  in  the  middle  of  the  stream,  is 
the  old  Mouse  Tower  where  Bishop  Ilatto  of  Mayence  was 
eaten  up  by  the  rats  for  his  Avicked  deeds.  Passing  Rude- 
sheim  and  Geissenheim,  celebrated  for  their  wines,  at  sun- 
set, we  watched  the  varied  shore  in  the  growing  darkness, 
till,  like  a  line  of  stars  across  the  Avater,  we  saw  before  us 
the  bridge  of  Mayence. 

The  next  morning  I  parted  from  my  friends,  who  w^ero 
going  to  Heidelberg  by  way  of  ^Fannheim,  and  set  out  alone 
for  Frankfort.  The  cars  passed  through  Hochheim,  whose 
wines  are  celebrated  all  over  tlie  world ;  but  there  is  little 
to  interest  the  traveller  until  he  arrives  at  Frankfort,  whose 
spires  are  seen  rising  from  the  groves  of  trees  as  he 
approaches.      I  left  the  cars  unchallenged  for  my  passport, 
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grefitly  to  my  Rurprise,  as  it  had  cost  me  a  Jc'rig,  walk  and 
fiye  shillings  ia  London,  to  get  the  signaturu  of  ^e  Frauii- 
fort  Consul.  I  learned  afterwards  that  it  was'iisf  ,at  all 
necessary.  Before  leavlug  America,  Mr.  N.  P.  WiHis'had 
kindly  given  mo  a  letter  to  !iis  brother,  Richard  S.  Willis,' 
who  is  now  cultivating  a  naturally  fine  taste  for  raasiff  in.-' 
Frankfort,  and  my  first  care  was  to  find  the  American  Con- 
sul, in  order  to  learn  his  residence.  I  discovered  at  last 
from  a  gentleman  who  spoke  a  little  French,  that  the  Con- 
Bul's  office  was  in  the  street  Belleetce,  which  street  I  not  only 
looked  for  through  the  city,  but  crossed  over  the  bridge  to 
the  suburb  of  Sachsenhaasen,  and  traversed  its  narrow,  dir- 
ty alleys  three  several  times,  but  in  vain.  I  was  about  giv- 
ing up  the  search,  when  I  stumbled  upon  the  office  accidental- 
ly. The  name  of  the  street  had  been  given  to  me  in  French, 
and  very  naturally  it  was  not  to  be  found.  Mr.  Willis 
received  me  very  kindly,  and  introduced  me  to  the  amiable 
German  family  with  whom  ho  resides. 

After  spending  a  delightful  evening  with  my  nenly-found 
friends,  IJcft  the  next  morning  in  the  omnibus  for  Heidel- 
berg. Four  hours'  driving  over  the  monotonous  plain 
brought  me  to  Darmstadt.  The  city  wore  a  gay  look,  left 
by  the  recent/fto.  The  monument  of  the  old  Duke  Lud- 
wig  bad  just  been  erected  in  the  centre  of  the  great  square, 
and  the  festival  attendant  upon  the  unveiling  of  it,  which 
lasted  three  days,  had  just  closed.  The  city  was  hung  with 
garlands,  and  the  square  fdled  with  the  pavilions  of  the 
royal  family  and  the  mnsicians,  of  whom  there  were  a  thou- 
aand  present,  wliile  every  where  were  seen  red  and  while 
flags — the  colors  of  Darmstadt,     We  met  wagons  decorated 
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with  garlamhi^fl  of  peasant  girls  in  tlio  odd   dress  which 
they  have*^\*o*rn  for  three  hundred  years. 

Aftcv  leaving  Darmstadt  we  entered  upon  the  Bergstrasse, 
or  Alojiiitain-way,  leading  alt)ng  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
•chain  which  extends  all  the  way  to  Ileidelberji:  on  the  left, 
•.^wHle  on  the  right  stretches  far  away  the  Rhine-plain,  across 
**  , which  we  saw  the  dim  outline  of  the  Donnersbersr,  in 
, '  France.  The  hills  are  crowned  with  castles  and  their  sides 
loaded  with  vines ;  along  the  road  the  rich  green  foliage  of 
the  walnut  trees  arched  and  nearlv  met  above  us.  The  sun 
shone  warm  and  bright,  and  every  body  appeared  busy  and 
contented  and  happy.  All  whom  we  met  had  smiling  coun- 
tenances. In  some  places  we  saw  whole  families  sitting 
under  the  trees  shelling  the  nuts  they  had  beaten  down, 
while  others  were  returning  from  the  vineyards,  laden  with 
baskets  of  purple  and  white  grapes.  The  scene  realized  all 
I  had  read  of  the  happiness  of  the  German  peasantry,  and 
the  pastoral  beauty  of  the  German  plains.  With  the  pas- 
sengers in  the  omnibus  I  coidd  hold  little  conversation. 
One,  who  knew  about  as  much  French  as  I  did,  asked  me 
where  I  came  from,  and  I  shall  not  forget  the  expression  of 
incredulity,  as  I  mentioned  America.  "  Why,"  said  he, 
"  vou  are  white — the  Americans  are  all  black  !" 

We  passed  the  ruined  castles  of  Auerbach  and  Starken- 
burs:,  and  Burjr  Windeck,  fonnerlv  one  of  the  roval  residences 
of  Charlemagne,  and  finally  came  to  the  Ileiligenberg  or 
Holy  Mountain,  guarding  the  entrance  to  the  valley  of  the 
Neckar.  The  sun  was  just  setting  as  the  ponderous  vehicle 
rounded  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and  Heidelberg — the 
brave,  romantic,  beautiful  old  electoral  city — lay  spread  out 
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before  me  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  Far  above  it 
rose  the  wooded  Kaiserstuhl,  midway  down  whose  side  hung 
the  massive  bastions,  terraces  and  roofless  halls  of  the 
famous  Castle.  Heavy  masses  of  ivy  hung  from  its  arches, 
and  overran  the  quaint  sculpture  of  its  walls,  while  the  foli- 
age of  its  gardens  was  visible  behind,  deep  in  the  shadow 
of  the  mountain.  A  faint  yellow  glow  trembled  over  the 
pines  and  birches  on  the  top  of  the  Kaiserstuhl,  and  kept 
the  clear  blue  on  the  distant  hills  up  the  Neckar.  Down 
the  steep  paths  of  the  Holy  Mountain,  on  our  left,  came  the 
peasant -girls,  with  baskets  on  their  heads,  laden  with  the 
purple  clusters  of  the  Muscatel,  and  talking  to  each  other 
gaily  over  garden  walls.  Careless  students,  pipe  in  hand, 
sauntered  along  the  river  bank,  listening  to  the  sweet 
evening  chimes,  rung  first  in  the  belfries  of  the  town,  and 
taken  up  like  an  echo,  from  village  to  village  among  the 
hills. 

Looking  forward  to  Heidelberg  as  a  place  for  rest  and 
quiet  study,  there  was  something  peculiarly  grateful  and 
tranquillizing  in  the  scene.  To  my  eyes  the  scenery  pre- 
sented a  mingling  of  the  wild  with  the  cultivated— -of  the 
pastoral  with  the  grand — a  combination  so  inspiring  that  I 
found  it  difficult  to  keep  my  enthusiasm  within  proper 
bounds.  From  the  river-bank,  above  the  bridge,  cannon  were 
firing  a  closing  salute  for  the  Grand  Duke's  birth-day,  the 
sound  crashing  from  hill  to  hill,  far  away  into  the  Oden- 
wald.  The  German  passengers  in  the  omnibus  were  highly 
gratified  by  my  delight,  for  they  were  proud  of  Heidelberg. 
By  good  luck,  my  friends,  who  had  arrived  the  day  before, 


104  VIEWS    A-FOOT. 

happened  to  be  passing  up  the  main  street,  when  the  vehicle 
stopped  and  look  me  at  once  to  their  temporary  (juaiters  at 
the  Badischer  Hof. 


CHAPTER  X. 

A    MONTH     AT     HEIDELBERG. 

Booms  in  Heidelberg— The  Landlady— View  from  our  Window— The  Valley  of  the 
Neckar- Heidelberg  Castle— The  Towers— The  Great  Tun— The  Wolfsbmnnen— 
An  Afternoon  Party — Ascent  of  the  Heiligenberg— The  Pastor  of  Zeigelhausen— 
The  University  Library — A  "Wedding— Conscripts— German  Cookery  and  Cus- 
toms— ^The  Melibochus — The  Sea  of  Rocks — The  Giant's  Colmnn — Betnm. 

Heidelberg,  September  30,  1844. 
The  day  after  my  arrival  here,  by  the  help  of  a  valet  de 
place,  who  spoke  a  few  words  of  English,  we  obtained  three 
rooms  in  a  large  house  overhanging  the  Neckar.  We  pay 
for  them,  with  attendance,  thirty  florins — about  twelve  dol- 
lars— a  month,  and  Frau  Dr.  Grosch,  our  polite  and  talkative 
landlady »  gives  us  a  student's  breakfast— coffee  and  biscuit 
— for  about  seven  cents  apiece.  We  are  often  much  amused 
to  hear  her  endeavors  to  make  us  understand.  As  if  to  con- 
vey her  meaning  better,  she  raises  both  thumbs  and  fore- 
fingers to  her  mouth  and  pulls  out  the  words  like  a  long 
string ;  while  her  tongue  goes  so  fast  that  it  keeps  my  mind 
always  on  a  painful  stretch  to  comprehend  an  expression 

here  and  there.     Dr.  S ,  from  whom  we  take  lessons  in 

6» 
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German,  has  kindly  consented  to  our  dining  with  his  family 
for  the  sake  of  practice  in  speaking.  The  language  is  fast 
growing  familiar,  since  women  are  the  ])rincipal  teachers. 

Opposite  to  my  window  rises  the  Ileiligenhcrg,  on  tlie 
other  side  of  the  Neckar.  The  lower  part  of  it  is  rich  with 
vineyards,  and  many  cottages  are  embosomed  in  shrubbery 
among  them.  Sometimes  we  see  groups  of  maidens  standing 
under  the  grape  arbors,  and  every  morning  the  peasant 
women  go  toiling  up  the  steep  patlis  with  baskets  on  their 
heads,  to  labor  among  the  vines.  On  the  Neckar  below  us, 
the  fishermen  glide  about  in  their  boats,  sink  their  square 
nets  fastened  to  long  poles,  and  haul  them  up  with  the  glit- 
tering fish,  of  which  the  stream  is  full.  I  often  lean  out  of 
the  window  late  at  night,  when  the  mountains  above  are 
wrapped  in  dusky  obscurity,  and  listen  to  the  low,  musical 
ripple  of  the  river.  It  tells  to  my  excited  fancy  a  knightly 
legend  of  the  old  German  time.  Then  comes  the  bell,  rung 
for  closing  the  inns,  breaking  the  spell  with  its  deep  clang, 
which  vibrates  far  away  on  the  night  air,  and  wakes  all  the 
echoes  of  the  Odenwald.  I  then  shut  the  window,  turn 
into  the  narrow  box  Avhich  the  Germans  call  a  bed,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  am  wandering  in  America.  Half  way  up  the 
Heiligenberg  runs  a  beautiful  walk,  dividing  the  vineyards 
from  the  forest  above.  This  is  called  the  Philosopher's 
TVay,  because  it  was  the  favorite  ramble  of  the  old  Profes- 
sors of  the  University.  It  can  be  reached  by  a  toilsome, 
winding  path  among  the  vines,  called  the  Snake-way,  and 
when  one  has  ascended  to  it  he  is  well  rewarded  by  the 
lovely  view.  In  the  evening,  Avhon  the  sun  is  behind  the 
mountain,  it  is  delightful  to  sit  on  the  stone  stops  and  watch 
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tlie  golden  liglit  creeping  up  tbo  si'lo  of  the  Kaiscrstulil, 
until  at  last  twilight  begins  to  darken  in  tlie  valley  and  a 
mantle  of  mist  gdtliers  ahore  the  river. 

The  valley  of  the  Hockar  is  narrow,  and  only  the  little 
slopes  whii:!)  here  and  there  lie  between  the  feet  of  its 
wooded  mountains  are  capable  of  cultivation.  Higher  np, 
there  are  glens  and  meadows  of  luxuriant  grass,  to  which 
the  peasants  drive  their  cattle  ;  further  still,  it  is  barren  and 
rocky,  and  upon  the  summits  rests  a  solitude  as  complete  as 
upon  the  unsettled  prairies  of  the  West.  An  hour's  walk 
takes  one  from  the  busy  streets  of  the  little  city  to  this 
beautifiil  and  lonely  region,  and  the  stranger  may  explore 
the  paths  he  £nds  leading  far  away  among  the  hills,  for 
weeks  together.  The  people  of  Heidelberg  are  rich  in 
places  of  pleasure  and  amusement.  From  the  Carl  Flatz, 
an  open  square  at  the  upper  end  of  the  city,  two  paths  load 
directly  np  to  the  castle.  By  the  first  walk  we  ascend  a  flight 
of  steps  to  the  western  gate,  passing  through  which,  we 
enter  a.  delightful  garden,  between  the  outer  walls  of  the 
Castle,  and  the  huge  moat  which  surrounds  it.  Great  linden, 
oak  and  beech  trees  shadow  the  walks,  and  in  secluded 
nooks,  little  mountain  streams  spring  from  the  side  of  the 
wall  iutu  stone  basins.  There  is  a  tower  over  the  moat  on  the 
south  side,  next  the  mountain,  where  the  portcnllis  still  hangs 
with  its  sharp  teeth  as  it  was  last  drawn  up ;  on  each  side 
two  grim  knights  guard  the  entrance.  In  one  of  the  wood- 
ed walks  is  an  old  tree  brought  fi'ora  America  in  the  year 
1618.  It  is  an  arbor  vita,  uncommonly  tall  and  slender  for 
one  of  this  species  ;  yet  it  does  not  seem  to  thrive  well  in  a 
foreign  soil.      In  the  curve  of  the  mountain  is  a  lisTidnome 


108 


pavilion,  sniroTiniied  wilh  beds  of  flowers  nnd  fonntainB  j 
here  all  classes  meet  togetUor  in  the  sftemoon  (u  tuke  re- 
fireshment  in  the  shade,  wbile  frequently  a  fine  band  of 
music  gives  tliem  their  invaritiLlc  recreation.  The  Germans 
enjoy  life  under  all  circumstances,  and  are  a  much  happier 
people  than  wo,  who  havo  far  greater  means  of  being  so. 

At  tbc  end  of  the  terrace  bnilt  for  the  Princess  Elizabeth 
of  England,  is  one  of  the  round  towers  n-bich  was  split  in 
twain  by  the  French.  Half  has  fallen  entirely  away,  and 
the  other  semicircular  shell  which  joins  the  terrace  and  part 
of  the  Cctslle  buildings,  clings  Srmly  together,  although  part 
of  its  foandation  is  gone,  so  that  its  outer  ends  actually  hang 
in  the  air.  Some  idea  of  the  strength  of  the  cAstle  may  be 
obtained  when  I  state  that  the  walls  of  this  tower  arc  twen- 
ty-two feet  thick,  and  that  a  staircase  has  been  made  through 
them  to  the  top,  where  one  can  sit  under  the  lindens  growing 
upon  it,  or  look  down  from  the  end  on  the  city  below,  with 
the  pleasant  consciotisuess  that  the  great  mass  npon  which 
he  stands  is  only  prevented  from  crashing  down  with  faim  by 
the  solidity  of  its  masonry.  On  one  side,  joining  the  gar- 
den, the  statne  of  the  Archduke  Louis,  in  his  breastplate 
and  flowing  beard,  looks  oiit  from  among  the  ivy. 

There  is  little  to  be  seen  about  the  Castle,  except  the  walls 
themselves.  The  guide  conducted  us  through  passages,  in 
whicb  were  heaped  many  of  the  enormons  cannon  balls  re- 
ceived in  sieges,  to  some  chambers  in  the  fonndaiion.  This 
was  the  oldest  part  of  the  Castle,  built  in  the  thirteenth  cen- 
tury. We  also  visated  the  chapel,  which  is  ni  a  tolerable 
stale  of  preservaljon.  A  kind  of  narrow  hrii.!ge  crosses  it, 
over  which  ire  walked,  looking  down  on  the  empty  pnlpt 
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aud  deserted  sliriues,  "We  tlipn  ivcnt  into  (ho  cellnr  to  sec 
the  celebrated  Tun.  In  a  large  vuult  are  kept  stveral 
enonnous  hogsheads,  one  of  which  is  three  hundi'eJ  years 
old,  but  they  are  nothing  iu  coinpaiison  with  tlio  tan,  which 
itself  fills  a  whole  vault.  It  is  as  high  as  a  cominon  two- 
story  house  ;  on  the  top  la  a  platform  npon  which  the  people 
used  to  dance  after  it  was  filled.  It  will  contain  800  barrels 
of  wine,  but  has  been  empty  for  fifty  years. 

Then  there  is  the  Wolfsbrunueu,  which  one  reaches  by  a 
beautiful  walk  up  the  bank  of  the  Necknr,to  a  quiet  dell  in 
the  side  of  the  mountain.  Here  a  path  wanders  ofl'  hy 
rustic  mills,  always  in  motion,  aud  orchards  laden  with  ripen- 
ing fruit,  to  the  comni  en  cement  of  the  forest,  where  a  quaint 
Btono  fountain  stands,  commemorating  the  abode  of  a  sorcer- 
ess of  the  olden  time,  who  was  torn  in  pieces  by  a  wolf. 
There  ia  a  handsome  rustic  inn  here,  where  every  Sunday 
afternoon  a  hand  plays  in  the  portico,  while  hnndreda  of 
people  are  scattered  around  in  the  cool  shadow  of  the  trees. 
or  feeding  the  splendid  trout  in  the  hasin  formed  by  the  little 
Btreaih.  They  generally  return  to  the  cily  hy  a  path  along 
the  mountain  side,  to  the  eastern  terrace  of  the 'castle,  where 
they  have  fine  views  of  the  great  Rhine  plain,  terminated  by 
the  Alsatian  hills,  stretching  along  the  western  horizon  like 
the  long  crested  swells  on  the  ocean.  We  can  even  see 
these  from  the  windows  of  our  room  on  the  bank  of  the 
Neckar  ;  and  I  often  look  with  interest  on  one  sharp  peak, 
for  on  its  side  stands  the  Castle  of  Trifels,  whore  Cceur  de 
Lion  was  imprisoned  hy  the  Duke  of  Austria. 

A  few  days  ago  aparty  was  formed  by  our  Gomian  friends, 
and  we  spent  an  afternoon  at  the  Wolfsbrunnen.     Frau  Dr, 
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P .  who  wns  alwaj'3  rpady   for  any  RoeisI  undertaking, 

liuil  the  management  of  the  cxcm'sioii,  and  ilirocted  na  with 
the  Bkill  of  a  general.     FiaUlein  Eliae.ber  niece,  a  hhiomiiig 

maiden  of  sixteen,  and  Madame ,  a  sprightly  little 

widow  from  Mannheim,  with  Dr.  S ,  one  or  two  students. 

and  we  Americans,  were  her  subjects.  The  Iwoks,  the  ciirJs, 
the  guitar  and  music  were  distributed  amoug  those  best  able 
to  carry  them,  and  we  finally  started,  without  any  particular 
order  of  march.  German  etiquette  forbids  a  lady  to  take  the 
arm  of  a  male  friend,  unless  she  is  betrothed  to  him  :  talking 
is  allowed,  fortunately. 

As  we  climbed  to  the  terraces  of  the  castle,  we  could  see 
the  thread  of  the  Hbine,  in  tLe  distance,  sparkling  through 
the  haze.  The  light  air  which  came  down  the  Kcckar  was 
fragrant  with  pine  and  tbo  first  falling  leaves  of  summer 
trees.  The  vineyards  below  us  were  beginning  to  look  crisp 
and  brown,  but  hanging  from  stake  to  stake  the  vines  were 
bent  down  hy  blue  el    t  th  th    bloom  still  upon  them. 

Troops  of  light-hea  d  t  d  t  hildren,  blue-eyed  and 
blond-haired,  and  cont  t  d  n  were  taking  tlie  same 
path,  and  like  them,  y-  i  t  y  thing  but  the  sense  of 
present  happiness.  "W  h  d  a  t  bl  spread  upon  the  upper 
balcony  of  the  inn,  after  our  scattered  forces  returned  from 
many  a  long  ramble  up  the  glen  and  out  on  the  meadows. 

Frau   Dr.    S ordered   a   repast,   and   the    "landlady's 

daughter" — not  the  sweet  maid  of  Uhland's  song,  but  a 
Btont-armed  and  stout-waisted  damsel — brought  us  a  jar  of 
curds,  dripping  with  the  cool  water  in  which  it  had  stood. 
A  loaf  of  brown  bread  nest  made  its  appearance,  followed 
by  a  stone  jug  of  foaming  beer,  and  two  or  three  dishes  of 
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those  pmno-taits  peculiar  to  Germany  completed  the  faro. 
Oq  the  porch  below  iia,  two  or  three  niusiciaus  played 
waltzes,  and  the  tables  around  the  fouuttiia  were  filled  with 
students,  laughing,  cliuting  their  beer-glasses,  or  trolling 
some  burschen  cliorus.  Our  owa  table  did  not  lack  the 
heartiest  spirit  of  mirth  ;  this  could  not  be  otherwise  so  long 

as  Fran  Dr.  S sat  at  the  head  of  it.     The  students  were 

gay  and  fall  of  life,  and  even  Dr.  S ,  the  most  correct 

and  studious  of  the  party,  was  bo  far  influenced  by  the  spirit 
of  the  time,  that  he  sang  the  "  King  of  Thule  "  with  more 
warmth  than  I  had  thought  possible. 

We  ascended  the  Hciligenberg  a  few  days  ago.  There  is  a 
path  which  leads  through  the  ibrest,  but  we  took  the  sliortest 
■way,  directly  up  the  side,  althongh  it  was  at  an  angle  of 
nearly  fifty  degrees.  It  waa  hard  work  enough,  scrambling 
through  the  thick  broom  and  heather,  and  over  stumps  and 
stones.  lu  one  of  the  stone-heaps  J  dislodged  a  lat^e 
orange-colored  salamander,  seven,  or  eight  inches  long. 
They  are  sometimes  found  on  these  mountains,  as  well  as  a 
TBry  largo  kind  of  lizard,  which  the  Germans  say  is  per- 
fectly hannlesB,  and  if  one  whistles  or  plays  a  pipe,  will 
e  and  play  aronnd  him.  The  view  from  the  top  is  simi- 
I  lar  to  that  from  the  KaiserstuW  opposite,  but  on  a  smaller 
\  scale.  Nestled  at  the  base  below  us,  was  the  little  village 
of  Handschuhheim,  one  of  the  oldest  in  this  part  of  Germa- 
ny. The  castle  of  its  former  lords  has  nearly  all  fallen 
down,  but  the  massive  solidity  of  the  walls  which  yet  stand, 
proves  its  antiqnity.  A  few  years  ago,  a  part  of  the  otiter 
wall  which  was  remarked  to  have  a  hollow  sound  was  taken 
down,  when  a  skeleton,  clad  in  a  suit  of  the  old  German 
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armor,  fell  from  a  deep  iiiclie  Ijuilt  therein.  Wo  fuUowod  a 
roail  tlirougii  tho  woods  to  the  peak  on  wliii^h  stand  tlie 
ruins  of  St.  Michael's  elmpel,  which  was  built  in  llie  tenth 
century  and  inhabited  for  a  long  time  by  a.  sect  of  white 
monks.  It  hod  a  wild  and  romantic  look,  and  I  sat  on  a 
rock  and  sketched  at  it,  nntil  uight  came  on,  when  we  got 
down  the  mountain  the  best  way  wo  could. 

The  village  of  Ziegelhnusen,  u\\  the  Neckar,  n-ith  its  grim 
old  convent,  gardens  and  cascades,  and  the  delightful  arhors 
of  vine,  reaching  down  to  the  very  brink  of  the  river,  is 
another  favorite  place  of  resort.  The  pastor  of  its  church, 
who  is  familiar  with  our  German  friends,  freqnently  joins  us 
in  an  afternoon  walk,  followed  by  a  cup  of  tea  in  the  garden 
of  the  inn,  or  a  share  iu  the  games  of  tho  village  children. 
The  pastoi'  is  a  most  jovial,  gcuial  character  ;  he  sings  very 
finely — indeed  he  ia  brother  to  the  jirimo  tenore  in  tho  Opera 
at  Brunswick — and  his  wit  is  inexhaustible.  His  religion  ia 
as  genuine  as  his  cheerfulness ;  it  is  1        }  m 

which  looks  on  mirth  as  sin,  but  a  joy  H  and 

abounding  spirit,  bright  ns  God's  su    h  d  a 

scions  of  its  hiessuig.     How  happily  p  fc  p       h 

afternoons,  wanned   by  such   true   s       1  f    i  d 

freshed  by  all  the  kindly  influences  of  I  \an 

like  this  to  the  simple  joys  of  the     h  Id      h  b     b 

obtained  by  the  mature  age  of  a  nation,  I  could  almost  wish 
our  own  country  might  grow  old  speedily.  The  restless 
energy  of  Youth  is  still  upon  us.  The  nation  overflows 
with  active  impulses,  which  fear  nothing,  and  yield  to 
nothing.     We  have  not  yet  felt  the  need  of  Rest. 

We  lately  visited  the  great   University  Library. 
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walk  through  hall  after  hall,  filled  with  books  nf  all  kinds, 
from  the  inonklah  manuscript  of  tho  middle  ages,  to  the  moat 
elegnntrprint  of  the  present  day.  There  is  soniBthing  to  me 
more  impressive  in.  a  library  like  this  than  a  aoleran  Cathedral. 
I  think  involuntarily  oi"  the  hundreds  of  mighty  spii-ita  who 
speak  from  these  throe  hundred  thousand  volumes — of  the 
toils  and  privations  with  which  Genius  has  ever  struggled, 
and  of  his  glorious  reward.  As  in  a  church,  one  feels  as  it 
were  tho  presence  of  God ;  not  because  the  place  has  been 
hallowed  by  Hia  worship,  bat  becaase  all  around  stand  the 
inspirations  of  Ilia  spirit,  breathed  through  the  mind  of 
genius,  to  men. 

A  few  nights  ago  there  was  a  wedding  gf  peasants  acrosB 
the  river.  The  guests  assembled  at  the  house  where  it  waa 
given,  by  torchlight.  The  night  was  quite  dark,  and  the 
bright  red  torches  glowed  on  the  surface  of  the  Ncckar,  as 
the  two  coiiriers  galloped  along  tho  banks  to  the  bride- 
groom's house.  Here,  after  much  shouting  and  confusion, 
the  procession  was  arranged,  the  two  riders  started  back 
again  with  their  torches,  and  the  wagons  containing  the 
guests  followed  after,  with  their  flickering  lights  glancing  on 
the  water,  until  they  disappeared  around  tho  foot  of  the 
mountain.  The  choosing  of  conscripts  also  took  place 
lately.  The  law  requires  one  person  out  of  every  hundred 
to  become  a  soldier,  and  this,  in  the  city  of  Heidelberg, 
amounts  to  nearly  150  recruits.  It  was  a  sad  spectacle. 
The  young  men,  or  rather  boys,  who  were  chosen,  went 
about  the  city  with  cockades  fastened  on  their  hats,  shouting 
and  singing,  many  of  them  quite  intoxicated.  Many  were 
rough,  ignorant  peasants,  to  whom  nearly  any  kind  of  life 
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would  be  agreeable  ;  but  ihero  wero  some  wboae  counte- 
nances spoke  otberwisc,  and  I  tbouglit  involuntarily  tliat 
tbeii-  di'ualcen  gaiety  was  only  affected  to  cunc»ail  theii 
rspugnance  to  the  lot  wbicli  Lad  fallen  upon  tUem. 

We  are  gradually  becoming  accustomed  to  the  Gorman 
stylo  of  living,  which  ia  very  different  from  our  own.  Their 
cookery  ia  new  to  ua,  hut  is  nevertheless  palatable.  We 
have  every  day  a  different  kind  of  soup,  so  that  I  have  sup- 
posed they  keep  a  regular  list  of  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
five,  one  for  every  day  in  the  year !  Then  wo  have  potato 
salad,  veal  flavored  with  orange  peel,  barley  pudding,  boiled 
artichokes,  and  rye  bread,  in  loaves  a  yard  long.  Severthe- 
lesa,  we  thrive  on  such  diet,  and  I  have  rarely  enjoyed  more 
sound  and  refreshing  sleep  than  in  the  narrow  and  coffia-like 
beds,  uncomfortable  as  (bey  aeem.  Many  of  the  German 
customs  are  amusing.  We  never  see  oxen  working  here, 
but  always  cows,  sometimes  a  single  one  in  a  cart,  and  some- 
times two  fastened  together  by  a  yoke  across  their  horns. 
The  women  labor  constantly  in  the  fields,  and  from  our  win- 
dow we  can  bear  the  nut-brown  maidens  singing  their  cheer- 
ful songs  among  the  vineyards  on  tho  mountain  side.  Their 
costume,  too,  is  odd  enough.  Below  the  tight-fitting  vest 
they  wear  snch  a  number  of  short  skuts,  one  above  another, 
that  it  reminds  one  of  an  animated  hogshead,  with  a  head 
and  shoulders  starting  out  from  the  top.  I  have  beard  it 
gravely  asserted  that  the  wealth  of  a  German  damsel  may 
be  known  by  counting  the  number  of  her  kirtlea.  An 
acquaintance  of  mine  remarked,  that  it  would  bo  an  excel- 
lent costume  for  falling  down  a  precipice. 

We  have  just  returned  from  a  second  visit  to  Frankfort, 


where  the  great  annual  fair  filled  the  strocts  with  iioiKC  and 
batjtie.  On  our  return,  we  stopped  at  the  village  of  Zwio- 
genberg,  which  lies  at  the  foot  of  the  Molibochua,  for  the 
purpose  of  visiting  Bome  of  the  aceiiory  of  the  OJcuwald. 
Passing  the  uight  at  the  inn  there,  we  slept  wilh  one  bed 
under  us  and  two  above,  and  Htarted  early  in  the  morning  to 
climb  up  the  side  of  the  Melibochus.  After  a  long  walk 
througb  tbe  forests,  which  wore  beginning  to  change  their 
summer  foliage  for  a  brighter  garment,  we  reached  the  sum- 
mit and  ascended  the  stone  tower  whicii  stands  upon  tt. 
This  view  gives  one  a  better  idea  of  the  Odenwald,  than 
that  from  tbe  Raiserstuhl  at  Heidelberg.  In  the  soft  autumn 
atmosphere  it  looked  even  more  beautiful.  At\er  an  boor 
ill  that  heaven  of  uplifted  thought,  into  which  we  step  from 
the  mountain-top,  our  minds  went  with  tbe  path  downward 
to  the  earth,  and  we  descended  the  eastern  side  into  tbe  wUd 
region  which  contains  tbe  Feheameer,  or  Sea  of  Rocks. 

We  met  on  the  way  a  student  from  Fulda — a  fine  speci- 
men of  that  free-spirited  clas-j,  and  a  man  whose  smothered 
aspiration  was  betrayed  in  the  flashing  of  bis  eye,  as  he 
spoke  of  the  present  painful  and  oppressed  condition  of 
Germany.  "We  talked  bo  busily  together  that  without  notic- 
ing the  path,  which  had  been  bringing  na  on,  up  hill  and 
down,  throngh  forest  and  over  rock,  we  came  at  last  to  a 
halt  in  n  valley  among  the  mountains.  Making  inquiries 
there,  W'C  found  we  bad  gone  wrong,  and  must  ascend  again 
by  a  different  path.  Near  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  in 
a  wdd  pine  wood,  was  the  Felsenmeer — a  great  collection  of 
rocks  heaped  together  like  pebbles  on  the  aea  shore,  and 
worn  and  rounded  as  if  by  the  action  of  water.      So  much 
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do  they  resemble  waves,  that  one  who  stands  at  the  bottom 
and  looks  up,  cannot  resist  the  idea,  that  they  will  flow 
down  upon  him.  It  must  have  been  a  mighty  tide  whose  re- 
ceding waves  left  these  masses  piled  together.  The  same 
formation  continues  at  intervals,  to  the  foot  of  the  mountains. 
A  little  higher  up,  lies  a  massive  block  of  granite  called  the 
"  Giant's  Column."  It  is  thirty-two  feet  long  and  three  or 
four  feet  in  diameter,  and  still  bears  the  mark  of  the  chisel. 
When  or  by  whom  it  was  made  remains  a  mystery.  Some 
have  supposed  it  was  intended  to  be  erected  for  the  worship 
of  the  Sun,  by  the  wild  Teutonic  tribes  who  inhabited  this 
forest ;  it  is  more  probably  the  work  of  the  Romans.  A 
project  was  once  started,  to  erect  it  as  a  monument  on  the 
battle-field  of  Leipsic,  but  it  was  found  too  difficult  to  carry 
into  execution. 

After  dining  at  the  little  village  of  Reichelsdorf  in  the 
valley  below,  where  the  merry  landlord  charged  my  friend 
two  kreutzers  less  than  myself  because  he  was  not  so  tall, 
we  visited  the  Castle  of  Schonberg,  and  joined  the  Berg- 
strasse  again.  We  returned  to  Heidelberg  on  foot  the  same 
evening,  but  long  before  we  arrived,  the  moon  shone  down 
on  us  over  the  mountains,  and  when  we  turned  around  the 
foot  of  the  Hciligenberg,  the  mist  descending  in  the  valley 
of  the  Neckar,  rested  like  a  light  cloud  on  the  church 
spireSi 


CHAPTER    XI. 

A    WALK    THROUGH    THE     ODENWALD. 

Bemoyal  to  Frankfort — A  German  Parting— Twilight  on  the  Mountains — The  Inn  of 
Elsbach— A  Frosty  Morning— A  Village  Fair— The  Castle  of  Erbach— Historical 
Armor — An  Antiquarian  Theft — Curiosity  of  the  Peasants — Castle  of  the  Wild 
Huntsman — An  Old  Peasant — The  Emigrant  Family. 

Frankfort-on-the-Maine,  Oct.  25,  1844. 
I  AM  now  comfortably  settled  for  the  winter  in  this  stately 
old   city,   having  emigrated  hither  from  Heidelberg  three 

weeks  ago.     My  friend  B and  I,  through  the  assistance 

of  Mr.  Richard  Willis,  have  obtained  quarters  with  the 
amiable  family  with  whom  he  has  been  residing  for  two 
years  past.  We  find  that  the  cost  of  living  is  somewhat 
less  here  than  in  Heidelberg,  and  hope  to  see  more  of  the 
domestic  and  social  life  of  Germany.  My  cousin,  who 
desires  to  attend  the  winter  course  of  lectures  at  the  Uni- 
versity, remains  at  the  latter  place. 

Having  forwarded  our  baggage  by  the  omnibus,  we  came 
hither  on  foot,  through  the  heart  of  the  Odenwald,  a  region 

full  of  interest,  yet  little  visited  by  travellers.      Dr.  S 

and  his  family^  walked  with  us  three  or  four  miles  of  the 
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way,  and  on  a  liill  above  Ziegelhausen,  with  a  splendid  view- 
behind  us,  through  the  mountain-door  out  of  which  the 
Neckar  enters  on  the  Rhine-plain,  we  parted.  This  was  a 
first,  and  I  must  confess,  a  somewhat  embarrassing  experi- 
ence of  German  leave-taking.  After  bidding  adieu  three  or 
four  times,  we  started  to  go  up  the  mountain  and  they  down 
it,  but  at  every  second  step  we  had  to  turn  around  to 
acknowledge  the  waving  of  hands  and  handkerchiefs  which 
continued  as  long  as  we  were  in  sight.  We  descended  on 
the  other  side  into  a  wild  and  romantic  valley,  whose  mea- 
dows were  of  the  brightest  green ;  a  little  brook  which 
wound  through  them,  put  now  and  then  its  silvery  shoulder 
to  the  wheel  of  a  rustic  mill.  By  the  road-side  two  or  three 
wild-looking  gipsies  sat  around  a  fire,  with  some  goats  feed- 
ing near  them. 

Passing  through  this  valley  and  the  little  village  of  Scho- 
nau,  we  commenced  ascending  one  of  the  loftiest  ranges  of 
the  Odenwald.  The  side  of  the  mountain  was  covered  with 
a  thick  pine  forest.  There  was  no  wind  to  wake  its  solemn 
anthem  ;  all  was  calm  and  majestic,  and  even  awful.  The 
trees  rose  all  around  like  the  pillars  of  a  vast  Cathedral, 
whose  long  arched  aisles  vanished  far  below  in  the  deepen- 
ing gloom.  We  went  on  and  up  and  ever  higher ;  the  beech 
and  dwarf  oak  took  the  place  of  the  pine,  and  at  last  we 
arrived  at  a  cleared  summit  whose  long  brown  grass  waved 
desolately  in  the  dim  light  of  evening.  A  faint  glow  still 
lingered  over  the  forest  hills,  but  down  in  the  valley  the 
dusky  shades  hid  every  vestige  of  life,  though  its  sounds 
came  up  softened  through  the  long  space.  When  we  reach- 
ed the  top,  a  bright  planet  stood  like  a  diamond  over  the 


brow  of  the  eastern  hiU,  and  the  soantl  of  a  twilight  bell 
came  up  clearly  and  sonorously  on  the  cool,  damp  mr.  Tile 
■white  veil  of  mist  slowly  descended  the  mountain  side,  but 
the  peaks  rose  above  it  like  the  wrecks  of  a  world  flontiug 
in  space.  We  made  our  way  in  the  dusk  down  the  long 
path,  to  the  rude  httio  dorf  of  Elsbach,  1  asked  atthe first 
inn  for  lodging,  and  we  were  ushered  into  a  great  room, 
in  which  a  number  of  girls  who  had  been  at  work  in  the 
fields,  were  assembled.  They  were  all  dressed  in  cloth 
jackets  and  short  gowns,  and  some  had  their  hair  streaming 
down  their  backs.  The  landlord's  daughter,  however,  was  a 
beautiful  girl,  whoso  modest,  delicate  features  contrasted 
greatly  with  the  coarse  faces  of  the  others.  I  thought  of 
Uhland's  beautiful  little  poem  of  "  The  Landlady's  Daugh- 
ter," as  I  looked  on  her.  In  the  room  hung  two  or  lliree 
pair  of  antlers,  and  they  told  us  deer  were  still  plenty  in 
the  forests. 

When  we  left  the  village  the  next  morning,  we  again 
commenced  ascending.  Over  the  whole  valley  and  half  way 
up  the  mountain,  lay  a  thick  white  frost,  almost  like  snow, 
which,  contrasted  with  the  green  trees  and  bushes  scattered 
over  the  meadows,  produced  the  most  singular  effect.  We 
plucked  blackberries  ready  iced  from  the  bushes  by  the 
road-side,  and  went  on  in  the  cold,  for  the  snn  slione  only  on 
the  top  of  the  opposite  mountain,  into  another  valley  doini 
which  rushed  the  rapid  TTlver.  At  a  little  villngo  which 
bears  the  beautifiil  name  of  Anteschonmafifaivag,  we  took 
a  foot-path  directly  over  a  steep  mountain  to  the  village  of 
Pinkenbach.  Near  the  top  I  found  two  wild-looking  chil- 
dren, cutting  grass   with  knives,  both  of  whom  I  prevailed 
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upon  for  a  fow  kreiitzers  ti>  stand  anil  let  mc  fikctcti  tliera. 
Frctm  the  aiimmit  the  view  on  tbe  other  side  was  very  strik- 
ing. The  liills  were  covered  with  wood,  aud  not  a  dwelling 
in  sight.  It  reminded  mo  of  onr  forest  scenery  at  home, 
exeopt  that  the  trees  wero  much  Kmnller. 

At  length,  after  scaling  another  monntain,  we  reached  a 
wide,  elevated  plain,  in  the  middle  of  which  stood  the  old 
dorf  of  Becrfelden.  It  was  then  crowded  with  people,  on 
account  of  a  great  cattlo-fair  heing  held  thare.  AH  the 
farmers  of  the  neighborhood  were  assembled,  clad  in  the 
ancient  country  coKtume — broad  cocked  hats  and  blue  frocks. 
An  orchard  near  the  town  was  filled  willi  cattle  and  horses, 
and  near  by,  in  the  shade,  a  number  of  pedlars  iiad  arranged 
their  wares.  The  cheerful  looking  country  people  touched 
tLeir  bats  to  us  as  we  passed.  This  custom  of  greeting 
travellers,  universal  in  Germany,  is  very  cspressive  of  their 
social,  friendly  manners.  Among  the  mountains,  wo  (Ve- 
qnenlly  met  groups  of  children  who  sang  tngether  their 
simple  ballads  as  we  passed  by. 

From  Beerfolden  we  passed  down  the  valley  of  the  Mim- 
Img  to  Erbacb,  the  principal  city  in  the  Odenwald,  where 
we  halted  a  short  time  to  view  the  Rittersaal  in  the  old 
family  castle  of  the  Coants  of  Erbacb.  An  officer,  who 
stood  at  the  gates,  conducted  us  to  the  door,  where  we  were 
received  by  a  noble-looking,  gray-headed  steward.  He 
took  us  into  the  Rittersaal  at  once,  which  was  like  stopping 
back  three  hundred  years.  The  stained  windows  of  the 
lofty  Gothic  hall  let  in  a  subdued  ligiit.  which  fell  on  the 
forms  of  kings  and  knigbta,  clad  in  the  armor  they  wore 
during  life.     On  the  left  as  we  entered,  were  miul-covered 
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figures  of  John  and  Cosmo  de  Medici ;  further  on  stood  the 
Emperor  Maximilian,  and  by  his  side  the  celebrated  dwarf 
who  was  served  up  in  a  pie  at  one  of  the  imperial  feasts. 
His  armor  was  most  delicate  and  beautiful,  but  small  as  it 
was,  Tom  Thumb  would  have  room  to  spare  in  it.  Gustavus 
Adolphus  and  Wallenstein  looked  down  from  the  neighboring 
pedestals,  while  at  the  other  end  stood  Goetz  von  Berlichin- 
gen  and  Albert  of  Brunswick.  The  steward  told  me  that 
the  iron  hand  of  Goetz  was  in  possession  of  the  family,  but 
not  shown  to  strangers  ;  he  pointed  out,  however,  the  buckles 
on  the  armor,  by  which  it  was  fastened.  Adjoining  the  hall 
is  an  antique  chapel,  filled  with  rude  old  tombs,  and  contain- 
ing the  sarcophagus  of  Count  Eginhard  of  Denmark,  who 
lived  about  the  tenth  century.  There  were  also  monkish 
garments  five  hundred  years  old  hanging  up  in  it. 

The  collection  of  antiquities  is  large  and  interesting  ;  but 
it  is  said  that  the  old  Count  obtained  some  of  them  in  rather 
a  questionable  manner.  Among  other  incidents  they  relate 
that  when  in  Rome  he  visited  the  Pope,  taking  with  him  an 
old  servant  who  accompanied  him  in  all  his  travels,  and  was 
the  accomplice  in  most  of  his  antiquarian  thefts.  In  one  of 
the  outer  halls,  among  the  curiosities,  was  an  antique  shield 
of  great  value.  The  servant  was  left  in  this  hall  while  the 
Count  had  his  audience,  and  in  a  short  time  this  shield  was 
missed.  The  servant,  who  wore  a  long  cloak,  was  missed 
also  ;  orders  were  given  to  close  the  gates  and  search  every 
body,  but  it  Avas  too  late — the  thief  was  gone. 

Leaving  Erbach  we  found  out  the  direction  of  Snellert, 
the  castle  of  the  Wild  Huntsman,  and  took  a  road  that  led 
us  for  two  or  three  hours  along  the  top  of  a  mountain  ridge. 
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Through  the  openings  in  the  pine  and  larch  forests,  we  had 
glimpses  of  the  hills  of  Spessart,  beyond  the  Main.  When 
we  finally  left  the  by-road  we  had  chosen  it  was  quite  dark, 
and  we  missed  the  way  altogether  among  the  lanes  and 
meadows.  We  came  at  last  to  a  full  stop  at  the  house  of  a 
farmer,  who  guided  us  by  a  foot-path  over  the  fields  to  a 
small  village.  On  entering  the  only  inn,  kept  by  the  Burgo- 
master, the  people,  on  finding  we  were  Americans,  regarded 
us  with  a  curiosity  quite  uncomfortable.  They  crowded 
around  the  door,  watching  every  motion,  and  gazed  in  through 
the  windows.  The  wild  huntsman  himself  could  scarcely  have 
made  a  greater  sensation.  The  news  of  our  arrival  seemed 
to  have  spread  very  fast,  for  the  next  morning  when  we 
stopped  at  a  prune  orchard  some  distance  from  the  village  to 
buy  some  fruit,  the  farmer  cried  out  from  a  tree,  "  they  are 
the  Amencans  ;  give  them  as  many  as  they  want  for 
nothing  !" 

With  the  Burgomaster's  little  son  for  a  guide,  we  went 
back  a  mile  or  two  of  our  route  to  Snellert,  which  we  had 
passed  the  night  before,  and  after  losing  ourselves  two  or 
three  times  in  the  woods,  arrived  at  last  at  the  top  of  the 
mountain,  where  the  ruins  of  the  castle  stand.  The  walls 
are  nearly  level  with  the  ground.  The  interest  of  a  visit 
rests  entirely  on  the  romantic  legend,  and  the  wild  view 
over  the  hills  around.  On  the  opposite  mountain  are  the 
ruins  of  Rodenstein,  to  which  the  wild  Huntsman  was  wont 
to  ride  at  midnight — where  he  now  rides  no  more.  The 
echoes  of  Rodenstein  are  no  longer  awakened  by  the  sound 
of  his  bugle,  and  the  hoofs  of  his  demon  steed  clanging  on 
the  battlements.     But  the  hills  around  are  wild  enough,  and 
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the  roar  f>f  t!ip  pino  forests  deep  enongli  to  have  inspired  t!ie 
simple  poasaiita  with  tbo  romantic  tradition. 

Stopping  for  dinner  at  tho  town  of  Rheinlieini,  we  met  an 
old  man,  who,  on  learning  we  were  Americans,  walked  with 
a9  as  far  as  the  next  village.  He  had  a  daughter  in  America, 
and  was  highly  gratified  to  meet  any  one  from  the  country 
of  her  adoption.  Ke  made  me  promise  to  visit  Jier,  if  I 
ever  should  go  to  St.  Louis,  and  say  that  I  had  walked  with 
her  father  from  Kheinheim  to  Zwangenhnvg.  To  satisfy  his 
fears  lest  I  might  forget  it,  I  took  down  his  name  and  that 
of  his  daughter.  He  shook  me  warmly  by  the  hand  at 
partiog,  and  was  evidently  made  happier  for  that  day. 

We  reached  Darmstadt  just  iu  time  to  take  a  seat  in  the 
omnibns  for  Frankfort.  Among  the  passengers  were  a 
Bavarian  family,  oil  their  way  to  Bremen,  whence  they 
intended  sailing  for  Texas.  I  endeavored  to  discourage 
the  man  from  choosing  such  a  country  for  his  home,  by 
telhng  him  of  the  climate  and  the  Indians,  but  he  was  too 
full  of  hope  to  bo  shaken  in  liis  purpose.  I  would  have 
added  that  it  was  a  sinve-land,  but  I  thought  on  our  own 
country's  curse,  and  was  sUent.  The  wife  was  not  so  san- 
guine ;  she  seemed  to  mourn  in  secret  at  leaving  Ler  beauti- 
ful fatherland.  It  was  saddening  to  think  how  lonely  they 
would  feel  in  that  far  home,  and  how  they  would  long,  with 
true  German  devotion,  to  look  again  on  the  green  vintage- 
hills  of  their  forsaken  country.  As  night  drew  on,  the  little 
girl  crept  over  to  her  father  for  his  accustomed  evening  kiss, 
and  then  sank  back  to  sleep  in  a  corner  of  the  wagon,  Tho 
boy,  in  the  artless  conlidenco  of  childhood,  laid  his  head  on 
my  breast,  weary  with  the  day's  travel,  and  soon  slept  also. 
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Thus  we  drove  on  in  the  dark,  till  at  length  the  lights  of 
Frankfort  glimmered  on  the  breast  of  the  rapid  Main,  as  we 
passed  over  the  bridge,  and  when  we  stopped  near  the 
Cathedral,  I  delivered  up  my  little  charge,  and  sent  my 
sympathy  with  the  wanderers  on  their  lonely  way. 
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Fkankfoht,  Decimher  4,  1844. 
Tins  13  a  genuine  old  German  eifj.  Founded  by  Cbarle- 
magne,  afterwards  a  rallying  point  of  the  Crusaders,  and  for 
a  long  time  tlie  capital  of  llie  German  Empire,  it  has  no 
lack  of  interesting  historical  recollections,  and  not  with  stand- 
ing it  is  now  fast  becoming  modernized,  one  is  everjwliere 
reminded  of  the  Past.  The  Catliodral,  old  as  the  days  of 
Peter  the  Hermit,  the  grotesque  street  of  the  Jews,  the 
many  quaint,  antiquated  dwellings  and  the  mouldering  watch- 
towers  on  the  hills  around,  gire  it  a  more  interesting  charac- 
ter than  any  German  city  I  have  yet  seen.  The  house  we 
dwell  in,  on  the  JIarkt  Piatz,  is  more  than  two  hundred 
years  old  ;  directly  opposite  is  a  great  castellated  building, 
gloomy  with  the  weight  of  six  centuries,  and  a  few  steps  to 
the  left  brings  mo  to  the  square  of  the  fiomerberg,  where 
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the  Emperors  were  crowned,  in  a  corner  of  which  is  a  curi- 
ously ornamented  house,  formerly  the  residence  of  Luther. 
There  are  legends  innumerable  connected  with  all  these 
buildings,  and  even  yet  discoveries  of  secret  chambers  and 
staircases  are  frequently  made  in  old  houses.  When  ycti  add 
to  all  this,  the  German  love  of  ghost  stories,  and,  indeed, 
their  general  belief  in  spirits,  the  lover  of  romance  could  not 
desire  a  more  agreeable  residence. 

We  have  two  rooms  on  the  second  floor,  overlooking  the 
crowded  market,  and  commanding  the  top  of  the  Romerberg. 
As  in  all  old  German  houses,  there  are  no  carpets,  and  the 
furniture  is   of   the  simplest  and  plainest  character.      We 

take  our  meals  with  the  family  of  Herr  S ,  of  which, 

indeed,  we  now  form  a  part,  conforming  in  every  respect  to 
their  habits,  and  sharing  in  all  their  social  enjoyments.  The 
difficulties  of  the  language  are  at  last  overcome,  and  all  the 
more  familiar  phrases  of  the  hearty  German  tongue  come 
as  naturally  to  my  lips  as  the  corresponding  English  ones. 
I  now  read  Hauff,  and  Uhland,  and  Schiller,  without  difficul- 
ty, and  look  forward  to  a  winter  of  rich  enjoyment,  in  the 

study  of  the  great  German  authors.     I  pay  Herr  S , 

twenty -five  florins — about  ten  dollars — monthly,  for  all  the 
privileges  of  a  home,  and  thus,  in  spite  of  my  diminishing 
funds,  I  am  at  least  certain  of  knowing  Germany  and  the 
Germans,  before  being  obliged  to  return  home. 

Mr.  Willis,  whose  society  adds  another  pleasure  to  our 

sojourn  here,  has  been  in  Frankfort  since  1842,  studying 

•and  preparing  himself  for  the  higher  branches  of  musical 

composition.     The  talent  he  displayed  while  at  college,  and 

the  success  following  the  publication  of  a  set  of  beautiful 
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waltzps  he  there  composed, led  Tiim  to  choose  this  most  diffi- 
cult but  lofty  path.  The  re  salt  justifies  hia  early  promiBe. 
and  gives  the  most  sanguine  auticipatioti  for  the  A.itnre,  Ho 
studied,  the  first  two  years  here  uuder  Sctmyder  von  War- 
tensee,  a  distinguished  Swiss  composer;  and  his  exercises 
have  met  with  the  warmest  approval  from  Mendelssohn,  at 
present  the  first  German  composer,  and  Ginck,  the  celebrated 
organist.  The  enormous  labor  and  application  required  to 
go  through  the  preparatory  studies  alone,  would  make  it 
seem  almost  impossible  for  one  with  the  restless  energy  of 
the  American  character,  to  undertake  it ;  but  as  this  very 
energy  gives  genius  Its  greatest  power,  wc  may  now  trust 
with  confidence  that  Mr.  Willis,  since  ho  has  nearly  com- 
pleted his  studies,  will  win  himself  and  his  country  honor  in 
the  difficult  path  he  has  chosen. 

I  often  look  out  on  the  singular  scene  below  my  window. 
On  both  sides  of  the  street,  leaving  barely  room  to  enter 
the  houses,  sit  the  market-women,  with  their  baskets  of 
vegetables  and  fruit,  The  middle  of  the  street  is  filled  witli 
female  purchasers,  and  every  cart  or  carriage  that  comes 
along,  has  to  force  its  way  through  the  crowd,  sometimes 
rolling  against  and  overturning  the  baskets  at  the  sides,  an 
occurrence  which  is  always  followed  by  a  Babel  of  unintel- 
ligible sounds.  The  eountry-women  in  thetr  jackets  and 
short  gowns  go  backwards  and  forwards  with  great  loads  on 
their  heads,  sometimes  nearly  as  high  as  themselves.  TJic 
market-women  sit  here  from  sunrise  till  sunset,  day  after 
day,  for  years.  They  have  little  furnaces  for  cooking  and 
for  wannth  in  winter,  and  when  it  rains  they  sit  in  large 
wooden  boxes.     One  or  two  policemen  are  generally  on  the 


groTiniS  in  the  morning'  to  prevent  tlicir  disputing  »1iont 
places,  whitL  often  gives  I'ise  to  grotesque  scenes.  I'erbaps 
tbis  kind  of  life  in  the  open  air  is  conducive  to  longevity  ; 
for  certainly  there  is  no  country  on  earth  that  has  aa  many 
old  women.  Many  of  them  resemble  walking  machineB 
made  of  leather ;  and  to  jutSgc  from  what  1  ece  in  the  Btreuts 
Lere,  I  should  think  they  work  until  tlicy  die. 

On  the  21st  of  October  a  most  interegting  fOte  took  place. 
TiiQ  magniticent  monumont  of  Gootlie,  modelled  by  tho 
sculptor  Schwanthaler,  at  Mtinicb,  and  cast  in  bronze,  was 
unveiled.  It  arrived  a  few  days  before,  and  was  received 
with  much  ceremony  and  erected  in  the  destined  spot,  an 
open  sijuare  in  the  western  part  of  the  city,  planted  with 
acacia  trees.  I  went  there  at  ten  o'clock,  and  found  the 
square  already  full  of  people.  Seals  had  been  erected 
around  the  monnroeut  for  ladies,  the  singers  and  musicians. 
A  company  of  soldiers  was  stationed  to  keep  a  vacant  space 
for  the  procession,  which  at  length  arrived  with  music  and 
banners,  and  entered  the  enclosure.  A  song  for  the  occasion 
was  sung  by  the  choir  with  snch  perfect  harmony  and  unity, 
that  it  seemed  like  some  glorious  instrument  touched  by  a 
single  hand.  Then  a  poetical  address  was  delivered,  after 
which  four  yonng  men  took  their  stand  at  tho  corners  of  the 
monument;  the  drums  and  trumpets  gave  a  flourish,  and  the 
mantle  fell.  The  noble  figure  seemed  to  rise  out  of  the 
earth,  and  thus  amid  shoutings  and  the  triumphal  peal  of 
the  band,  the  form  of  Goetlie  greeted  the  city  of  his  birtb. 
He  is  represented  as  leaning  on  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  holding 
in  his  right  hand  a  roll  of  parcbment,  and  in  his  left  a  wreath. 
The  pedestal,  which  is  also  of  bronze,  contains  faoa-reliefar 
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representing  scenes  from  Faust,  "Wilhelm  Meister  and 
Egmont,  In  tlie  evening  Goethe's  house,  in  an  aiijoiniiig 
street,  was  illuminated  by  arcliea  of  lamps  between  the 
windowa,  and  hung  with  wreaths  of  flowers.  Four  pillars 
of  colored  lamps  lighted  tlie  statue.  At  nine  o'clock*the 
elioir  of  singers  came  again  in  a  procession,  with  colored 
lautcms,  and  after  sitigirig  two  or  three  songs,  the  statue  was 
exhibited  iu  the  red  glare  of  the  Bengal  light.  The  trees 
and  bouses  around  the  square  were  covered  with  the 
glow,  which  streamed  iu  broad  sheets  up  against  tte  dark 

"Within  the  walls  the  greater  part  of  Frankfort  is  built  in 
the  old  German  style — the  houses  six  or  seven  stories  high, 
and  every  story  projecting  out  over  the  other,  so  that  those 
living  in  the  attics  can  nearly  shake  hands  out  of  the  win- 
dows. At  tbe  comers  one  sometimes  sees  grotes'que  figuiCK, 
bearing  the  projecting  npper  stories  on  their  shoulders  and 
making  horrible  faces  at  the  weight.  When  I  state  that  in 
all  these  narrow  streets  which  constitute  the  greater  part  of 
the  city,  there  are  no  sidewalks,  wiiile  the  windows  of  the 
lower  stories  have  iron  gratings  extending  a  foot  or  so  into 
the  street,  which  ia  only  wide  enough  for  one  cart  to  pass 
along,  yon  can  have  some  idea  of  the  facility  of  walking 
through  them,  to  say  nothing  of  the  piles  of  wood,  anil 
market-women  with  baskets  of  vegetables  which  one  is  con- 
tinually stumbling  over. 

As  I  walked  across  the  Main,  and  looked  down  at  the 
swift  stream  on  its  way  from  the  distant  Thiiringian  forest 
to  join  the  Rhine,  I  thought  of  the  time  when  Schiller  stool 
there  in  the  days  of  his  early  struggles,  an  exile  from  his 
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native  lanil,  and  looking  over  the  britlgp,  said  in  tljc  loneli- 
ness of  his  heart,  "That  water  flows  not  so  deep  as  my 
sufferings  ! "  In  the  middle,  on  au  iron  oruamcnti  stands 
the  golden  cock  !it  which  Goethe  nsed  to  inaiTcl  when  a 
boy^  Terhaps  yon  have  not  heard  the  legend  cotmocted 
with  this.  The  bridge  was  built  several  hundred  years  ago. 
with  Buch  strength  and  solidity  that  it  will  stand  many 
hundred  yet.  The  architect  had  contracted  to  build  it 
within  a  certain  time,  but  as  it  drew  near,  without  any 
prospect  of  fulfilment,  the  devil  appeared  to  liim  and 
promised  to  finish  it,  on  condition  of  having  the  first  soul 
that  passed  over  it.  This  was  agreed  upon,  aud  the  devil 
performed  his  part  of  the  bargain.  The  artist,  however,  on 
the  day  appointed,  drove  a  coek  acroGS  before  he  suffered 
any  one  to  pass  over  it.  His  majesty  stationed  himself 
under  the  middle  arch  of  the  bridge,  awaiting  his  prey  j 
hut  enraged  at  the  cheat,  he  tore  tho  unfortunate  fowl  in 
pieces,  and  broke  two  holes  in  the  arch,  saying  they  should 
never  be  built  up  again.  The  goldeu  cock  was  erected  on 
the  bridge  as  a  token  of  the  event,  hut  the  devil  has  perhaps 
lost  some  of  his  power  in  these  latter  days,  for  tho  holes 
were  filled  up  about  thirty  years  ago. 

From  the  hills  on  the  Darmstadt  road,  1  had  a  \-iew  of  the 
country  around — the  fields  were  white  and  bare,  and  the 
dark  Taunus,  with  the  broad  patches  of  snow  on  his  sides, 
looked  grim  and  shadowy  through  the  dim  atmosphere.  It 
was  like-  tho  landscape  of  a  dream — dark,  strange,  and 
silent.  The  whole  of  last  month  we  saw  the  sun  but  two  or 
three  days,  the  sky  being  almost  continually  covered  with 
a  gloomy  fog,     England  and  Germany  seem  to  have  ei- 
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cliangcil  climates  this  year,  for  in  the  former  country  wo 
bad  delightfully  clear  weather. 

I  have  seen  the  banker  Rothschild — Anselmo,  the  most 
celebrated  of  the  brothers — several  times  driving  about  the 
city.  He  is  a  little,  bald-headed  man,  with  marked  Jewish 
features,  and  is  said  not  to  deceive  his  looks.  At  any  rate, 
hia  reputation  is  none  of  the  heat,  either  with  Jews  or  Chris- 
tians. A  caricature  was  published  some  time  ago,  in  which 
he  is  represented  as  giving  a  beggar  woman  by  the  way- 
side a  kreutzer^the  smallest  German  coin.  She  is  made  to 
exclaim,  "God  reward  you  a  thousand  fold!"  He  unme- 
diately  replies,  after  reckoning  up  in  his  head,  "  How  much 
have  I  then  1 — sixteen  florins  and  forty  kreutzers !  " 

One  evening,  after  sunset,  we  took  a  stroll  around  the 
promenades.  The  swans  were  still  floating  on  the  little 
lake,  and  the  American  poplar  beside  it,  was  in  its  full 
autumn  livery.  As  we  made  the  circuit  of  the  walks,  guns 
were  firing  far  and  near,  celebrating  the  opening  of  the  vin- 
tage the  nest  day,  and  rockets  went  glittering  and  sparkling 
up  into  the  dark  air.  Notwithstanding  the  late  hour  and 
lowering  sky,  the  walks  were  fuU  of  people,  and  we  strolled 
about  with  them  until  it  grew  quite  dark,  watching  the  fire- 
works which  arose  from  the  gardens  around.  The  nest  day 
we  went  into  the  Frankfort  wood,  A  party  of  six  Ameri- 
cans (all  who  are  now  in  Frankfort),  we  walked  over  the 
Main  and  through  the  dirty  suburbs  of  Sachsenhausen, 
where  wo  met  with  many  peasants  laden  with  the  first  day's 
vintage,  and  crowds  of  people  coming  down  from  the  vine- 
yards. As  we  ascended  the  hill,  the  sound  of  muskets  was 
heard  in  every  direction,  and  from  many  vineyards  arose 
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the  smoke  of  fires,  where  groups  of  merry  children  wore  col- 
lecting and  burning  the  nihbisli.  Wci  tpcnmo  lost  nmoiig 
the  winding  paths  of  tlio  pine  forest,  so  that  by  tlio  time  we 
camo  out  upon  tho  eminence  overlooking  the  valley  of  the 
Main,  it  was  quite  dark.  From  every  side,  far  and  near,  rock- 
ets of  all  sizes  and  colors  darted  high  np  into  the  sky.  We 
stopped  under  a  garden  wall,  by  which  a  laughing  company 
■were  assembled  in  the  smoko  anil  red  blaze,  and  watched  seve- 
ral comets  go  hissing  and  glancing  far  above  us.  The  crack- 
ing of  ammunition  still  continued,  and  when  we  came  again 
upon  tho  bridge,  the  city  opposite  was  lighted  as  if  illumin- 
ated. The  full  moon  had  just  risen,  softening  and  mel- 
lowing tho  beantiful  scene,  while  beyond,  over  tho  towers 
of  Frankfort,  rose  and  fell  tho  meteors  that  heralded  the 
vintage. 

Since  I  have  been  in  Frankfort,  an  event  has  occurred, 
which  shows  very  distinctly  the  principles  at  work  in  Ger- 
many, and  gives  us  some  foreboding  of  the  future.  Ferdi- 
nand Freiligrath,  one  of  the  most  popular  living  poets,  has 
within  a  few  weeks  published  a  volume  of  poems  entitled 
"  My  Confessions  of  Faith,  or  Poems  for  the  Times."  It 
contahis  some  thrilling  appeals  to  the  free  spirit  of  the  Ger- 
man people,  setting  forth  tho  injustice  under  which  they 
labor,  in  simple  but  powerful  language,  and  with  the  most 
forcible  illustrations,  adapted  to  tlie  comprehension  of  every 
one.  Viewed  as  a  work  of  genius  alone,  it  is  strikingly 
powerful  and  original  :  but  when  we  consider  tho  effect  it  is 
producing  among  the  people — the  strength  it  will  add  to  tho 
rising  tide  of  opposition  to  every  form  of  tyranny,  it  has  a 
etill  higher  interest.      Freiligrath  bad,  three  or  four  years 
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before,  received  a  pension  of  three  hundred  thalers  from  the 
King  of  Prussia,  soon  after  his  accession  to  the  throne  :  he 
ceased  to  draw  this  about  a  year  ago,  stating  in  the  preface 
to  his  volume  that  it  was  accepted  in  the  belief  that  the 
King  would  adhere  to  his  promise  of  giving  the  people  a 
new  Constitution,  but  that  now,  since  time  has  proved  there 
is  no  dependence  to  be  placed  on  the  King's  word,  he  must 
speak  for  his  people  and  for  his  land. 

The  book  has  not  only  been  prohibited,  but  Freiligi-ath 
has  exiled  himself  voluntarily,  to  escape  imprisonment.  He 
is  now  in  Paris,  where  the  poets  Heine  and  Herwegh,  both 
banished  for  the  same  reason,  are  living.  The  free  spirit 
which  characterizes  these  men,  who  come  from  among  the 
people,  shows  plainly  the  tendency  of  the  times ;  and  it  is 
only  the  great  strength  with  which  tyranny  here  has  envi- 
roned itself,  combined  with  the  proverbial  apathy  of  the 
Germans,  which  has  prevented  a  change  ere  this. 


CHAPTER    XIII. 

A     GLIMPSE     OF     STUDENT     LIFE. 

A  "Walk  to  Heldelberg^Wlnter  Joorney — A  Commera—ThQ  Red  Fisherman — ^The 
Hall  of  Assembly — ^The  Students — Songs  and  Speeches — ^The  Ceremony  of  the 
Landirfivther — Gervinus  and  Scblosser — A  Duel  at  Neuenheim — Its  Result — Charac- 
ter of  the  Students. 

Receiving  a  letter  from  my  cousin  one  bright  December 
morning,  the  idea  of  visiting  him  struck  me,  and  so,  within 

an  hour,  B and  I  were  on  our  way  to  Heidelberg.      It 

was  delightful  weather ;  the  air  was  mild  as  the  early  days 
of  spring,  the  pine  forests  around  wore  a  softer  green,  and 
though  the  sun  was  but  a  hand's  breadth  high,  even  at  noon, 
it  was  quite  warm  on  the  open  road.  We  stopped  for  the 
night  at  Bensheim  ;  and  the  next  morning  was  as  dark  as  a 
cloudy  day  in  the  north  can  be,  wearing  a  heavy  gloom  I 
never  saw  elsewhere.  The  wind  blew  the  snow  down  from 
the  summits  upon  us,  but  being  warm  from  walking,  we  did 
not  heed  it.  The  mountains  looked  higher  than  in  summer, 
and  the  old  castles  more  grim  and  frowning.  From  the  hard 
roads  and  freezing  wind,  my  feet  became  very  sore,  and 
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after  limping  along  in  oxi^ruciating  pain  for  a,  league  or  two, 
1  poured  some  brandy  into  my  boots,  wUich  deadened  tbe 
wounds  so  mucli,  tbat  I  ivas  enabled  to  go  on  in  a  kind  of 
trot,  which  I  kept  up,  only  stopping  ten  miimtes  to  dinner, 
until  we  reached  Heidelberg.  But  I  have  not  yet  recovered 
from  the  tameuesa  which  followed  this  performance. 

The  same  evening  there  was  to  be  a  general  cmnmers,  or 
meeting  of  the  societies  among  the  studeuts,  and  I  determin- 
ed not  to  omit  wititessiiig  one  of  the  most  interesting  and 
characteristic  featui'ca  of  student-life.  So,  borrowing  a  cap 
and  coat,  I  looked  the  student  well  enough  to  pass  for  one 
of  them,  althougli  tbe  former  article  was  somewhat  of  the 
PhiHslcr  form.  Baador,  a  young  poet  of  some  note,  and 
president  of  the  "  Palatia"  Society,  having  promised  to  take 
us  to  the  Conimers.  we  met  at  eight  o'clock  at  an  inn  fre- 
quented by  the  students,  and  went  to  the  rendezvous,  near 
the  Markt  riatz. 

A  confused  sound  of  voices  came  from  tbe  inn,  as  we 
drew  near,  and  gronpa  of  students  were  standing  around  tbe 
door.  In  the  entrance  ball  we  saw  the  Red  Fisherman,  one 
of  the  most  conspicuous  characters  about  the  University, 
He  ia  a  small,  stout  man,  with  bare  neck  and  breast,  red 
hair,  whence  bis  name,  and  a  strange  mixture  of  roughness 
and  benevolence  in  bis  countenance.  lie  has  saved  many 
persona  at  tbe  risk  of  hia  own  life,  from  drowning  in  the 
Neckar,  and  on  that  account  is  leniently  dealt  with  by  the 
faculty  whenever  he  is  arrested  for  assisting  the  students  in 
any  of  their  unlawful  proceedings.  Entering  the  room  1 
could  scarcely  see  at  first,  on  account  of  the  smoke  that 
ascended  from  a  hundred  pipes.      All  was  noise  and  confn- 
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sion.  Sp.ir  tlie  Joor  snt  some  liulf  dozen  mnsiciojiB,  who 
were  getting  their  iiistninieiitB  reaily  for  action,  and  tlie 
long  room  was  filled  witb  tnlilea,  all  of  which  Beeined  to  be 
full,  yet  the  students  were  still  pressing  in.  Thci  tables  wore 
covered  with  great  stone  jugs  and  long  Leer  glasses ;  tlia 
students  wero  talking  and  shouting  and  drinking.  One  who 
appeared  to  have  the  arraiigHinout  of  tlie  meeting,  foand 
scats  for  us  together,  and  having  made  a  slight  auquaiiitance 
with  those  sitting  next  us,  we  felt  more  at  liberty  to  witoeas 
their  proceedings.  Tlicj  were  all  talking  in  a  sociable) 
friendly  way,  and  I  saw  no  one  who  appeared  to  be  iutosi- 
cated.  The  beer  was  a  weak  mixture,  wiiich  I  should  think 
would  make  one  fall  over  from  its  weight,  rather  than  its 
intoxicating  properties.  Those  sitting  near  me  drank  but 
little,  and  that  principally  to  make  or  return  compliments. 
One  or  two  at  the  other  end  of  the  table  were  more  bois- 
terous, and  more  thau  one  glass  was  overturned  upon  their 
legs.  Leaves  containing  the  songs  for  the  evening  lay  at 
each  scat,  and  at  the  head,  where  the  President  sat,  were 
two  swords  crossed,  with  which  he  occasionally  struck  upon 
the  table  to  preserve  order.  Our  President  was  a  fine, 
romantic-looking  young  man,  dressed  in  the  old  German 
costume, — black  beaver  and  plume,  and  velvet  doublet  with 
slashed  sleeves.  I  never  saw  in  any  company  of  young 
men,  so  many  handsome,  manly  countenances.  If  their 
faces  were  any  indes  of  tlicir  characters,  there  were  many 
noble,  free  souls  among  them.  Nearly  opposite  to  me  sat  a 
young  poet,  whose  dark  eyes  flashed  with  feeling  as  he 
spoke  to  those  neai'  him.  Af^r  some  time  passed  in  talking 
and  drinking  together,  varied  by  an  occasional  air  from  the 
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3  songs,  to  a 

IS  and  solemn. 

Swelled  by 

se  like  a  hjmn 

of   triumph 

musicians,  the  President  heat  • 

whole  coinpany  joined  in  obs 

melody  at  the  same  time  joyo 

BO  many  manly  voices  it  arc 

— all  other  sounds  were  etilled.     Three  times  during  the 

singing  all  rose  to  their  feet,  clashed  their  glasses  together 

around  the  tables  and  drank  to  their  Fatherland,  a  health 

and  blessing  to  the  patriot,  aad  honor  to  those  who  struggle 

in  the  cause  of  freedom. 

After  this  song,  the  same  order  was  continued  as  before, 
except  that  students  from  the  different  societies  made  short 
speeches,  accompanied  by  some  toast  or  sentiment.  One 
spoke  of  Germany — predicting  that  all  her  dissensioiis  would 
be  overcome,  and  she  would  arise  at  last,  like  a  phcenix, 
among  the  nations  of  Europe ;  and  at  the  close  gave 
"  strong,  united,  regenerated  Germany  !  "  Instantly  all 
sprang  to  their  feet,  and  clasliing  the  glasses  together,  gave 
a  thundering  "AocA  .' "  This  enthusiasm  for  their  country 
ie  one  of  the  strongest  characteristics  of  the  German  stu- 
dents ;  they  have  ever  been  first  in  the  field  for  her  freedom, 
and  on  them  mainly  depends  her  future  redemption. 

Cloths  were  passed  around,  tlie  tables  wiped  off,  and 
preparations  made  to  sing  the  "  Lands/alher,"  or  consecra- 
tion song.  This  is  one  of  the  most  important  and  solemn 
of  their  ceremonies,  since  by  performing  it  the  new  students 
are  made  burschen,  and  tlie  bands  of  brotherhood  continually 
kept  fresh  and  sacred.  All  became  still  a  moment,  then 
1  the  lofty  song : 
"  Silent  bending,  each  one  lending 
To  the  solemn  tones  his  ear. 
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Hark,  the  song  of  songs  is  Bounding- 
Back  from  joyful  choir  resounding, 
Hear  it,  German  brothers,  hear  I 


ti 


German  proudly,  raise  it  loudly. 
Singing  of  your  fatherland — 
Fatherland  1  thou  land  of  story. 
To  the  altars  of  thy  glory 
Consecrate  us,  sword  in  hand  I 


"  Take  the  beaker,  pleasure  seeker. 

With  thy  countiy's  drink  brimmed  o*er  I 
In  thy  left  the  sword  is  blinking. 
Pierce  it  through  the  cap,  while  drinking 
To  thy  Fatherland  once  more !  " 

With  the  first  line  of  the  last  stanza,  the  Presidents 
sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table,  take  their  glasses  in  their 
right  hands,  and  at  the  third  line,  the  s^7ord  in  their  left, 
at  the  end  striking  their  glasses  together  and  drinking. 
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In  left  hand  gleaming,  thou  art  beaming. 
Sword  from  all  dishonor  free ! 

Thus  I  pierce  the  cap,  while  swearing. 

It  in  honor  ever  wearing, 
I  a  valiant  Bursch  will  be  I  " 


They  clash  their  swords  together  till  the  third  lino  is 
sung,  when  each  takes  his  cap,  and  piercing  the  point  of 
the  sword  through  the  crown,  draws  it  down  to  the  guard. 
Leaving  their  caps  on  the  swords,  the  Presidents  stand 
behind  the  two  next  students,  who  go  through  the  same 
ceremony,  receiving  the  swords  at  the  appropriate  time,  and 
giving  them  back  loaded  with  their  caps  also.     This  cere- 
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mony  is  going  on  at  every  table  at  the  same  time.  These 
two  stanzas  are  repeated  for  every  pair  of  students,  till  all 
have  performed  it,  and  the  Presidents  have  arrived  at  the 
bottom  of  the  table,  with  their  swords  strung  full  of  caps. 
Here  they  exchange  swords,  while  all  sing  : 

"  Come,  thou  bright  sword,  now  made  holy. 

Of  free  men  the  weapon  free ; 
Bring  it  solemnly  and  slowly, 

Heavy  with  pierced  caps,  to  me  I 
From  its  burden  now  divest  it ; 

Brothers,  be  ye  covered  all. 

And  till  our  next  festival, 
Hallowed  and  unspotted  rest  it  I 

"  Up,  ye  feast  companions !  ever 

Honor  ye  our  holy  band ! 
And  with  heart  and  soul  endeavor 

E'er  as  high-souled  men  to  stand  I 
Up  to  feast,  ye  men  united ! 

"Worthy  be  your  fathers'  fame. 

And  the  sword  may  no  one  claim. 
Who  to  honor  is  not  plighted !" 

Then  each  President,  taking  a  cap  off  his  sword,  reaches 
it  to  the  student  opposite,  and  they  cross  their  swords,  the 
ends  resting  on  the  two  students*  heads,  while  they  sing  the 
next  stanza : 

"  So  take  it  back ;  thy  head  I  now  will  cover 

And  stretch  the  bright  sword  over. 
Live  also  then  this  Bursche,  hoch  I 

Wherever  we  may  meet  him. 

Will  we,  as  Brother,  greet  him— 
live  also  this,  our  Brother,  hoch !  " 
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This  ceremony  was  repeated  lill  all  the  eaps  were  ^ven 
back,  and  llicy  tlion  conthideil  with  tlio  t'oUowiug  : 

"  Rest,  the  Burscben-feaat  is  over, 

Hflllowoi!  Bivord,  oud  thou  art  &eel 
Eaeli  one  atrive  a  valiiint  lover 

Of  lib  fatherland  to  be  I 
Bail  to  liim,  wbo,  glory -bauntod, 

Follows  atill  Ilia  fatliers  bold ; 

And  the  tiword  may  do  one  bold 
But  tbe  nuble  and  undauuted  I " 


The  Landsfnther  being  over,  tho  stmlenta  wero  less  order- 
ly ;  the  smoking  and  drinking  began  again,  and  we  left,  aB  it 
was  already  eleven  o'clock,  glad  to  breathe  the  pure  cold  air. 

In  the  University  I  heard  Gerviiiua,  who  was  formerly 
professor  in  Giittingeii,  but  was  obliged  to  leave  on  account 
of  liis  liberal  priticiplea,  Ho  is  mnch  liked  by  the  studcntB, 
and  his  lectures  are  very  well  attended.  They  had  this 
winter  a  tnrclilight  procession  in  honor  of  him.  lie  is  a 
stout,  round-faced  man,  speaks  very  fast,  and  makes  them 
laugh  continually  with  his  witty  remarks.  In  tbe  room  I 
saw  a  sou  of  Riickeit,  the  poet,  with  a  face  strikingly  like 
his  father's.  Tbe  next  evening  I  went  to  bear  Scblosser, 
tbe  great  historian.  Among  his  pupils  are  the  two  pi'inces 
of  Uaden,  who  are  now  at  the  University.  Ho  came  hur- 
riedly in,  threw  down  his  portfolio  and  began  instantly  to 
speak.  He  is  an  old,  gray-beaded  man,  but  still  active  and 
full  of  energy.  The  Germans  find  him  exceedingly  difficult 
to  understnnd,  as  tbe  construction  uf  bis  sentences  is  said  to 
be  English  rather  than  German ;  for  tliis  reason,  perhaps. 
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mderstootl  him  quite  ensily.  He  lectures  on  tlie  Frencli 
Kttevolutioii,  but  is  engaged  in  writing  a  Uuivcrsal  History, 
BjSi«  first  numliet's  of  wLich  ore  publisbed. 

Two  or  tliree  days  after,  wo  heard  that  a.  duel  was  to  tako 
^ace  at  Neuenheim,  ou  the  opposite  side  of  the  Neckar, 
EwherB  the  students  have  a  house  hired  for  that  purpose. 
■3n  order  to  witness  the  spectacle,  we  started  immediately 
lirith  two  or  three  students.     Along  the  road  wore  stationed 
len,  at  intervals,  as  guarcJs,  to  give  notice  of  the  ap- 
proach of  the  police,  and  fi-om  these  we  learned  that  one  duel 
had  already  been  fought,  and  they  were  preparing  for  the 
■  'Other.  The  Red  Fisherman  was  busy  in  an  outer  room  grind- 
si  the  swords,  which  arc  made  as  sharp  as  razors.    In  the 
)ra  Bomo  forty  or  fifty  students  were  walking  about, 
Siile  the  parties  were  preparing,     This  was  done  by  taking 
B@ff  the  coat  and  vest,  and  binding  on  a  great  thick  leather  gar- 
»  ment,  which  reached  from  the  breast  to  the  knoes,  completely 
protecting  the  body.   They  tlien  put  on  a  leather  glove  reach- 
ing nearly  to  the  shoulder,  tied  a  thick  cravat  around  the 
I  diroat,  and  donned  a  cap  with  a  large  vizor.    Tliis  done,  they 
prere  walked  about  the  room  a  short  time,  the  seconds  holding 
L  out  their  arms  to  strengthen  them  ;  their  faces  all  this  time 
betrayed  considerable  anxiety. 

All  being  ready,  the  seconds  took  their  stations  imme- 
diately behind  them,  each  armed  with  a  sword,  and  gave 
the  words;  "ready — bind  your  veapons — loose!"  They 
Instantly  sprang  at  each  other,  exchanged  two  or  three 
blows,  when  the  seconds  cried  "halt!"  and  struck  their 
Bworda  up.  Twenty-four  rounds  of  this  kind  ended  the  duel, 
without  either  being  hurt,  though  the  cap  of  one  of  them  was 
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cut  through  and  his  forehead  grazed.  All  their  duels  do  not 
end  so  fortunately,  however,  as  the  frightful  scars  on  the 
faces  of  many  of  those  present  testified.  It  is  a  gratification 
to  know  that  but  a  small  portion  of  the  students  keep  up  this 
barbarous  custom.  In  Heidelberg,  four  societies,  comprising 
more  than  one  half  the  students,  have  been  formed  to  discon- 
tinue it.  A  strong  desire  for  such  a  reform  seems  to  prevail, 
and  the  custom  will  probably  be  totally  discontinued  in  a 
short  time. 

This  view  of  the  student-life  was  very  interesting  to  me ; 
it  appeared  in  a  much  better  light  than  I  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  regard  it.  Their  peculiar  customs,  except  duelling 
and  excessive  drinking,  of  course,  may  be  the  better  tole- 
rated when  we  consider  the  stand  which  they  have  taken 
for  the  liberty  of  Germany,  It  is  principally  through  them 
that  a  free  spirit  is  kept  alive ;  they  have  ever  been  foremost 
to  rise  up  for  their  Fatherland,  and  bravest  in  its  defence. 
And  though  many  of  their  customs  have  so  often  been  held 
up  to  ridicule,  among  no  other  class  can  one  find  warmer, 
truer,  or  braver  hearts. 
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Fbakefoht,  Januari/  2.  1S45. 
I  have  lately  been  computing  how  much  my  travels  have 
cost  me  up  to  the  present  time,  and  how  long  I  can  remain 
abroad  to  continue  the  pilgriina^,  with  my  present  expecta- 
tions. Tha  result  has  been  most  encouraging  to  my  plan. 
Before  leaving  home,  I  wrote  to  several  gentlemen  who  had 
visited  Europe,  asking  the  probable  expense  of  travel  and 
residence  abroad.  They  sent  different  accounts  ;  one  said  I 
mnst  calculate  to  spend  at  least  S1500  a  year;  another 
Biiggested  SIOOO,  and  the  moat  moderate  of  all,  said  that  it 
was  impossible  to  live  in  Europe  a  year  on  less  than  $500. 
Now,  six  months  have  elapsed  since  I  left  home — six 
months  of  greater  pleasure  and  profit  than  any  two  years 
of  my  former  life — and  my  expenses,  in  full,  amount  to 
$130!     The  sum  with  which   I    left   liome  will   soon   be 
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eshaustod,  it  is  true,  but  na  tUu  lettora  wliicli  I  Imvo  sent 
to  the  Gazette  And  Pmt  have  proveJ  acceptable,  I  trust  to 
receive  a,  remittance  ahortlj-.  in  continuance  of  tlie  engage- 
ment. I  find  that  it  would  be  almost  useless  for  me  to 
endoavor  to  obtain  employment  as  a  printer,  as  the  wages 
are  comparatively  small,  and  the  trade  is  overatoehed  with 
workmen.  Besides,  after  a  tougli  grapple,  I  am  just  begin- 
ning to  feel  at  borne  in  German  literature,  and  am  bo  fasci- 
nated with  the  wonderful  field  it  opens  to  me,  that  I  would 
rather  undergo  considerable  privation  l)ian  give  up  my 
regular  hours  of  daily  study. 

We  have  lately  witnessed  the  most  beautiful  and  interest- 
ing of  all  German  festivals — Christmas — which  is  celebrated 
in  a  stylo  truly  characteristic  of  the  people.  About  the 
commencement  of  December,  the  Christmarkt,  or  fair,  was 
opened  in  the  Romerberg,  and  has  continued  to  the  present 
time.  The  booths,  decorated  with  green  boughB,  were  filled 
with  toys  of  various  kinds,  among  which,  during  the  first- 
days,  the  figure  of  St.  Nicholas  was  conspicuous.  There 
were  bunches  of  wax  candles  to  illuminate  the  Christmas 
tree,  gingerbread  with  printed  mottoes  in  poetry,  beautiful 
little  earthenware,  basket-work,  and  a  wilderness  of  play- 
things. The  fifth  of  December,  being  Kicholaa  evening, 
the  booths  were  lighted  np,  and  the  square  was  filled  with 
boys,  running  from  one  stand  to  another,  all  shouting  and 
talking  together  in  the  most  joyous  confusion.  Nurses  were 
going  around,  carrying  the  smaller  children  in  their  arms, 
and  parents  bought  presents  decorated  with  sprigs  of  pine 
and  carried  them  away.  Some  of  the  shops  exhibited  very 
beautiful   toys,  as   for   instance,  a  whole  grocery  store  in 


miniature,  with  harrela,  boxes,  and  drawers,  filled  with 
aweetmeats,  a  kitcLen  with  a  stove  and  all  suitahlo  utensils, 
which  could  readily  be  used,  and  sets  of  dishes  of  the  most 
diminutive  patterns. 

Many  of  the  tables  had  bundles  of  rods  with  gilded  bands, 
which  were  to  be  used  that  evening  by  the  perBons  who 
represented  St.  Nicholas.  In  the  family  with  whom  we 
reside,  one  of  our  German  friends  dressed  himself  very 
grotesqnely,  with  a  mask,  fur  robe,  and  long  tapering  cap.  He 
came  in  with  a  bunch  of  rods,  a  sack,  and  a  broom  for  a 
sceptre.  After  we  all  had  received  our  share  of  the  beating, 
he  threw  the  contents  of  his  bag  on  the  table,  and  wbile  we 
were  scrambling  for  the  nuts  and  apples,  gave  us  many  smart 
rapa  over  the  fingers.  In  many  families  the  children  are  made 
to  say,  "  I  thank  you,  Herr  Nicholas,"  and  the  rods  are  hung 
up  in  the  room  until  Cliristinas,  to  keep  them  in  good 
behavior.  This  was  only  a  forerunner  of  the  Christ-kind- 
chen's  coming.  The  Nicolaus  is  the  punishing  spirit,  the 
Christ-kin dchcn  the  rewarding  one. 

When  this  time  was  over,  we  all  began  preparing  secretly 
our  presents  for  Christmas.  Every  day  there  were  consulta- 
tions about  the  things  which  should  be  obtained.  It  was  so 
ai'ranged  that  all  should  interchange  presents,  bat  nobody 
must  know  beforehand  what  ho  would  receive.  What 
pleasure  there  was  in  all  these  secret  purchases  and  prepara- 
tions !  Scarcely  anything  was  thought  or  spoken  of  but 
Christmas,  and  every  day  the  consnltations  became  more 
numerous  and  secret.  The  trees  were  bought  some  time  be- 
forehand, but  as  we  Americans  were  to  witness  the  festival 
for  tlie  first  time,  wo  were  not  allowed  to  see  ihcm  p 
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in  order  that  the  effect  might  he  as  groat  as  possible.  The 
market  in  tlie  Koroerbevg  Sqaare  grew  constantly  larger  nnd 
more  brilljaat.  Every  night  it  was  iliuminated  with  lamps 
and  thronged  with  people.  Quite  a  forest  sprang  up  in  the 
street  before  our  door.  The  old  stone  house  opposite,  with 
the  traces  of  so  many  centuries  on  its  dark  face,  seemed  to 
etand  in  tlio  midst  of  a  garden.  It  was  a  pleasuTo  to  go  out 
every  evening  and  see  the  children  rushing  to  and  fro, 
shouting  and  selecting  toys  from  the  booths-,  and  talking  all 
the  time  of  the  Christmas  that  was  so  near.  The  poor 
people  went  by  n-ith  their  Utile  presents  hid  under  their 
cloaks,  lest  their  children  might  sec  them  ;  every  heart  was 
glad  and  every  countenance  wore  a  smile  of  secret  pleasure. 
Finally,  the  day  before  Christmas  arrived.  The  streets 
■were  so  full  I  coidd  scarce  make  my  way  through,  and  the 
sale  of  trees  went  on  more  rapidly  than  ever.  These  were 
usually  branches  of  pino  or  fir,  sot  upright  in  a  little  minia- 
ture garden  of  metis.  When  the  lamps  were  lighted  at  night, 
our  street  had  the  appearance  of  an  illuminated  garden. 
Wo  were  prohibited  fi.'om  entering  the  rooms  up  stairs  in 
which  the  grand  cefemony  was  to  take  place,  being  obliged 
to  take  our  scats  in  those  arranged  for  the  guests,  and  wait 
with  impatience  the  hour  when  Christ-kindchen  should  call. 
Several  relatives  of  the  family  came,  and  what  was  more 
agreeable,  they  brought  with  them  five  or  sis  childi'en.  I 
was  anxious  to  see  how  they  would  view  the  ceremony. 
Finally,  in  the  midst  of  an  interesting  conversation,  we  heard 
the  bell  ringing  at  the  head  of  the  stairs.  We  all  started  up, 
and  made  for  the  door.  I  ran  up  the  steps  with  the  children 
at  my  heels,  and  at  the  top  met  a  blaze  of  dazzling  light. 
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coming  from  tlic  open  ilonr.  Iii  cacli  rnoni  stood  a  groat 
table,  on  whiuh  tlie  presenta  were  arranged,  amid  flowera 
and  wreatliB.  From  the  centre  rosu  tlie  beautiful  CLristmaa 
tree,  covered  with,  wax  tapers  to  the  very  top,  which  made 
it  nearly  as  light  as  day,  while  every  hough  was  hung  with 
Bweetmeats  and  gdded  nuts.  The  children  ran  shouting 
around  the  tahle,  hunting  their  presents,  while  the  older  per- 
sons had  theirs  pointed  out  to  thciii.  I  had  a  little  Uhraiy 
of  German  authors  as  my  share ;  and  many  of  the  others 
received  q^uite  valuable  gifts. 

But  how  beautiful  was  the  heartfelt  joy  that  shone  on 
every  countenance  !  As  each  one  discovered  his  presents 
he  embraced  the  givers,  and  it  was  a  scene  of  unmingled  joy. 
It  is  a  glorious  feast,  this  Christmas  time  1  What  &  chorus 
from  happy  hearts  went  up  on  that  evening  to  Heai'en ! 
Full  of  poetry  and  feeling  and  glad  associations,  it  is  here 
anticipated  with  delight,  and  leaves  a  pleasant  memory  be- 
hind it.  We  may  laugli  at  such  simple  festivals  at  home, 
and  prefer  to  shako  ourselves  loose  from  every  shackle  that 
bears  the  rust  of  the  Fast,  but  we  would  certainly  be 
happier  if  some  of  tlieso  beautiful  old  customs  were  better 
honored.  They  renew  the  bond  of  feeling  between  families 
and  friends,  and  strengthen  their  kindly  sympathy ;  even 
lifelong  associates  require  occasions  of  this  kind  to  freshen 
the  tie  that  bhids  them  together. 

New  Tear's  Eve  is  also  favored  with  a  peculiar  celebra- 
tion in  Germany.  Every  body  remains  up  and  makes  him- 
self merry  until  midnight.  The  Christmas  trees  are  again 
lighted,  and  while  the  tapers  are  burning  out  the  family  play 
for  articles  which  they  have  piirchiised  and  hung  on  the 
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bonglis.  It  is  BO  nrrangpil  that  pacli  one  sliall  win  aa  imich 
as  lie  i^ves,  nnd  the  cbntigc  of  articles  creates  much  amnse' 
icienti  One  of  tlio  ladies  rejoiced  in  the  possession  of  a  red 
silk  handkerchief  and  a  cako  of  soap,  whUo  a  ciip  and  saucer 
and  a  pair  of  scissors  foil  to  ray  lot.  As  midniglit  drew  near, 
the  noise  became  louder  in  the  streets,  and  companies  of 
people,  some  of  them  singing  ia  cbonis,  passed  by  on  their 
way  to  the  Zcil.  Finally,  three-quarters  strnck,  the  windows 
were  opened,  and  every  one  waited  anxiously  for  the  clock 
to  strike.  At  the  first  sound,  such  a  cry  arose  as  one  may 
imagine,  when  thirty  or  forty  thousand  persona  all  set  tbeir 
Innga  going  at  once.  Every  body  in  the  Louse,  in  tbe  street, 
over  the  whole  city,  shouted,  "  Prosst  Neu  Juhr  !"  In 
families,  at)  tbe  members  embrace  each  other,  with  wishes  of 
happiness  for  the  new  year.  Then  the  windows  are  thrown 
open,  and  tbey  cry  to  their  neighbors  or  those  passing  by. 
After  wo  bad  exchanged  congratulations,  three  of  ua  set 
out  for  the  Zeil.  The  streets  were  full  of  people,  shouting 
to  one  anotber  and  to  those  stiftiding  at  the  open  windows. 
We  failed  not  to  cry  "  Prosst  Ncu  Jakr  !"  wherever  we  saw 
a  damsel  at  the  window,  and  tbe  words  came  back  to  ua  more 
muaieally  than  we  sent  them.  Along  the  Zeil  the  spectacle 
was  most  singular.  The  great  wide  street  was  filled  with 
companies  of  men,  marching  up  and  down,  while  from  the 
mass  rang  up  one  deafening,  unending  shout,  that  seemed  to 
pierce  the  black  sky  above.  The  whole  scene  looked 
stranger  and  wilder  in  tho  flickering  light  of  the  swmging 
lamps,  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  it  must  resemble  a  night 
in  Paris  during  the  French  Revolution. 
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After  New  Tciir,  the  Main,  just  above  the  city,  find  tlic 
lakes  in  the  promeuadeg,  were  frozen  ovev.  Tbo  ice  was 
tried  by  the  police,  and  baying  been  found  of  sufficient 
thickness,  to  the  great  joy  of  the  schoolboys,  permission  was 
given  to  akatc.  The  lakes  were  soon  covered  with  merry 
ekatera,  and  every  afternoon  the  banks  were  crowded  wirli 
Bpcctators.  It  waa  a  lively  sight  to  see  two  or  three  hnn- 
dred  persons  darting  aboat,  turning  and  crossing  like  a  flock 
of  crows,  while,  by  moans  of  arm-chairs  mounted  on  runners, 
the  ladies  were  enabled  to  join  in  t!ie  sport,  and  whirl 
around  among  them.  Some  of  the  broad  meadows  near  the 
city,  which  were  covered  with  ice,  were  the  resort  of  th« 
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schools.  I  went  there  often  in  my  walks.,  and  always  found 
two  or  three  schools,  with  the  teachers,  all  skating  together, 
and  playing  their  winter  games  on  the  ice.  I  have  often 
seen  them  on  the  meadows  along  the  Main,  and  the  teachers 
were  generally  quite  as  boisterous  as  the  scholars  in  their 
sports. 

In  the  Art  Institute  I  saw  the  picture  of  "  Huss  before 
the  Council  of  Constance,"  by  the  painter  Lessing.  It  con- 
tains upwards  of  twenty  figures.  The  artist  has  shown  the 
greatest  skill  in  the  expression  and  grouping  of  these.  Bish- 
ops and  Cardinals  in  their  splendid  robes  are  seated  around 
a  table,  covered  with  parchment  folios,  and  before  them 
stands  Huss  alone.  His  face  is  pale  and  thin  with  long  im- 
prisonment ;  he  has  lain  one  hand  on  his  breast,  while  with 
the  other  he  grasps  one  of  the  volumes  on  the  table  ;  there 
is  an  air  of  majesty,  of  heavenly  serenity,  on  his  lofty  fore- 
head and  in  his  calm  eye.  One  feels  instinctively  that  he 
has  truth  on  his  side.  There  can  be  no  deception,  no  false- 
hood in  those  noble  features.  The  three  Italian  cardinals 
before  him  appear  to  be  full  of  passionate  rage  ;  the  bishop 
in  front,  who  holds  the  imperial  pass  given  to  Huss,  looks 
on  with  an  expression  of  scorn,  and  the  priests  around  have 
an  air  of  mingled  curiosity  and  hatred.  There  is  one,  how- 
ever, in  whose  mild  features  and  tearful  eye  is  expressed 
sympathy  and  pity  for  the  prisoner.  It  is  said  this  picture 
has  had  a  great  effect  upon  Catholics  who  have  seen  it,  in 
softening  the  bigotry  with  which  they  regarded  the  early 
reformers ;  and  if  so,  it  is  a  triumphant  proof  how  much 
Art  can  effect  in  the  cause  of  truth  and  humanity. 

The  Eschernheim  Tower,  at  the  entrance  of  one  of  the 
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city  gatcB,  Is  nnivcrBally  admired  by  straiigrcrs,  on  actonnt 
of  its  picturesque  appearance,  overgrown  with  ivy  and  ter- 
minated by  tlio  little  pointed  tTiiTctg,  wlucL  one  sees  si> 
often  in  Germany,  on  buildings  three  or  four  centuries  old. 
There  are  five  other  watch-towers  of  eimilar  form,  which 
stand  on  different  sides  of  tho  city,  at  the  distance  of  a  mile 
or  two,  and  generally  upon  an  eminence  overlooking  the 
conntry.  They  were  erected  several  centuries  ago,  to  dis- 
cern from  afar  the  approach  of  an  enemy,  and  protect  tlia 
caravans  of  merchants,  which  at  that  time  travelled  from 
city  to  city,  from  the  attacks  of  robbers.  The  Escbem- 
heim  Tower  is  interesting  from  another  circumstance, 
which,  whether  true  or  not,  is  universally  believed.  Wlicn 
Frankfort  was  under  the  sway  of  a  prince,  a  Swiss  hunter, 
for  some  civil  offence,  was  condemned  to  die.  Ho  begged 
his  life  from  the  prince,  who  granted  it  only  on  condition  that 
he  should  fire  tho  figure  9  with  his  viflo  through  the  vane 
of  this  tower.  He  agreed,  and  did  it;  and  at  the  present 
time,  one  can  distinguish  a  rude  0  on  the  vane,  as  if  cut 
with  bullets,  while  two  or  three  marks  at  the  side  appear  to 
be  from  stray  sliots. 

The  promise  of  spring,  which  lately  visited  us,  was  not 
destmed  for  fullilnient.  Shortly  aftei-wards  it  grew  coid 
agtun,  with  a  succession  of  snows  and  sharp  northerly  winds. 
Such  weather  at  the  commencement  of  spring  is  not  uncom- 
mon in  America  ;  but  hero  they  say  there  has  not  been  snch 
a  winter  known  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years.  In  the  north 
of  PniBHia  many  persons  have  been  starved  to  death  on  ac- 
count of  provisious  becoming  scarce.  Among  the  Hartz 
Also,  the  suffering  is  very  great.     We  saw  something  of  the 
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misery  even  bcrr.  It  was  painful  to  walk  throngli  tLo 
streets  and  see  so  many  faces  bearing  plainly  the  marks  of 
want,  60  many  pale,  hollow^yed  creatures,  with  sufFering 
vnitten  on  every  feature.  We  were  assailed  vitb  petitions 
for  help,  which  coaldnot  be  relieved,  thongb  it  pained  and 
saddened  (be  hefut  to  deny.  The  women,  too.  labor  liko 
brutes,  day  after  day.  Hany  of  them  appear  cheerful 
and  contented,  and  are,  no  doutit,  tolerably  happy,  for  the 
Germans  ha^-e  all  true,  warm  hearts,  and  are  faithful  to  one 
another,  as  far  as  poverty  will  permit ;  hut  one  caunot  see 
old,  grey-headed  women,  carrying  loads  on  their  heads  as 
heavy  as  themselves,  exposed  to  all  kinds  of  weather  and 
working  from  morning  till  night,  without  pity  and  indig- 
nation. 

So  nnnsnnlty  severe  has  been  the  weather,  that  the  deer 
mid  hares  in  the  mouuiains  near,  came  nearly  starved,  and 
quite  tamed  by  hunger,  into  the  villages  to  hunt  food.  The 
people  fed  them  every  day,  and  also  carried  grain  into  the 
fields  for  the  partridges  and  pheasants,  which  flew  np  to 
them  like  domestic  fowls.  The  poor  ravens  made  me  really 
sad ;  some  lay  dead  in  the  fields  and  many  came  into  the 
dty  perfectly  tame,  flying  along  the  Main  with  wings  hardly 
Etrorg  enongh  to  bear  up  their  skeleton  bodies.  The  Storks 
catne  at  the  usual  lime,  but  went  hack  ag^.  1  hope  the 
year's  blessing  has  not  departed  with  them,  according  to  the 
old  German  superstition. 

I  have  parsed  Ae  winter  days  in  an  almost  unbroken 
routine  of  study,  relieved  by  a  daily  stroU  throngli  the  city 
and  suharhs.  with  an  occasional  ^iat  to  the  Opera,  the  Art 
Ins^tQte,  the  Ijbraiy  and  Uoseum,  or  a  cheerful  social  evoD- 
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iiig  in  tliii  ftuiiily  of  Ilerr  S .  Frankfort  is  now  as  fami- 
liar ti)  me  as  my  own  liome,  and  I  have  so  completely 
i  tho  German  nature  that  I  have  totally  lost  the  con- 
f  being  a  foreigner.  I  begin  to  long  for  the 
spring,  in  order  to  shoulder  my  knapsack  once  more,  and 
wander  off  to  the  thousand  marvels  of  Europe  which  yet 
remain  unseen.  A  letter  from  homo,  received  not  long  since, 
brings  me  a  welcome  remittance  of  oue  hundred  dollars,  and 
I  can  now  look  forward  confidently  to  seeing  the  whole  of 
Germany  as  well  as  Switzerland.  Of  this  sum,  half  was 
advanced  by  Mr.  Patterson,  for  a  further  batch  of  twelvo 
letters,  and  the  other  half  by  Mr.  Graham,  for  some  poems 
which  I  forwarded  to  him.  The  former  gentleman  has  also 
agreed  to  continue  his  engagement  for  the  remainder  of  my 
stay  in  Europe.  Thank  God,  all  my  hazards  are  now  over  ! 
The  eiperiment  is  successful ;  and  I  only  need  to  exercise 
strict  economy — perhaps  endure  a  little  privation — to  accom- 
plish all  I  have  undertaken. 

"We  have  snffered  somewhat  from  the  cold  this  wintei:. 
The  room  is  heated  by  an  immense  earthenware  stove,  which 
gives  out  little  warmth  until  it  has  devoured  much  fuel,  and 
fuel  is  very  expensive  here.  Besides,  tho  draught  is  very 
imperfect,  and  sometimes  our  fire  will  not  hum  at  all.  The 
knec/U  (man-servant)  of  Herr  S ,  a  moon-faced,  blue- 
eyed  Suabian,  named  Matteus,  exhausts  much  of  hi&  energy 
upon  our  stove,  and  nothing  can  exceed  his  grin  of  triumph 
when,  after  an  hour's  labor,  he  pops  his  flaming  face  in  at 
the  door,  points  to  the  hnge  mass  of  earthenware,  and 
exclaims;  '-Da  ufaf  da  iat'a  I"  (There  itisi)  Matteua 
sometimes  hears  Herr  S 's  bony  old   scJiimmel    in  his 
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antiquated  earriago,  and  drives  ob  fonr  Americans — Mr.  Wil- 
lis, his  brotlier-in-law,  Mr.  Deunet,  B and  mysell' — around 

tlic  Biiliurba.  Nothing  can  exceed  his  gravity  and  dignity 
on  Buch  occasions.  Tliero  ia  no  other  l-necht  in  Frankfort 
who  can  drive  four  Amcrieons  through  tiie  streets,  and  Mat- 
tcus  fecla  all  the  resi)onsibility  of  his  position.  We  are  also 
great  favorites  with  all  tlie  old  market-women  in  onr  street, 
who  call  me  "  the  tall  American,"  and  Willis  "  the  handsome 

American,"  while  Ilerr  S '&  Louse    is  known  as  "the 

•X  Colony," 


March  36. 

We  iinve  hopes  of  Spring  at  List.  Three  days  ago  the 
Tain  began,  and  has  continued  with  little  intermission  until 
now.  The  air  is  warm,  tho  snow  melts,  and  every  thing 
seems  to  annoimce  that  the  lotig  winter  ia  breaking  np. 
The  Main  rises  fast,  and  rnshes  by  the  city  like  an  arrow, 
wLirUug  large  masses  of  ice  upon  the  banks.  The  hilla 
around  are  coming  out  from  nnder  the  snow,  and  the  lilac- 
buds  in  the  promenades  begin  to  expand  for  the  second  time. 

The  Fair  lias  now  eomniencod  in  earnest,  and  it  is  a  most 
singidar  and  interesting  sight.  The  open  squares  aro  filled 
with  booths,  leaving  narrow  streets  between  them,  across 
which  canvas  is  spread.  Every  booth  is  open,  and  filled 
with  a  dazzling  display  of  wares  of  all  kinds.  Merchants 
assemble  from  all  parts  of  Europe.  The  Bohemians  come 
with  their  gorgeous  crystal  ware ;  the  Nurembergors  with 
their  toys,  quaint  and  fanciful  as  the  old  city  itself;  men 
from  the  ThUringian  forest,  with  minerals  and  eanes,  and 
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traders  from  Berlin,  Vienna,  Paris,  and  Switzorlanil,  witli 
drj-gooJs  and  wares  of  all  kinds.  Near  the  Esehniigc  are 
two  or  three  companies  of  Tyrolese,  wlio  attract  mach  of  lay 
attention.  Their  coatuine  is  esceedingly  picturesque.  The 
men  liave  all  splendM  manly  figures,  and  honor  and  bravery 
are  written  on  their  countenances.  0$e  of  the  girls  is  a 
charming  mountain  maiden,  and  with  her  pointed,  broad- 
brimmed  black  hat,  as  romantic  in  appearance  as  one  could 
desire.  The  musicians  have  arrived,  and  we  arc  entertained 
the  whole  day  long  by  wandering  Lands,  some  of  which  play 
very  finely.  The  best,  which  is  also  the  favorite  company, 
IB  from  Saxony,  called  "  The  Slountain  Boys."  Tiiey  are 
now  playing  in  our  street,  and  while  I  write,  one  of  the 
beautiful  airs  of  Norma  cornea  U]i  through  the  din  of  the 
crowd.  In  fact,  music  is  heard  all  over  the  eity,  and  the 
throngs  that  fill  every  street  with  their  variety  of  faces  and 
dresses,  somewhat  relieve  the  monotony  that  was  begiaiuiog 
to  make  Frankfort  tireanme. 

We  have  an  ever-varied  and  interesting  scene  from  our 

fcirindow.     Besides  tho  motley  crowd  of  passers-by,  there  are 

■jiooths  and  tables  stationed  thick  below.     One  man  in  par- 

i'tionlar  is  busily  engaged  in  selling  his  store  of  blacking  in  the 

auction  style,  in  a  manner  that  would  do  credit  to  a  real 

Down-easter.      He  hae  flaming  certificates  exhibited,  and 

prefaces  his  calls  to  buy  with  a  bigh-sonnding  description  of 

its  wonderful  qualities.     He  has  a  bench  in  front,  where  he 

tests  it  on  tho  shoes  of  his  custnmcrs,  or  if  none  of  these  are 

[iBpoHcd  to  try  it,  on  his  own,  which  shine  bko  mirrors.     So 

■  rattles  on  with  amaaing  fluency  in  French,  German,  and 

talian,  and  this,  with  his  black  beai-d  and  moustache,  and 
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liis  polite,  grticoful  mannrr,  keeps  a 
around  li'mi,  so  thiit  the  wonderful  blat 
as  he  can  sajiplj  it. 


Old  Winter's  pfilea  are  sliul  close  beliind  us,  and  the  sun 
looks  iliiwn  with  his  summer  countenance.  The  air,  after 
the  long  cold  rain,  is  like  that  of  Paradise,  All  things  are 
gay  and  bright,  and  every  body  is  in  motion.  ■  Spring  com- 
menced with  yesterday  in  earnest,  and  lo  !  before  night  the 
rnads  were  dry  and  fine  as  if  there  had  been  no  rmn  for  a 
month  i  and  the  gardeners  dug  and  planted  in  ground  which, 
eight  (lays  before,  was  covered  with  snow  1 

After  Laving  lived  through  the  longest  winter  here,  for 
one  hundred  and  fifty  years,  we  were  destined  to  witness  the 
greatest  flood  for  sixty,  and  little  lower  than  any  within  the 
last  three  hundred  years.  On  the  28th  of  March,  the  river 
ovei-flooded  the  high  pier  along  the  Main,  and  rising  higher 
and  higher,  began  to  come  into  the  gates  and  alleys.  Before 
night  the  whole  bank  was  covered,  and  the  water  intruded 
into  some  of  the  booths  in  the  RiJmerberg.  When  I  went 
there  the  next  morning,  it  was  a  sorrowful  sight.  Persons 
were  inside  the  gate  with  boats ;  so  rapidly  had  it  risen, 
that  many  of  the  merchants  had  no  time  to  move  their  wares, 
and  must  suffer  great  damage.  They  were  at  work  rescuing 
what  property  could  be  seized  in  haste,  and  constructing 
passages  into  the  houses  which  were  surrounded.  No  one 
seemed  to  think  of  buyiug  or  selling,  but  only  on  the  best 
method  of  escaping  the  danger.     Along  the  Main  it  was  stil] 
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worse.  From  the  water-gauge,  it  had  risen  sorenteen  feet 
shove  its  usual  level,  and  the  nrthes  of  the  bridge  were  filled 
nearly  to  the  top.  At  the  Upper-Main  gate,  every  thing 
was  flooded — houses,  gardens,  workshops.  &c. ;  the  watei 
had  even  overrun  the  meadows  above  and  attacked  the  city 
from  behind,  so  that  a  part  of  the  beautiftil  promenades  lay 
deep  under  water.  On  the  other  side,  wo  could  see  houses 
standing  in  it  up  to  the  roof.  It  came  up  through  the  sowers 
into  the  middle  of  Frankfort ;  a  largo  body  of  men  were 
kept  at  work  constructing  slight  bridges  to  walk  on,  and 
transporting  boats  to  places  where  they  were  needed.  This 
was  all  done  at  the  espense  of  the  city,  and  the  greatest 
readiness  was  everywhere  manifested  to  render  all  possiblo 
assistance.  In  the  Fischergasae,  I  saw  them  taking  provi- 
sions to  the  people  in  boats  ;  one  man  even  fastened  a  loaf 
of  bread  to  the  end  of  a  broomstick  and  reached  it  across  tlie 
narrow  street  from  an  upper  story  window,  to  ihe  neighbor 
opposite.  News  came  that  Hausi'u,  a  village  towards  tha 
Taunus,  about  two  miles  distant,  was  quite  under  water,  and 
that  the  people  clang  to  the  roofs  and  cried  for  help;  but  it 
was  fortunately  false.  About  noon,  cannon  shots  were 
heard,  and  twenty  boats  were  sent  out  from  the  city. 

In  the  afternoon  I  ascended  the  tower  of  the  Cathedral, 
which  commands  a  wide  view  of  the  valley,  up  and  down, 
Just  above  the  city  the  plain  resembled  a  small  lake — be- 
tween two  and  three  miles  wide.  A  row  of  new-built  houses 
stretched  into  it  like  a  long  promontory,  and  in  the  middle, 
like  an  island,  stood  a  couutry-se.af  with  large  ont-buildings- 
The  river  sent  a  long  arm  out  below,  that  reached  up  through 
the  meadows  behind  the  city,  as  if  to  clasp  it  all  and  bear  it 
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nwHj  tngcthiT.  A  Iioitvy  sform  was  raging  along  tiie  wliolo 
extent  of  the  Taiinus ;  liut  n  raiiiliow  gtuod  in  the  eastern 
akj.  I  tlinught  of  ita  pi'uuiise,  and  Impcil,  for  tbe  sake  of 
the  hundreds  of  ponr  pcojilo  who  were  siilfcnug  by  tlio 
waters,  that  it  might  horahl  their  fall. 

AVe  afterwards  went  over  to  Sachseiihausen,  which  was.  if 
possible,  in  a  still  more  unfortunate  condition.  The  watci 
had  penetrated  the  passages  and  sewers,  and  from  these 
leaped  and  rushed  up  into  tho  streets,  as  out  of  a  lountaia. 
.  The  houses  next  to  the  Main,  which  were  first  filled,  poured 
torrents  out  of  the  doors  and  windows  into  the  street 
below.  These  people  were  nearly  nil  poor,  and  could  ill 
alTord  the  loss  of  time  and  damage  of  property.  The  atream 
was  filled  with  wood  and  hoards,  and  even  whole  roofs,  with 
the  tiles  on,  went  floating  down.  The  bridge  was  crowded 
witli  people ;  one  saw  everywhere  mouniful  countenances, 
and  heard  lamentations  over  the  catastrophe.  After  sunset, 
a  great  cloud,  filling  half  the  sky,  hung  above  ;  the  reflec- 
tion of  its  glowing  crimson  tint,  joined  to  tbe  brown  hue  of 
the  water,  made  the  river  seem  like  a  current  of  fire. 

What  a.  difference  a  little  simshiue  makes  I  I  could  have 
forgotten  the  season  the  nest  day,  but  for  tbe  hare  trees  and 
ewelling  Main,  as  I  threaded  my  way  through  the  hundreds 
of  people  who  thronged  its  banks.  It  was  that  soft  warmth 
that  comes  with  the  first  spring  days,  relaxing  the  body  and 
casting  a  dreamy- hue  over  the  mind.  I  leaned  over  the 
bridge  in  the  full  eiijoymeut  of  it,  and  listening  to  the  roar- 
ing of  the  water  under  the  arcbos,  forgot  every  thing  else  fo( 
a  time.  It  was  aninsiug  to  walk  up  and  down  the  pier  and 
look  at  the  countenances  passing  by,  while  the  fancy  was 
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ever  ready,  weaving  n  talc  for  cacli.  My  favorite  Tyrolcse 
vera  tbcre,  and  I  saw  a  Greek  leaning  over  the  stone  bains- 
trade,  wearing  tlie  red  cap  and  wliite  frock,  and  with  the 
long  dark  hair  nud  fiery  eye  of  the  Orient.  I  conid  not  but 
wonder,  as  lie  looked  at  the  dim  hills  of  the  Odenwald, 
along  the  eastern  horizon,  whether  thoy  called  up  in  hia 
mind  the  purple  isles  of  his  native  Archipelago. 

The  general  character  of  a  nation  is  plainly  stamped  on 
the  couJitenanccs  of  its  people.  One  who  notices  the  faces 
in  the  streets,  can  soon  distinguish,  by  the  glance  lie  gives 
in  passing,  the  Englishman  or  the  Frenchman  from  the 
German,  and  the  Christian  from  the  Jew.  Not  less  striking 
is  the  diiference  of  expression  between  the  Germans  them- 
elves  ;  and  in  places  where  all  classes  of  people  are  drawn 
Btogether,  it  is  interesting  to  observe  how  accurately  tliese 
stinctions  are  drawn.  The  boys  have  generally  handsome, 
intelligent  faces,  and  like  all  boys,  they  are  full  of  life  and 
spiritv  for  they  know  nothing  of  the  laws  by  which  their 
country  is  chained  down,  and  would  not  care  for  them,  if 
they  did.  Bnt  with  the  exception  of  the  students,  who  talk, 
at  least,  of  Liberty  and  Right,  the  young  men  lose  this  spirit, 
g  mud  at  last  settle  down  into  the  calm,  cautious,  apathetic  citi- 
One  distingnishes  an  Englishman  or  an  American,  also, 
lis  respect,  very  easily  ;  the  former,  moreover,  by  a  cer- 
tein  cold  stateliness  and  reserve.  There  if 
B«vcr,  about  a  Jew,  whether  English  or  Gi 

inguishes  him  from  all  other 
^&ces,  there  is  a  family  character 


3th  ing,  how- 
I,  which  dis- 
However  different  their 
which  runs  through  the 


f  Irholo  of  tlicrn.      It  lies  principally  in  their  high  cheek, 
f  lones,  prominent  nose,  and  thin,  compressed  lips  ;  whicli,  es- 
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peciallj  in  elderly  men,  gives  a  iictuliar  niisortj-  cx|irpssion 
tliat  is  unmistakable 

I  regret  to  say,  one  looks  almost  in  vain,  in  flormnny,  for 
a  liandsome  female  countenance.  Here  and  there,  perhaps, 
is  a  woroan  with  regular  features,  but  that  intellectual  ex- 
pression, which  gives  such  a  chann  to  the  most  common  face- 
is  wanting.  I  have  seen  more  beautiful  women  in  one  iiigLt, 
in  a  public  assembly  in  America,  than  during  the  seven 
months  I  have  been  on  the  Continent.  Some  of  the  young 
Jewesses,  in  Frankfort,  are  considered  Landsoiao,  but  their 
features  soon  become  too  strongly  marked.  In  a  public 
walk  the  number  of  positively  ugly  faces  ia  really  astw 
nishing. 

About  ten  o'clock  that  night,  I  heard  a  noise  of  persons 
runntog  in  the  street,  and  going  to  the  Riiroerberg,  found  the 
water  had  risen,  all  at  once,  much  higher,  and  was  still  rapid- 
ly increasing.  People  were  settiug  iijt  torclies  and  length- 
ening the  rafts,  wbicii  liad  been  already  formed.  The  lower 
part  of  the  city  was  a  real  Venice — the  streets  were  full  of 
boats,  and  people  could  even  row  about  in  their  own  Louses ; 
though  it  was  not  quite  so  had  as  the  flood  in  G  eorgia,  where 
they  went  vp  stairs  to  hv(l  in  bonta  !  Persons  were  calling 
in  all  directions — "  The  water !  the  water  I  it  rises  continu- 
ally !"  The  river  niabed  tlirougb  the  arches  of  the  bridge, 
foaming  and  dashing  with  a  noise  like  thunder,  and  the  red 
light  of  the  torches  along  the  shore  cast  a  flickering  glare  on 
the  troubled  waves.  It  was  then  twenty-one  feet  above  its 
usual  level.  Men  were  hnsy  all  around,  carrying  boats  and 
ladders  to  the  places  most  threatened,  or  emptying  cellars 
into  which  It  was  penetrating.      The  sudden  swelling  was 
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occasioned  by  tlie  coming  down  of  the  floods  from  the  motin- 
taiiiB  of  Spessart. 

Part  of  the  npper  quay  crnckod  next  morning  and 
threatened  to  fall  in,  and  one  of  the  projecting  piers  of  the 
bridge  sank  away  three  or  four  uiches  from  the  main  body. 
In  Sachsenhaiisen  the  desolation  occasioned  by  the  flood  is 
absolutely  frightful ;  several  bouses  have  fallen  into  total 
fuin.  All  husinesB  was  stopped  for  the  day  ;  the  Exchange 
was  even  shut  up.  As  the  city  depends  almost  entirely  on 
pumps  for  ita  supply  of  water,  and  these  were  filled  with  tlio 
flood,  we  have  been  drinking  the  mnddy  eniTcnt  of  the  Main 
ever  since.  The  damage  to  goods  is  very  great.  The  fair 
was  stopped  at  once,  and  the  loss  in  this  respect  alone,  must 
be  several  millions  of  florins.  The  water  began  to  fall  on 
tiie  Ist,  and  has  now  sunk  about  ten  feet,  so  that  most  of 
the  houses  are  again  released,  though  in  a  bad  condition. 

Yesterday  afternoon,  as  I  was  sitting  in  my  room,  writing, 
I  heard  all  at  once  an  explosion  like  a  cannon  in  the  street, 
followed  by  loud  and  continued  screams.  Looking  out  of 
the  window,  I  saw  the  people  nishing  by  with  goods  in 
their  arms,  some  wringing  their  hands  and  crying,  others 
running  in  all  directions.  Imagining  that  it  was  nothing 
less  than  the  tumhliug  down  of  one  of  the  old  houses,  we 
ran  down  and  saw  a  shop  a  few  doors  off,  wrapped  in  flames. 
The  windows  were  bursting  out,  and  the  mingled  mass  of 
smoke  and  red  flame  reached  half  way  across  the  street. 
We  learned  afterwards  that  it  was  occasioned  by  the  explo- 
sion of  a  jar  of  miphtha,  which  instantly  enveloped  the  whole 
room  in  fire,  the  people  barely  escaping  in  time.  The  per- 
sons who  bad  booths  near  were  standing  Gtill  in  despaii; 
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wliile  tlic  flames  were  Ijeginning  to  touch  their  property.  A 
few  butehei's  who  first  came  ii]),  did  almost  everything.  A 
fire-engiiic  arrived  bood,  but  it  was  ten  minutes  before  it 
begau  to  play,  and  by  that  time  the  flumoa  were  coming  out 
of  the  upper  stories.  Then  the  supply  of  water  soon  failed, 
and  though  another  engine  came  np  shortly  after,  it  was 
some  time  before  it  could  be  p«t  in  order,  so  that  by  t!ie  time 
they  got  fairly  to  work,  the  fire  had  made  ita  way  nearly 
through  the  Louse.  The  water  was  first  brought  in  barrels 
drawn  by  liorses,  until  some  officer  came  and  opened  tbe 
tire-plug.  The  police  were  busy  at  work  seizing  those  who 
came  by  and  setting  them  to  work  ;  and  aa  the  alarm  bad 
drawn  a  great  many  together,  tbey  at  laet  begau  to  effect 
something,  All  the  military  are  obliged  to  turn  out,  and  the 
officers  appeared  eager  to  use  their  authority  while  they 
could,  for  every  one  was  ordering  and  commanding,  till  it 
became  a  scone  of  perfect  coufiiBioa  and  uproar.  I  conld  not 
kelp  laughing  heartily,  so  ludicrous  was  the  spectacle. 
There  were  little  miserable  engines,  not  much  bigger  than  a 
band-cart,  and  looking  as  if  they  bad  not  been  used  for  half 
a  century,  the  Imrscs  running  backwards  "and  forwards, 
dragging  barrels  which  were  emptied  into  tubs,  after  which 
the  water  was  finally  dipped  up  in  buckets,  and  emptied 
into  the  engines !  These  niacbinea  can  only  play  into  the 
second  or  third  story,  after  whicli  the  hose  waa  taken  up 
into  the  bouses  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  and  made 
to  play  acrosa.  After  four  hours  the  fire  was  overcome,  the 
bouse  being  thoroughly  hnmt  out ;  it  happened  to  have 
double  fire-walls,  which  prevented  the  adjoining  buildinga 
from  catching  easily. 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

THE     SPEAKING     DEAF MENDELSSOHN. 

The  Beauty  of  Spring— -Tlio  Frankfort  Cemetery— Precautions  against  Burying 
Alive — Monument  by  Thorwaldscn — The  Speaking  Deaf— Manner  of  Healing  tliem 
— Story  of  a  Boy — ^Tho  Hall  of  tlic  Emprrors — Mtndclssoliu,  tlie  Composer — Seeing 
liim  in  a  Crowd — Interview  with  liim — His  Personal  Appearance  and  Conversation. 

Frankfort,  April  20,  1845. 
It  is  now  a  luxury  to  breathe.  These  spring  days  are  the 
perfection  of  delightful  weather.  Imagine  the  delicious 
temperature  of  our  Indian  summer  joined  to  the  life  and 
freshness  of  spring,  add  to  this  a  sky  of  the  purest  azure, 
and  a  breeze  filled  with  the  odor  of  violets, — the  most 
exquisite  of  all  perfumes, — and  you  will  have  some  idea  of 
it.  The  meadows  are  beginning  to  bloom,  and  I  have 
already  heard  the  larks  singing  high  up  in  the  sky.  Those 
•  sacred  birds,  the  storks,  have  returned  and  taken  possession 
of  their  old  nests  on  the  chimney-tops.  They  are  some- 
times seen  walking  about  in  the  fields,  with  a  very  grave 
and  serious  air,  as  if  conscious  of  the  estimation  in  which 
they  are  held.  Everybody  is  out  in  the  open  air;  the 
woods,   although   they   still  look  wintry,   are  filled  with 
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people,  and  the  boatmen  on  the  Main  arc  liusj-  ferrying  guy 
parties  across.  The  Bpring  has  been  so  long  in  coming, 
tliat  all  are  determined  to  enjoy  it  well  while  it  lasts. 

We  visited  the  Cemetery  a  few  days  ago.  The  dead- 
house,  where  corpses  are  placed  in  Iho  hope  of  resnacita- 
tion,  is  an  appendage  to  cemeteries  found  only  in  Germany. 
We  were  shown  into  a  narrow  chamber,  on  each  side  of 
which  were  six  cells,  into  which  one  could  distinctly  see,  by 
means  of  a  large  plate  of  glass.  In  each  of  these  is  a  bier 
for  the  body,  directly  above  which  hangs  a  cord,  having  on 
tbe  end  ton  thimbles,  which  are  put  upon  the  fingers  of  the 
corpse,  BO  that  the  slightest  motion  strikes  a  bell  in  the 
watchman's  mora.  Lamps  are  h'gbtcd  at  night,  and  in 
winter  the  rooms  are  warmed.  Tu  the  watchman's  chamber 
stands  a  clock  with  a  dial  of  twcnty-fuur  hoots,  and  oppo- 
site every  hour  is  a  little  plate,  which  can  only  be  moved 
two  minutes  before  it  strikes.  If  then  the  watchman  has 
slept  or  neglected  his  duty  at  that  time,  he  cannot  move  it 
afterwards,  and  his  neglect  is  seen  by  the  superintendent. 
In  such  case,  ho  is  severely  fined,  and  for  the  second  or 
third  offence,  dismissed.  There  are  other  rooms  adjoining, 
containing  beds,  baths,  galvanic  battery,  5:c.  Kevortheless, 
they  say  there  has  been  no  resuscitation  during  the  fifteen 
years  since  the  Cemetery  has  been  opened. 

We  afterwards  went  to  the  end  of  the  Cemetery  to  see 
tho  bas-reliefs  of  Thorwaldsen,  in  the  vault  of  the  Bethmann 
family.  They  arc  three  in  number,  representing  the  death 
of  a  son  of  the  present  banker,  Morita  von  Bethmann,  who 
was  drowned  in  the  Aruo  about  fourteen  yeai's  ago.  The 
middle  one  represents  the  young  man  drooping  in  his  chair, 
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.the  beautiful  Cireek  Aiigel  of  Detitli  stamling  at  his  back, 
I  irith  one  aiin  over  his  shoulder,  while  his  younger  brother 
I  is  sustaining  him,  ami  receiviug  the  wreath  that  drops  from 
Lis  sinking  hand.  The  young  woman  who  showed  us  these 
told  us  of  Thorwaldaeu'a  visit  to  Frankfort,  about  three 
years  ago.  She  ilescribed  him  as  a  beautiful  and  venerable 
old  matk,  with  long  white  locks  hanging  over  his  shoulder, 
and  still  \'igorou3  and  active  For  his  years.  There  Bccms  to 
have  been  much  resemblance  between  him  and  Daniiecker — 
not  only  in  personal  appearance  and  character,  but  in  the 
simple  and  classical  beauty  of  their  works. 

On  our  return  to  the  city  wo  visited  the  Institute  for  tiie 
Deaf;  for  by  the  new  method  of  teaching  they  arc  uo  longer 
duinh.  It  is  a  handsome  building  in  the  gardens  skirting  the 
city.  Wo  applied,  and  on  learning  we  were  strangers,  they 
gave  us  permission  to  enter.  The  instructress  took  us  into 
a  room  where  about  fifteen  small  children  were  assembled, 
and  addressing  one  of  the  girls,  said  in  a  distinct  tone : 
"  These  gentlemen  arc  from  America ;  tho  deaf  children 
there  speak  with  their  fingers — canst  thou  speak  so  1"  To 
which  the  child  answered  distinctly,  but  with  some  effort : 
"  No,  we  speak  with  our  mouths."  She  then  spoke  to  seve- 
ral others  with  the  same  success;  one  of  the  boys,  in  parti- 
cular, articulated  with  astonishing  fluency.  It  was  interest- 
ing to  watch  their  countenances,  which  were  alive  with 
eager  attention,  and  to  see  the  apparent  efforts  they  made 
,  to  utter  the  worda.  They  spoke  in  a  monotonous  tone, 
I  slowly  and  deliberately,  but  their  voices  had  a  strange, 
[  sepulchral  sound,  which  was  at  first  unpleasant  to  tho  car. 
I  put  one  or  two  (jucstions  to  a  little  boy,  which  he  answered 
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quite  rcaJilj-  (  as  I  n-as  a  foreigner,  lliis  was  iLc  best  lest 
that  could  be  given  of  tbo  siiccess  of  the  method.  "W'e  con- 
versed afterwards  witli  the  director,  who  received  us  kindly, 
and  Appointed  a  day  for  us  to  come  and  boo  the  Bystcm  more 
fully.  lie  spoke  of  Dr.  Howo  and  Ilorace  Mann,  of  Bos- 
ton, and  seemed  to  take  a  great  interest  in  the  introduction 
of  this  system  into  America. 

We  went  again  at  the  appointed  time,  and  as  their  draw- 
ing teacher  was  there,  we  bad  an  opportunity  of  looking 
over  their  sketches,  which  were  excellent.  The  director 
showed  us  the  manner  of  teaching  them,  by  means  of  a  look- 
ing-glaas,  in  which  they  were  shown  the  diiforent  positions 
of  the  organs  of  the  mouth,  and  aftcrwartls  made  to  feel  the 
vibrations  of  tbo  throat  and  breast,  produced  by  the  sound. 
He  took  ono  of  tbo  youngest  scholars,  covered  her  eyes,  and 
placing  ber  hand  upon  his  throat,  articulated  the  second  sound 
of  A.  She  followed  him,  making  the  sound  softer  or  louder 
as  he  did.  All  the  consonants  were  recognized  and  repeated 
distinctly,  by  placing  ber  band  before  his  mouth.  Their  ex- 
ercises in  reading,  speaking  with  one  another,  and  writing 
from  dictation,  succeeded  perfectly.  Ho  treated  them  as  if 
they  were  his  own  children,  and  sought  ^3y  jesting  and  play- 
ing, to  make  tbo  exercise  appear  like  sport.  They  call  bini 
father,  and  appear  to  be  much  attached  to  him. 

One  of  the  piipils,  about  fourteen  years  old,  interpsted  me 
through  hia  history.  He  and  his  sister  were  found  in  Sach- 
senhausen,  by  a  Frankfort  merchant,  in  a  horrible  condition. 
Their  mother  bad  died  about  two  years  and  a  half  before, 
and  during  all  that  time  their  father  had  neglected  them, 
nnti!  they  were  near  dead  through  privation  and  filth.     The 
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boy  was  placed  in  fliis  Institute,  ami  tlic  girl  in  that  of  the 
Orphans.  He  soon  began  to  show  a  talent  for  modelling 
figures,  and  for  eome  time  he  Las  been  studying  under  the 
sculptor  Launitz.  I  saw  a  beautiful  copy  of  a  Laa-relief  of 
Thorwaldson  which  ho  made,  as  well  aa  an  original,  very 
interesting,  from  its  illustration  of  his  own  liistory.  It  was 
in  two  parts  [  the  first  represented  himself  and  his  sister, 
kneeling  in  misery  beftire  a  ruined  tamily  altar,  by  which  an 
angel  was  standing,  who  took  fiim  by  one  hand,  and  pointed 
to  his  benefactor,  standing  near.  The  other  represented  the 
two  kneeling  in  gratitude  before  a  restored  altar,  on  which 
was  the  anchor  of  Ilope.  From  above  streamed  down  a 
light,  where  two  angels  were  rejoicing  over  their  happiness. 
For  a  boy  of  fourteen,  dejmved  of  one  of  the  most  valu- 
able senses,  and  taken  from  such  a  horrible  condition  of 
life,  it  is  a  surprising  work,  and  giv&a  brilliant  hopes  for  hU 

We  went  lately  into  the  Romerberg,  to  see  the  Kaisersaal 
and  the  other  rooms  formerly  nsed  by  the  old  Emperors  of 
Germany,  and  their  Senates.  The  former  is  now  in  the 
process  of  restoration.  The  ceiling  is  in  the  goigeous  illu- 
minated style  of  the  middle  ages ;  along  each  side  are  rows 
of  niches  for  the  portraits  of  the  Emperors,  which  have  been 
painted  by  the  best  artists  in  Bci-lin,  Dresden,  Vienna  and 
Munich.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  number  of  the  original 
niches  in  the  old  hall  should  exactly  correspond  with  the 
number  of  the  German  Emperors,  so  that  the  portrait  of  the 
Emperor  Francis  of  Austria,  who  was  the  last,  will  close  the 
long  rank  coming  down  from  Charlemagne.  The  pictures, 
or  at  least  such  of  them  as  ai'e  already  finished,  are  kept  in 
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another  room  ;  tlipy  give  one  a  good  idea  of  tlie  clianging 
styles  of  royal  costumes,  from  the  etcel  stiirt  and  helmet  to 
the  jewelled  diadem  and  velvet  robe.  I  looked  with  interest 
on  n  painting  of  Freileric  Barbarossa,  by  Lessing,  and  mused 
over  tlie  popular  tradition  that  be  sits  witb  his  paladins  in  a 
moantnin  cave  under  the  Castle  of  Kyffhauser,  ready  to 
come  forth  and  assist  his  Fatherland  in  the  hour  of  need. 
There  was  the  sturdy  form  of  Maximilian  ;  the  martial  Con- 
tad  i  and  Ottos,  Siegfrieds  and  Sigismunds  in  plenty — many 
of  whom  moved  a  nation  in  their  day,  but  arc  now  dust  and 
almost  forgotten. 

Mendelssohn,  one  of  the  greatest  living  composers,  has 
been  spending  the  winter  here,  and  I  lia^-e  been  fortunate 
enough  to  see  bim  twiee.  One  simny  day,  three  weeks  ago, 
when  all  tbo  population  of  Frankfort  turned  out  upon  the 
budding  promenades  and  the  broad  nuays  along  the  Main, 
to  enjoy  the  first  spring  weather,  I  went  on  my  usual  after- 
noon stroll,  witb  my  friend  Willis,  whose  glowing  talk  con- 
cerning his  art  is  quite  as  refreshing  to  me  after  the  day's 
study  in  the  gloomy  Markt-platz,  as  are  the  bine  hills  of 
Spessart,  which  we  see  from  the  bridge  over  the  river.  As 
we  were  threading  the  crowd  of  boatmen,  Tyrolese,  Sua- 
biaus,  and  Bohemians,  on  the  quay,  my  eye  was  caught  by 
a  man  who  came  towards  us,  and  whose  face  and  air  were  in 
such  striking  contrast  to  those  ahout  him,  that  my  whole 
attention  was  at  once  fixed  upon  him.  He  was  simply  and 
rather  negligently  dressed  in  dark  elotb,  with  a  cravat  tied 
loosely  ahout  his  neck.  His  beard  had  evidently  not  been 
touched  for  two  or  three  days,  and  his  black  hair  was  long 
and  frowzed  by  the  wind.     His  eyes,  which  were  large. 
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dark,  and  kindling;,  were  directed  forward  and  lifted  in  the 
abstraction  of  some  absorLing  tliongbt,  and  as  he  passed,  I 
heard  Lim  singing  to  liimHclf  in  a  voico  deep  but  not  loud, 
and  yet  with  a  far  different  tone  from  that  of  one  who  hums 
a  careless  air  as  he  walks.  But  a  few  notes  caught  my  ear, 
yet  I  remember  thoir  sound,  elevated  and  with  that  scareely 
perceptible  vibration  which  betrays  a  feeling  below  the 
soul's  surface,  as  distinctly  now  as  at  the  time.  Willis 
grasped  my  ann  quickly,  and  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Mendels- 
sohn !  "  I  turned  hastily,  and  looked  after  him  as  he  went 
down  the  quay,  apparently  but  half  conscious  of  the  stirring 
scenes  around  him.  I  could  easily  imagine  how  the  balmy, 
indolent  sensation  in  the  air,  bo  like  a  soothing  and  tran- 
quilliKiug  strain  of  music,  should  have  led  him  into  the  serene 
and  majestic  realm  of  his  own  creations. 

It  was  something  to  have  seen  a  man  of  genius  thus 
alone  and  in  communion  with  his  inspired  thoughts,  and  I 
could  not  repress  a  feeling  of  pleasure  at  the  idea  of  having 
unconsciously  acknowledged  his  character  before  I  knew 
his  name.  After  this  passing  glimpse,  this  flash  of  him, 
however,  came  the  natural  desire  to  see  his  features  in 
repose,  and  obtain  some  impression  of  his  personality.  An 
opportunity  Boon  occurred.  The  performance  of  his  "  Wal- 
purgisnacht,"  by  the  Ca;cilicn-Verein,  a  day  or  two  there- 
after, increased  the  enthusiasm  I  bad  before  felt  for  his 
works,  and  full  of  the  recollection  of  its  sublime  Druid 
choruses,  I  wrote  a  few  lines  to  him,  espressive  of  the 
delight  they  had  given  me,  and  of  my  wish  to  possess  his 
name  in  antogrnph,  that  I  might  take  to  America  some 
acted  with  their  remembrance.      The  next  day  I 
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received  a  very  kind  note  in  reply,  enclosing  a  manuscript 
score  of  a  cliorus  from  the  "  Walpurgisnaclit." 

Summoning  up  my  courage  the  next  morning,  I  decided 
on  calling  upon  him  in  person,  feeling  certain  that  he  would 
understand  the  motive  which  prompted  me  to  take  such  a 
liberty.      I  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  his  residence  in  the 
Bochenheimer  Gasse,  in  the  western  part  of  the  city.      The 
servant  ushered  me  into  a  handsomely  furnished  room,  with 
a  carpet,  an  unusual  thing  in  German  houses ;  a  grand  piano 
occupied  one  side  of  the  apartment.      These  struck  my  eye 
on  entering,  but    my    observation   was   cut    short    by    the 
appearance  of  Mendelssohn.     A  few  words  of  introduction 
served  to  remove  any  embarrassment  I  might  have  felt  on 
account   of  my  unceremonious  call,  and  I   was   soon   put 
entirely  at  ease  by  his  frank  and  friendly  manner.      As  he 
sat   opposite    to   me,  beside    a   small   table,'   covered   with 
articles  of  vertii,  I  was  much  struck  with  the  high  intel- 
lectual beauty  of  his  countenance.     His  forehead  is  white, 
unwrinkled,  and  expanding  above,  in  the  region  of  the  ideal 
faculties.     His  eyes  are  large,  very  dark,  and  lambent  with 
a  light  that  seemed  to  come  through  them — like  the  phos- 
phorescent gleam  on  the  ocean  at  midnight.     I  have  ob- 
served this  peculiar  character  of  the  eye  only  in  men  of  the 
highest  genius.     None  of  the  engravings  of  Mendelssohn 
which  have  yet  been  made  give  any  idea  of  the  kindling 
effect  which  is  thus  given  to  his  face.      His  nose  is  slightly 
prominent,  and  the  traces  of  his  Jewish  blood  are  seen  in 
this,  as  well  as  the  thin  but  delicate  curve  of  the  upper  lip, 
and  the  high  cheek-bones.    Yet  it  is  the  Jewish  face  softened 
and  spiritualized,  retaining  none  of  its  coarser  characteristics. 
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The  faces  of  Jewish  youth  are  of  a  rare  and  remarkable 
beauty,  but  this  is  scarcely  ever  retained  beyond  the  first 
period  of  manhood.  In  Mendelssohn,  the  perpetual  youth 
of  spirit,  which  is  the  gift  of  genius  alone,  seems  to  have 
kept  his  features  moulded  to  its  expression,  while  the 
approach  of  maturer  years  but  heightens  and  strengthens 
its  character. 

He  spoke  of  German  music,  and  told  me  I  should  hear  it  best 
performed  in  Vienna  and  Berlin.  Some  remarks  on  America 
led  him  to  speak  of  the  proposed  Musical  Festival  in  New 
York,  He  has  received  a  letter  inviting  him  to  assist  in  it, 
and  said  he  would  gladly  attend  it,  but  his  duty  to  his  family 
will  not  permit  of  his  leaving.  He  appeared  to  be  much 
gratified  by  the  invitation,  not  only  for  the  personal  appre- 
ciation which  it  implied,  but  as  a  cheering  sign  of  progress 
in  the  musical  art.  ]\Ir.  Willis,  who  met  with  Mendelssohn 
last  summer,  at  the  baths  of  Kronthal,  said  that  he  expressed 
much  curiosity  respecting  our  native  negro  melodies — which, 
after  all,  form  the  only  peculiarly  national  music  we  possess 
— and  that  he  considers  some  of  them  exceedingly  beautiful 
and  original. 

I  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  intrude  long  upon  the  morning 
hours  of  a  composer,  and  took  my  leave  after  a  short  inter- 
view. Mendelssohn,  at  parting,  expressed  his  warm  interest 
in  our  country's  progress,  especially  in  the  refined  arts,  and 
gave  me  a  kind  invitation  to  call  upon  him  in  whatever  Ger- 
man city  I  should  find  him. 
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Leaving  Frankfort— Plan  of  our  German  Tour— The  Country  in  Spring— A  "  Fighting" 
Journeyman — Giessen- The  Valley  of  the  Lahn — Foot- travelling  in  Hesse  Cassel — 
A  Village  Inn — A  Tattling  Boy — ^Mountain  Scenery — Meeting  with  Students— The 
City  of  Cassel— Carl,  the  Student— Walk  to  thoWilhelmshOhe— The  Giant's  Castle- 
Cascades  and  Fountains. 

The  day  for  leaving  Frankfort  came  at  last,  and  I  bade  adieu 
to  the  gloomy,  antique,  but  still  quaint  and  pleasant  city.  I 
felt  like  leaving  a  second  home,  so  much  had  the  memories 
of  many  delightful  hours  spent  there  attached  me  to  it :  I  shall 
long  retain  the  recollection  of  its  dark  old  streets,  its  massive 
devil-haunted  bridge  and  the  ponderous  cathedral,  telling  of 
the  times  of  the  Crusaders.  I  toiled  up  the  long  hill  on  the 
road  to  Friedberg,  and  from  the  tower  at  the  top  took  a  last 
look  at  the  distant  city,  with  a  heart  heavier  than  the  knap- 
sack whose  unaccustomed  weight  rested  uneasily  on  my 
shoulders.  Being  alone — starting  out  into  the  wide  world, 
where  as  yet  I  knew  no  one, — I  felt  much  more  deeply 
what  it  was  to  find  friends  in  a  strange  land.  But  parting 
is  the  wanderer's  lot. 


Wc  had  detenninecl  on  niaking  the  complete  tour  of  Ger- 
many on  foot,  and  in  order  to  vary  it  somewhat,  my  friend 
and  I  proposed  taking  different  routes  from  Frankfort  to 
LeipBic.  He  chose  a  eirciiitoua  course,  by  way  of  Ntircia- 
berg  and  the  Thiiringian  forests ;  while  I,  whoso  fancy  had 
ining  wild  with  Goetlie's  witches,  preferred  looking 
on  the  gloom  and  grandenr  of  the  nigged  Ilartz.  Wc  hotb 
left  Frankfort  on  the  23d  of  April,  each  bearing  a  letter  of 
introduction  to  the  same  person  in  Lcipsie,  wliere  wo  agreed 
to  meet  in  fourteen  days.  As  wo  wei-o  obliged  to  trafel  »b 
cheaply  as  possible,  I  started  with  hut  seventy-nine  florins 
(a  florin  is  forty  cents  American),  well  knowing  that  if  I  took 
more,  I  should,  in  all  probability,  spend  proportionably  more 
also.  Thus,  armed  with  my  passport,  properly  risi'd,  a  knap- 
sack weighing  fifteen  pounds  and  a  cane  from  the  Kentucky 
Mammoth  Cave,  I  began  my  lonely  walk  through  Northern 
Germany. 

The  warm  weather  of  the  week  pre\-ious  had  brought  out 
the  foliage  of  the  willows  and  other  early  trees,  and  the 
violets  and  cowslips  were  springing  up  in  the  meadows.  Keep- 
ing along  the  foot  of  the  Tauims,  I  passed  over  great,  broad 
hills,  which  were  brown  with  the  spring  ploughing,  and  by 
sunset  reached  Friedbcrg — a  large  city,  on  the  summit  of  a 
hill.  The  ueit  morning,  after  sketching  its  old,  haroni.-d 
castle,  I  crossed  the  meadows  to  Nauheim,  to  see  the  salt 
springs  there.  They  are  fifteen  in  numher ;  the  water,  whicli 
is  very  warm,  rushes  up  with  such  force  as  to  leap  sevornl 
feet  above  tlie  earth.  The  buildings  made  for  evaporation 
are  neaily  two  miles  in  length ;  and  a  walk  along  the  top 
gives  a  delightful  view  of  the  surrountling  valleys.     After 
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reacLiiig  the  clmussie  again,  I  was  hnilod  by  a  wanderin* 
journeyman  or  handwcrker,  as  they  arc  called,  who  wanted 
ccimpaiiy.  As  I  liad  concluded  to  accept  all  ofibrs  of  this 
kind,  wc  trudged  along  together  very  pleasantly.  He  was 
from  Holstein,  on  the  borders  of  Denmark, and  was  just  roturn- 
ing  home,  after  an  absence  of  a^  years,  having  escaped  firora 
Switzerland  after  the  late  battle  of  Luzerne,  which  he  had 
-witnessed.  He  had  his  knapsack  and  tools  fastened  on 
wheels,  which  ho  drew  after  liim  ijuite  conveniently.  I  could 
not  help  laughing  at  the  adroit  manner  in  which  he  begged 
L's  way  along,  through  every  village.  lie  would  ask  me  to 
go  on  and  wait  for  liim  at  the  further  end,  where  he  would 
join  me  after  a  short  delay,  with  a  handful  of  small  copper 
money,  which  he  said  he  "haAJouglitJor, — the  handworker's 
term  for  hcggcd. 

We  passed  over  long  ranges  of  hills,  with  an  occasional 
view  of  the  Vogelsgebirgc,  or  Bird's  Mountains,  far  to  the 
east.  I  knew  at  length,  by  the  pointed  summits  of  the  hills, 
that  we  were  approaching  Giessen  and  the  valley  of  the 
Lahn.  Finally,  two  sharp  peaks  appeared  in  the  distance, 
each  crowned  with  a  picturesque  fortress,  and  the  spires  of 
Giosson  rose  from  the  valley  below.  Parting  from  my 
"fighting"  companion,  I  passed  through  the  city  without 
stopping,  for  it  was  the  time  of  the  university  vacation,  and 
Dr.  Liebig,  the  world-renowned  chemist,  whom  I  desired  to 
see,  was  absent. 

Crossing  a  hill  or  two,  I  came  down  into  the  valley  of  the 
Lahn,  which  flows  throngh  meadows  of  the  brightest  green, 
with  red-roofed  cottages  nestled  among  gardoiig  and  orchards 
upon  its  banks.      The  women  here  wear  a  remarkable  cos- 


THB  TAUxr  or  JHE  LAHW,  lis 

tume,  cousisting  of  a  rod  boddico  with  wLile  sleeves,  and  a 
dozen  skii'ts,  one  above  another,  reaching  only  to  tlio  knees. 
I  slept  at  a  little  village  among  the  bills,  and  started  early 
for  Marburg.  The  meadows  were  of  the  pcrest  emeraid, 
throQgh  which  the  stream  wound  its  way,  with  even  borders, 
covered  to  the  water's  edge  with  gi-ass  so  smooth  and 
velvety,  that  a  fairy  might  have  danced  along  on  it  for  miles 
without  stumbling  over  an  uneven  tuft.  This  valley  ia  one 
of  the  most  charming  districts  in  Germany.  I  thought,  as  I 
saw  the  peaccftil  inhabitants  at  work  in  their  fields,  that  I 
bad  most  probably,  on  the  battle-field  of  Brandywuie, 
walked  over  the  bones  of  some  of  their  ancestors,  whom  a 
despotic  prince  bad  torn  from  their  happy  homes,  to  die  in 
a  distant  laud,  fighting  agMust  the  cause  of  frcedoai, 

I  now  entered  directly  into  the  heart  of  Hesso  Cassel. 
The  country  resembled  a  collection  of  Iiills  thrown  together 
in  confusion — sometimes  a  wide  plain  left  between  them, 
sometiiaee  a  cluster  of  wooded  peaks,  and  bere  and  there  a 
Bingle  pointed  summit  rising  high  above  the  rest.  The  valleys 
were  green  as  ever,  the  bill-sides  freshly  ploughed,  and  the 
forests  beginning  to  be  colored  by  the  tender  foliage  of  the 
larch  and  birch.  My  custom  was  to  walk  two  or  three 
hours  at  a  stretch,  and  then,  when  1  could  find  a  dry,  -shady 
bank,  I  would  rest  for  half  an  hour  and  finish  somo  hastily- 
sketched  landscape,  or  lie  at  fiill  length,  with  my  head  on 
my  knapsack,  and  peruse  the  countenances  of  those  passing 
by,  The  observation  which  every  traveller  escites,  soon 
ceases  to  be  embarrassing.  It  was  at  first  extremely 
unpleasant;  but  I  am  now  so  hardened,  that  the 
strange,  magnetic  inflnencc  of  the  human  eye,  which  we 
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cannot  arold  feeling,  fiiils  to  penetrate  m^  acquired  indif- 
ference. 

During  tlie  d,nj  several  showers  Ciune  by,  but  as  none  of 
them  struck  quite  to  the  skin,  I  kept  on,  aud  reached  about 
sunset  a  little  Tillage  in  the  volley,  I  chose  a  email  inn, 
which  had  an  air  of  neatness  about  it,  and  on  going  in,  the 
tidy  landlady's  "  be  you  welcome,"  as  she  biougbt  a  pair  of 
fihppera  for  my  swollen  feet,  made  me  feel  quite  at  home. 
After  being  furnished  with  eggs,  milk,  butter,  and  bread,  for 
supper,  which  I  ato  while  listening  to  an  animated  discussion 
between  the  village  Bclioolmaster  and  some  farmers,  I  was 
ushered  into  a  clean,  sanded  bc«lroom,  and  soon  forgot  all 
faUgue.  For  this,  with  breakfast  in  the  morning,  the  bill 
was  six  and  a  half  grosehon — about  sixteen  cents  !  The  air 
was  freshened  by  the  rain,  and  I  jourucyeJ  over  the  liUls  at 
a  rapid  rale.  Stopping  for  dinner  at  the  large  village  of 
Walern,  a  boy  at  the  inn  asked  me  if  I  was  going  to  Ameri- 
ca I  I  said  no,  I  came  from  there.  He  then  addressed  to 
me  many  silly  questions,  alter  which  he  ran  out  and  told  the 
people  of  the  village.  When  I  set  out  again,  the  children 
pointed  at  mo  and  cried  :  "  see  there  I  he  is  from  America  !" 
and  tile  men  took  off  their  hats  and  bowed  I 

Tlie  sky  was  stormy,  which  added  to  the  gloom  of  the 
hills  around,  although  some  of  the  distant  ranges  lay  in 
mingled  light  and  shade— the  softest  alternation  of  purple 
and  brown.  There  were  many  isolated,  rocky  hills,  two  of 
which  interested  me,  throngh  their  attendant  legends.  One 
is  said  to  have  been  the  scene  of  a  battle  between  the 
Romans  and  Germans,  where,  after  a  long  conflict,  the 
rock  opened  and  swallowed  up  the  former.      The  other, 
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whicli  is  crowned  with  a  rocky  wall,  so  like  a  ruined  fortress, 
as  at  a  distance  to  be  universally  mistaken  for  one,  tradition 
says  is  the  death-place  of  Charlemagne,  who  still  walks 
around  its  summit  every  night,  clad  in  complete  armor.  On 
ascending  a  hill  late  in  the  afternoon,  I  saw  at  a  great  dis- 
tance the  statue  of  Hercules,  which  stands  on  the  Willielms- 
Lohe,  near  Cassel.  Kight  set  in  with  a  dreary  rain,  and  I 
stopped  at  an  inn  about  five  miles  short  of  the  city.  While 
tea  was  preparing,  a  company  of  students  came  in  and  asked 
for  a  separate  room.  Seeing  I  was  alone,  they  invited  me 
to  join  them.  They  seemed  much  interested  in  America, 
and  leaving  the  table  gradually,  formed  a  ring  around  me, 
where  I  had  enough  to  do  to  talk  with  them  all  at  once. 
When  the  omnibus  came  along,  the  most  of  them  went  with 
it  to  Cassel ;  but  five  remained  and  persuaded  me  to  set  out 
with  them  on  foot.  They  insisted  on  carrying  my  knapsack 
the  whole  way,  through  the  rain  and  darkness,  and  when  I 
had  passed  the  city  gate  with  them,  unchallenged,  conducted 
me  to  the  comfortable  hotel,  "  Zur  Krone.'* 

It  is  a  pleasant  thing  to  wake  up  in  the  morning  in  a 
strange  city.  Every  thing  is  new  ;  you  walk  around  it  for 
the  first  time  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  the  novelty,  or  the 
not  less  agreeable  feeling  of  surprise,  if  it  is  different  from 
your  anticipations.  Two  of  my  friends  of  the  previous 
night  called  for  me  in  the  morning,  to  pilot  me  around  the 
city,  and  the  first  impression,  made  in  such  agreeable  com- 
pany, prepossessed  me  very  favorably.  I  shall  not,  how- 
ever, take  up  time  in  describing  its  many  sights,  particularly 
the  Frederick's  Platz,  where  the  statue  of  Frederick  the 

Second,  who  sold  ten  thousand  of  his  subjects  to  England, 
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r  years  u 


a  Gtitble 


Las  been  re-ereeted,  after  Laving  Iain 
where  it  was  thrown  by  the  French. 

I  was  much  interested  in  joang.Carl  K ,  one  of  my 

new  acquaintances.  His  generous  and  unceasing  kindness 
first  won  my  esteem,  and  I  found,  on  nearer  acquaintance, 
the  qualities  of  Lis  mind  equal  tLose  of  liis  heart.  Ho  read 
to  mo  many  beantifid  poems  of  liis  which  were  of  rEmark- 
able  merit,  considering  his  youth,  and  I  thought  I  could  read 


Uc 


presentiment  of  a 
led  as  one  I  had 


mpanied  i 


)e  in  the  after- 
of  the  Prince, 


in  bis  dark,  dreamy  eye,  tho 
power  he  does  not  yet  possess. 

He,  with  a  brother  student, 
noon  to  Wilhelmshohe, 
on  the  side  of  a  range  of  mountains  three  miles  west  of  the 
city-  The  road  leads  in  a  direct  line  to  the  summit  of  tli« 
monntmn,  which  is  thirteen  hundred  feet  in  height,  surmount- 
ed by  a  great  structure,  caUed  the  Giant's  Castle,  on  the 
summit  of  which  is  a  pyramid  ninety-six  feet  high,  support- 
ing ft  statue  of  Hercules,  copied  after  the  Famese,  and 
thirty-one  feet  in  LeigLt.  By  a  gradual  ascent  through 
beautiful  woods,  we  reached  the  princely  residence,  a  mag- 
ni6cent  mansion  standing  on  a  natural  terrace  of  the  moun- 
tain. Near  it  is  a  little  theatre  built  by  Jerome  Buonaparte, 
in  which  he  used  to  perform  occasionally.  We  looked  into 
the  green-Lfiuse  in  passing,  where  the  floral  splendor  of  every 
zone  was  combined.  There  were  lofty  lialls.  with  glass 
roofs,  where  the  orange  grew  to  a  great  tree,  and  one  could 
sit  in  myrtle  bowers,  with  the  brilliant  bloom  of  the  tro[Mca 
aronnd  him.  It  was  the  only  thing  there  I  was  guilty  of 
coveting. 


The  g^TRatcflt  curiosity  is  tlie  water-works,  wliicli  arc 
pcrliapa  uneqaalled  in  tho  wnrlil.  The  Giant's  Castle  on 
the  summit  contains  an  immense  tank  in  which  water  is 
kept  for  the  purpose,  but  un fortunately,  at  the  time  I  was 
there,  the  pipes,  which  had  heeu  frozen  through  the  winter, 
were  not  in  condition  to  play.  From  tho  summit  an  inclined 
plane  of  masonry  descends  the  mountain  nine  hundred  feet, 
broken  every  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  by  perpendicular 
descents.  These  are  the  Cascades,  down  which  the  water 
first  rushes  from  tho  tank.  After  being  again  collected  in  a 
great  basin  at  the  bottom,  it  passes  into  an  af[uedact,  built 
like  a  Boman  ruin,  and  goes  over  beautiful  arches  through 
the  forest,  where  it  falls  in  one  sheet  down  a  deep  precipice. 
When  it  has  descended  Beveral  other  beautiful  falls,  made 
in  exact  imitation  of  nature,  it  is  finally  collected  and  forms 
tho  great  fountain,  which  rises  twelve  inches  in  diameter 
from  the  middle  of  a  lake  to  the  height  of  one  hundred  and 
ninety  feet !  We  descended  by  lovely  walks  tlirough  the 
forest  to  the  LOwenburg,  built  as  the  ruin  of  a  knightly 
castle,  and  fitted  ont  in  every  respect  to  correspond  with  the 
descriptions  of  a  fortress  in  the  olden  time,  with  moat,  draw- 
bridge, chapel  and  a  garden  of  clipped  trees.  Furtlier  helow, 
there  are  a  few  small  houses,  inhabited  by  the  descendants 
of  the  Hessians  who  fell  in  America,  supported  here  at  the 
Prince's  expense ! 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 

ADYENTURES   AMONG  THE   HARTZ. 

Pkrtiiii^  from  Ctri — ^The  Town  of  Munden — Illness — Gilttingen,  and  a  Physician- 
Approach  to  the  Hartz — Osterode — Entering  the  Moantains — Wild  Scenery — A 
Stormy  Night — Climbing  the  Brocken — A  Snow  Storm — Perilons  Travelling — The 
Brocken  House — The  Spectre — Peeps  through  the  Clouds — Descent  of  the  Brocken 
—Valleys  of  the  Hartz— The  Eosstrappe— The  Landlady's  Legend— Walk  to  Hal- 
berstadt — ^A  Sospicions  Inn — ^The  Sleeping  Chamber — ^Anticipation  ot  Murder — 
Belief: 

On  taking  leave  of  Carl  at  the  gate  over  the  Gottingen  road, 
I  felt  tempted  to  bestow  a  malediction  npon  travelling,  from 
its  merciless  breaking  of  all  links,  as  soon  as  formed.  It 
was  painful  to  think  we  should  meet  no  more.  The  tears 
started  into  his  eyes,  and  feeling  a  mist  gathering  over 
mine,  I  gave  his  hand  a  parting  pressure,  turned  my  back 
npon  Cassel,  and  started  np  the  long  mountain,  at  a  despe- 
rate rate.  On  the  summit  I  passed  out  of  Hesse  into  Hano- 
ver, and  began  to  descend  the  remaining  six  miles.  Tlie 
road  went  down  by  many  windings,  but  I  shortened  the 
way  considerably  by  a  foot-path  through  a  mossy  old 
forest.  The  hills  bordering  the  Weser  arc  covered  with 
wood,  through  which  I  saw  the  little  red-roofed   city  of 
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Mflnden,  at  tlie  boltoiu.  I  stopped  tlierc  for  tlie  niglit,  anil 
next  morning  walked  around  tlie  place.  It  ia  one  of  tlip  old 
Gcmiaii  cities  that  liavo  not  yet  felt  tlie  efl'ect  of  tbo 
cbanging  aplrit  of  tlie  age.  It  ia  Btill  walled,  thougli  the 
towera  are  falling  to  ruin.  Tho  streets  are  narrow,  crooked, 
and  full  of  ugly  old  houses,  and  while  standing  in  the  little 
square  before  the  pnhlic  buildings,  one  would  think  himaelf 
liom  in  the  Bixteenth  century,  Jnst  helow  tho  city,  the 
Werra  and  Fulda  unite  and  form  the  Weser.  The  triangu- 
lar point  has  been  loado  into  a  public  walk,  and  the  little 
steamboat  was  lying  at  anchor  near,  waiting  to  start  for 
Bremen. 

In  tho  afternoon  I  got  into  the  omnibus  for  Gottingen. 
The  ride  over  the  wild,  dreary,  monotonous  hills  was  not  at 
all  interesting.  There  were  two  other  passengers  inside, 
one  of  whom,  a  grave,  elderly  man,  took  a  great  interest  in 
America,  but  the  conversation  was  principally  on  his  side  ; 
for  I  had  been  taken  with  a  fever  in  Muiiden.  I  lay 
crouched  up  in  the  corner  of  tho  vehicle,  trying  to  keep  off 
tho  chills  which  constantly  came  over  me.  and  wishing  only 
for  Gottingen,  that  I  might  obtain  medicine  and  a  bed.  We 
reached  the  city  at  last,  and  I  got  out  with  my  knapsack 
and  walked  wearily  through  half  a  donen  streets  until  I  saw 
an  inn.  But  on  entering,  I  found  it  bo  dark  and  dirty  and 
unfriendly,  that  I  immediately  wont  out  again  and  hired  tho 
first  pleasant  looking  boy  I  met,  to  take  me  to  a  good  IiotoL 
He  conducted  me  to  the  best  in  tho  city.  I  felt  a  trepida- 
tion of  pocket,  but  my  throbbing  head  pleaded  more  power- 
fully, BO  T  ordered  a  comfortable  room  and  a  physician.  The 
host,  Herr  Wilhelm,  sent  for  Professor  Trefurt,  of  the  Uni- 
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versity.  who  toU  mo  1  Im.l  ovor-csertcd  myaplf  m  walking 
lie  inmle  a  sctond  call  tlie  nest  day,  when,  ns  he  was 
retiring,  I  iiKimred  the  amount  of  liis  feo.  He  begged  to  bo 
excused,  .ind  politely  bowed  himself  out.  I  asked  the 
meftning  of  this  of  ilerr  Wilbelm,  who  said  it  was  customary 
for  travellers  to  leave  what  they  uhose  for  the  physician,  as 
there  was  no  regular  fee.  Ha  nddeil,  moreover,  that  twenty 
groschen,  or  about  sixty  ccnt.'i,  was  sufficient  for  the  two 

I  stayed  in  GOItingen  two  dull,  dreary,  miserable  days, 
without  getting  nutch  better.  I  took  but  one  short  walk 
tlirongb  the  city,  in  which  I  saw  the  oulsides  of  a  few  old 
clinrches  and  got  a  hard  fall  on  the  pavement.  Tliiukiug 
that  the  cause  of  my  illness  might  perhaps  become  its  cure, 
I  resolved  to  resume  my  walk  rather  than  remain  in  the 
melancholy — in  spite  of  its  blnck-fj-ed  miiidena,  melancholy 
— Gottingen.  On  the  afternoon  of  the  second  day,  I  took 
the  post  to  Nordheim,  about  twelve  miles  distant.  The 
Gottingen  valley,  down  which  we  drove,  was  green  and 
beautiful,  and  the  trees  seemed  to  have  come  into  leaf  all  at 
once.  We  wore  not  within  sigiit  of  Uio  Hart!!,  but  the 
monntalus  along  the  "Wcser  ivere  visible  on  tbe  left.  The 
roads  were  extremely  muddy  from  the  lato  rains,  so  that  I 
proceeded  but  slowly. 

A  blue  range  along  the  horizon  told  me  of  the  Hartz,  as  I 
advanced,  but  although  there  were  some  fine  side-glimpses 
through  the  hills,  I  did  not  see  much  of  them  until  I  reached 
Osterode,  about  twelve  miles  further.  Here  the  country 
begins  to  assume  a  dilferent  aspect.  The  dty  lies  in  a 
narrow  valley,  and   as    the  road   goes   down  a  steep  bill 
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towards  it,  one  sees  on  eacli  aide  many  ruiarries  of  gypsum, 
and  in  front  the  gloomy  pine  mountnins  are  piled  one  above 
another  in  real  Alpine  style.  But  alas  !  the  city,  though  it 
looks  exceedingly  romantic  from  above,  is  one  of  the  dirtiest 
plaeea  I  ever  saw.  I  stopped  at  HerKberg,  six  miles  farther, 
for  the  night.  The  scenery  was  very  striking;  audita  eifect 
was  much  heightened  by  a  aky  full  of  black  clouds,  which 
sent  down  a  hail-storm  as  they  passed  over.  The  hiUa  are 
covered  with  pine,  fir,  and  larch.  The  latter  tree,  in  its  first 
foliage,  is  most  delicate  and  beautiful.  Every  bough  is  like 
a  long  ostrich  plume,  and  when  one  of  them  stands  among 
tlie  dark  pines,  it  aeema  as  light  and  airy  as  if  the  wind 
might  carry  it  away.  Just  opposite  Herzberg,  the  Hartz 
lowers  in  its  gloomy  and  mysterious  grandear,  and  I  ivent 
to  sleep  with  the  pleasant  thought  that  an  hour's  walk  on  the 
morrow  would  shut  roe  up  in  its  deep  recesses. 

The  nest  morning  I  entered  them.  The  road  led  up  a 
narrow  mountain  valley,  down  which  a  stream  was  rushing 
— on  all  sides  magnificent  forests  of  pine.  It  was  glorious 
to  look  down  tbeiv  long  aisles,  dim  and  silent,  with  a  floor  of 
thick  green  moss.  There  was  just  room  enough  for  the  road 
and  the  wild  stream  which  wound  its  way  zig/ag  between  the 
hills,  afibrding  the  most  picturesque  mountain  scenery  along 
the  whole  route.  Am  I  ascended,  the  mountains  became 
rougher  and  wilder,  and  in  the  shady  hollows  were  still  drifts 
of  snow.  Enjoying  every  thing  very  much,  I  walked  on 
without  t.iklng  notice  of  the  road,  and  on  reaching  a  wild, 
rocky  chasm  called  the  "  Schlucht,"  was  obliged  to  turn 
usido  and  take  a  footpath  over  a  high  mountain  to  Andreas- 
bei^,  a  town  built  on  a  summit  two  thousand  feet  above  tha 


184  VIEWS   A- FOOT. 

sea.     It  is  inhabited  almost  entirely  by  the  workmen  from 
the  mines. 

The  path  from  Andreasberg  to  the  Brocken  leads  along 
the  Rehberger  Ditches,  which  carry  water  about  six  miles 
for  the  ore- works.  After  going  through  a  thick  pine  wood, 
I  came  out  on  the  mountain-side,  where  rough  crags  over- 
hung the  way,  and  through  the  tops  of  the  trees  I  had 
glimpses  into  the  gorge  below.  It  was  scenery  of  the 
wildest  character.  Directly  opposite  rose  a  mountain  wall, 
dark  and  stern  through  the  gloomy  sky  ;  far  below  the  little 
stream  of  the  Oder  foamed  over  the  rocks  with  a  continual 
roar,  and  one  or  two  white  cloud-wreaths  were  curling  up 
from  the  forests. 

I  followed  the  water-ditch  around  every  projection  of  the 
mountain,  still  ascending  higher  amid  the  same  wild  scenery, 
until  at  length  I  reached  the  Oderteich,  a  great  dam,  in  a 
kind  cf  basin  formed  by  some  mountain  peaks  on  the  side 
of  the  Brocken.  It  has  a  breastwork  of  granite,  very  firm, 
and  furnishes  a  continual  supply  of  water  for  the  works. 
The  rain  soon  began  to  fall,  and  I  took  a  footpath  which 
went  winding  up  through  the  pine  wood.  The  storm  still 
increased,  and  finally  became  so  thick  and  dark  that  I  was 
obliged  to  stop  about  fivG  o'clock  at  OJerbruch,  a  toll-house 
and  tavern  on  the  side  of  the  Brocken,  on  the  boundary  be- 
tween Brunswick  and  Hanover — the  second  highest  inhabit- 
ed house  in  the  Hartz.  The  Brocken  was  invisible  through 
the  storm,  and  the  weather  foreboded  a  diflScult  ascent.  The 
night  was  cold,  but  by  a  warm  fire  I  let  the  winds  howl  and 
the  rain  beat.  When  I  awoke  the  next  morning,  we  were  in 
clouds.     They  were  thick  on  every  side,  hiding  what  little 
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riow  there  was  tlirongh  tlie  openings  of  llio  loreet.  After 
breaklast,  however,  they  appeared  to  he  somewhat  thinner, 
and  I  decided  to  Btftvt  for  the  Brocken.  Tliis  is  not  the 
usual  road  for  travellers  who  ascend,  heing  not  only  rough 
but  difficult  to  find,  as  I  soon  discovered.  The  clouds 
gathered  aronnd  again  after  I  set  out,  and  I  was  obliged  to 
walk,  in  a  storm  of  mingled  rain  and  snow.  The  saow  lay 
Bevoral  feet  deep  in  the  forests,  and  the  path  was  in  many 
places  quite  drifted  over.  The  white  cloud-masses  were 
whii'led  past  by  the  wiod,  continuaUy  enveloping  me  and 
shutting  out  every  view.  During  the  winter  the  path  had 
become,  in  many  places,  the  bed  of  a  mountain  torrent,  so 
that  HOiactimea  I  waded  knee-deep  ia  anow,  and  sometimes 
I  walked  over  the  wet,  spongy  moss,  crawling  under  the 
long,  dripping  branciiea  of  the  stunted  pines.  After  a  long 
time  of  such  dreary  travelling,  I  came  to  two  rocks  called 
the  Stag  Horns,  standing  on  a  little  peak.  The  storm,  now 
all  suow,  blew  more  violently  than  ever,  and  the  path  was 
lost  under  the  deep  drifta. 

Comforting  myself  with  the  assurance  that  if  I  could  not 
find  my  way,  I  could  at  least  return,  I  began  searching,  and 
after  some  time,  came  upon  the  path  again.  Here  the  forest 
ceased  ;  the  way  led  on  large  Ktoaes  over  a  marshy,  ascend- 
ing plain,  but  what  was  above,  or  on  either  aide,  I  couid  not 
see.  It  was  solitude  of  the  most  awful  kind.  There  was 
nothing  but  the  storm,  which  bad  already  wet  me  through, 
and  the  bleak  gi'ay  waste  of  rocks.  The  mountain  grew 
steeper  and  steeper  ;  I  could  barely  trace  the  path  by  the 
rocks  which  were  worn,  and  the  snow  threatened  soon  U» 
cover  these.      Added  to  this,  although  the  walking  and  the 
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frcsli  mountain  air  liad  removed  my  illness,  I  was  still  weak 
from  the  effects  of  it,  and  the  conscfjuences  of  a  much  longer 
exposure  to  the  stonn  were  greatly  to  be  feared.  After  two 
or  three  hours  spent  in  this  way,  I  found  myself  growing 
chill  in  spite  of  the  labor  of  climbing  ;  the  path  was  wholly 
lost,  the  snow  was  blinding,  and  the  wind  increased  at  such 
a  rate,  that  I  began  to  think  I  should  be  carried  away 
bodily,  when  suddenly  something  dark  loomed  up  above  me 
through  the  stonn.  A  few  steps  more  and  I  stood  beside 
the  Brocken  House,  on  the  very  summit  of  the  moimtain ! 
The  mariner,  who  has  been  floating  for  days  on  a  wreck  at 
sea,  could  scarcely  be  more  rejoiced  at  a  friendly  sail,  than  I 
was  on  entering  the  low  building.  Two  large  Alpine  dogs 
in  the  passage,  gave  notice  to  the  inmates,  as  I  walked  in, 
dripping  with  wet,  and  I  was  soon  ushered  into  a  warm  room, 
where  I  changed  my  soaked  garments  for  dry  ones,  and  sat 
down  by  the  fire  with  feelings  of  comfort  not  easily  imagin- 
ed. The  old  landlord  was  quite  surprised,  on  learning  the 
path  by  which  I  came,  that  I  had  succeeded  in  finding  the 
way  at  all.  The  summit  was  wrapped  in  the  thickest  cloud, 
and  he  gave  me  no  hope  of  any  prospect  for  several  hours, 
so  I  sat  down  and  looked  over  the  Stranger's  Album. 

There  were  a  great  many  long-winded  German  poems — 
among  them,  one  by  Schelling,  the  philosopher.  Some  of 
the  visitors  spoke  of  having  seen  the  Spectre  of  the  Brocken. 
I  inquired  of  the  landlord  about  the  phenomenon  ;  he  says 
it  is  frequently  seen  in  winter,  but  in  summer  more  seldom. 
It  always  occurs  at  sunrise,  when  the  eastern  side  of  the 
Brocken  is  free  from  clouds,  and  at  the  same  time,  the  mist 
rises  from  the  valley  on  the  opposite  side.     The  shadow  of 
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eveiy  tiling  on  the  Brockeii  is  tlieu  j[)rojecteU  in  grand  pro- 
portions  upon  the  mist,  auii  sometimes  siirroundeil  witli  a 
lumiuouB  halo.  It  is  somewhat  singular  that  such  a  spectacle 
ia  pecuhar  to  the  Brockeu  alone,  but  this  is  probably  account- 
ed for  by  the  formation  of  the  mountain,  which  collects  the 
mist  at  just  such  a  distance  from  the  summit  as  to  render 
the  shadow  visible. 

Soon  after  dinner  the  storm  subsided  and  the  clouds  sepa- 
rated a  little.  I  cuuld  see  down  through  the  rifts  ou  the 
plains  of  Brunswick,  and  sometimes,  when  they  opened  a 
little  more,  the  mountaius  below  tis  to  the  east  and  the 
adjoining  plains,  as  far  as  Magdeburg.  It  was  like  looking 
on  the  earth  from  another  planet,  or  from  some  point  in  the 
air  which  had  no  connection  with  it ;  our  station  was  com- 
pletely surrounded  by  clouds,  rolliug  in  great  masses  around 
us,  now  and  then  giving  glimpses  through  their  openings  of 
the  blue  plains,  dotted  with  cities  and  villages,  far  below. 
At  one  time  when  they  were  tolerably  well  separated,  I 
ascended  the  tower,  fifty  feet  high,  standing  near  the 
Erockcn  House.  The  view  on  three  sides  was  quite  clear, 
and  I  can  easily  imagine  what  a  magnificent  prospect  it 
must  be  in  fine  weather.  The  Broeken  is  only  about  four 
thousand  feet  high,  nearly  the  same  as  the  loftiest  peak  of 
the  Catskill,  but  being  the  highest  monntain  in  \orthera 
GeiToany,  it  commands  a  more  estensive  prospect.  Imagine 
a  circle  described  with  n  radius  of  a  hundred  miles,  com- 
prising thirty  cities,  two  or  three  hundred  villages,  and  one 
whole  mountain  district !  We  could  see  Brunswick  and 
Magdeburg,  and  beyond  them  the  great  plain  which  extends 
to  the  North  Sea  in  one  direction  and  to  Berlin  in  the  other. 
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while  directly  below  us  lay  the  darfc  mountains  of  tho  ITart^ 
with  liulc  YJlhigcs  in  their  sequestered  valleys.  It  was  only 
during  a  few  nioineuts  that  I  eould  luok  on  this  seenc— in 
an  instant  the  clouds  swept  together  again  and  completely 
hid  it,  I:i  accordnuce  with  a  cnsioni  of  the  mountain,  on« 
of  the  girb  made  mo  a  "  Brot.ken  nosegay."  of  heather, 
lichens  and  moss.  I  gai^e  lier  a  few  pfennings  and  stowed 
it  away  careftilly  in  a  corner  of  my  kuapsnck. 

I  now  hegnn  descending  the  eastern  side  of  the  monntain, 
hy  a  good  road  over  fields  of  grny  rock  and  through  large 
forests  of  pine.  Two  or  three  hare  hrown  peats  rose  oppo- 
site with  an  air  of  the  n-ildest  auhlimity,  and  in  many  places 
lofty  craga  towered  ahove  the  forest.  This  is  the  v-iiy  by 
which  Goethe  brings  Faust  up  the  Brocken,  and  the  scenery 
is  graphically  described  in  that  part  of  the  poem.  At  the 
foot  of  the  monntain  is  the  little  village  of  Schierckei  the 
highest  in  the  Uartz.  Here  I  took  a  narrow  path  through 
the  woods,  and  after  following  a  tediously  long  road  over 
the  hills,  reached  Elbiugerode,  where  I  spent  the  night. 
The  nest  rooming  I  started  for  Blankenhurg.  I  happened 
to  take  the  wrong  road,  however,  and  went  through  R\ibe- 
land,  a  little  %-illage  in  the  valley  of  tho  Bode.  There  are 
many  iron  works  heje,  and  two  celebrated  caves,  called 
"  Itaamann's  Ilohle,"  and  "  BieVa  Ildhle."  I  kept  on 
through  the  gray,  rocky  hilla  to  Unttenrode,  where  1  inquir- 
ed tho  way  to  the  Eosstrappe,  hut  was  wrougly  directed, 
and  after  walking  nearly  two  homa  in  a  heavy  rain,  arrived 
at  Ludwigshiitie,  on  the  liode,  in  one  of  ihc  wildest  and 
loneliest  comers  of  tho  Uartz.  1  diicil  iny  wet  clothes  at  a 
little  inn,  ate  a  dinner  of  bread  and  milk,  and  learning  that 
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I  was  JQst  as  far  from  tLe  Uosstrappe  as  ever,  and  fhat  it 
was  impossible  to  find  tlie  way  aloiie,,!  engaged  an  old  pea- 
sant woman  as  a  guide.  Slie  insisted  on  carrying  my  knap- 
sack in  a  liaskct  which  she  strapped  to  her  shoulders,  and 
then  set  off  at  a  pace  which  I  could  scarcely  keep  np  with. 
We  went  over  the  mountains  through  a  fine  old  forest,  for 
about  two  hours,  and  came  out  on  the  brow  of  a  hill  near 
the  end  of  the  Hartz,  with  a  beautiful  view  of  the  country 
below  and  around.  Passing  the  little  iuu,  the  path  led 
through  thick  bushes  along  the  summit,  over  a  narrow  ledge 
of  rocks  that  seemed  to  sti'ctcli  out  into  the  air,  for  on  cither 
side  the  foot  of  the  precipii'i  vanished  in  the  depth  helow. 

Arrived  at  last  at  the  end,  I  looked  around  me.  What  a 
spectacle  !  I  was  standing  on  the  end  of  a  line  of  precipice 
which  ran  out  from  the  mountain  like  a  wall  for  several  hun- 
dred feet — the  hills  around  rising  perpendicularly  from  the 
gorge  below,  where  the  Bode,  pressed  into  a  narrow  channel, 
foamed  its  way  through.  Sharp  masses  of  gray  rock  sprang 
from  the  main  body  like  pillars,  with  trees  clinging  to  the 
clefts,  and  although  the  defile  was  nearly  seven  liundred 
feet  deep,  the  summits,  in  one  place,  seemed  almost  to  touch. 
Near  the  point  at  which  I  stood,  which  was  secured  by  a 
railing,  was  an  impression  in  the  rock  like  the  hoof  of  a  giant 
horse,  from  which  the  place  takes  its  name.  It  is  very  dis- 
tinct and  perfect,  and  about  two  feet  in  length. 

I  went  hack  to  the  little  inn  and  sat  down  to  rest  and  chat 
awliile  with  the  talkative  landlady.  Notwithstanding  her  hor- 
rible Prussian  dialect,  I  was  much  amneed  with  the  budget 
of  wonders,  which  she  keeps  for  the  information  of  travellers. 
Among  other  things,  she  related  to  me  the  legend  of  the 
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Rosstrappe,  whicli  I  give  in  her  own  words  :  "  A  great  many 
hundred  years  ago,  when  there  were  plenty  of  giants  through 
the  world,  there  was  a  certain  beautiful  princess,  who  was 
very  much  loved  by  one  of  them.  Now,  although  the  pa- 
rents of  this  princess  were  afraid  of  the  giant,  and  wanted 
her  to  marry  him,  she  herself  hated  him,  because  she  was  in 
love  with  a  brave  knight.  But,  you  see,  the  brave  knight 
could  do  nothing  against  the  great  giant,  and  so  a  day  was 
appointed  for  the  wedding  of  the  princess.  When  they  were 
married,  the  giant  had  a  great  feast,  and  he  and  all  his  ser- 
vants got  drunk.  So  the  princess  mounted  his  black  horse 
and  rode  aAvay  over  the  mountains,  till  she  reached  this  val- 
ley. She  stood  on  that  square  rock  which  you  see  there 
opposite  to  us,  and  when  she  saw  her  knight  on  this  side, 
where  we  are,  she  danced  for  joy,  and  the  rock  is  called  the 
Tanzplatz,  to  this  very  day.  But  when  the  giant  found  she 
had  gone,  he  followed  her  as  fast  as  he  might ;  then  a  holy 
bishop,  who  saw  the  princess,  blessed  the  feet  of  her  horse, 
and  she  jumped  on  it  across  to  this  side,  where  his  fore  feet 
made  two  marks  in  the  rock,  though  there  is  only  one  left 
now.  You  should  not  laugh  at  this,  for  if  there  were  giants 
then,  there  must  have  been  very  big  horses  too,  as  one  can 
see  from  the  hoofmark,  and  the  valley  was  narrower  then 
than  it  is  now.  My  dear  man,  who  is  very  old  now,  (you 
see  him  through  the  bushes,  there,  digging,)  says  it  was  so 
when  he  was  a  child,  and  that  the  old  people  living  then, 
told  him  there  were  once  four  just  such  hoof-tracks,  on  the 
TanzplatZf  where  the  horse  stood  before  he  jumped  over. 
And  we  cannot  doubt  the  words  of  the  good  old  people,  for 
there  were  many  strange  things  then,  we  all  know,  which  the 
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dear  Lord  docs  not  let  happen  now.  But  I  must  tell  you, 
lieber  Jlerr,  tLat  the  giant  tried  to  jump  after  Uer  and  fell 
away  down  the  valley,  where  they  say  lie  lives  yet  in  the 
shape  of  a  big  black  dog,  guarding  the  crown  of  the  princess, 
which  tumbled  off  as  she  was  going  over.  But  this  part  of 
the  story  is  perhaps  not  true,  as  nobody,  that  I  ever  heard 
of,  has  seen  either  the  black  dog  or  the  crown  !" 

After  listening  to  simiiar  gossip  for  a  while,  I  descended 
the  mountain-side,  a  abort  distance  to  the  Bulowshiihe, 
This  is  a  rocky  shaft  that  shoots  upward  from  the  mountain, 
Laving  from  its  top  a  glorious  view  through  the  door  whieh 
the  Bode  makes  in  passing  out  of  the  Hartz.  I  could  see  at 
a  great  distance  the  towers  of  Magdeburg,  and  further,  the 
vast  plain  stretching  away  like  a  sea  towards  Berlin.  From 
Thale,  the  village  below,  where  the  air  was  warmer  than  in 
the  Hartz,  and  the  fi-uit-trocs  already  iu  blossom,  it  was  four 
hours'  walk  to  Ilalberstadt,  by  &  most  tiresome  road  over 
long  ranges  of  hills,  all  ploughed  and  planted,  and  extending 
as  far  as  the  eye  conld  reach,  without  a  single  fence  or 
hedge.  It  is  pleasant  to  look  over  scenes  where  nature  is 
so  free  and  unshackled ;  b«t  the  people,  alas  !  wear  the 
fetters.  The  setting  sun,  which  lighted  up  the  old  Brocken 
and  his  snowy  top,  showed  me  also  Ilalberstadt,  the  end  of 
my  Hartz  Journey  ;  but  its  deceitful  towers  Sed  as  I  ap- 
proached, and  I  was  half  dead  with  fatigue    on   arriving 

The  ghostly,  dark  and  echoing  castle  of  an  inn  {the  Black 
Eagle)  where  I  stopped,  waa  enough  to  inspire  a  lonely 
traveller,  like  myself,  with  unpleasant  fancies.  It  looked 
heavy  and  ma.ssive  enough   to  Lave  been  a  stout  baron's 
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stroiigliold  in  some  fui'mer  century  ;  tlic  taciturn  landlord 
and  bis  wifu,  who,  with  a  solomii  servant  girl,  wera  tlia 
ouly  tcnnnts,  had  g^own  into  perfect  keeping  with  its  gloomy 
character.  When  I  groped  my  way  under  the  lieavy, 
arched  portal  into  tlio  giicBta'  room — a  large,  loftj-,  cheerless 
hall — all  was  dark,  and  I  could  barely  perceive,  by  tlio  little 
light  which  came  through  two  deop-sol  windows,  the  inmateg 
of  the  houae,  sitting  on  opposite  sidea  of  the  room.  After 
some  delay,  the  hostess  brought  a  light.  I  entreated  her  to 
furnisli  me  sonietliing  for  supper,  and  in  half  an  lionr  she 
placed  a  mixture  on  the  tabic,  tlio  like  of  which  I  never 
wish  to  taste  again.  She  called  it  brer-wup  !  I  found,  on 
examination,  it  was  beer,  boiled  with  meat,  and  seasoned 
strongly  with  pepperand  salt !  My  hirager  disappeared,  and 
pleading  fatigue  as  an  excuse  for  want  of  appetite,  I  left  the 
table.  When  I  was  ready  to  retire,  the  landlady,  who  had 
been  sitting  silently  in  a  dark  corner,  called  the  solemn  servant 
girl,  who  took  up  a  dim  lamp,  and  bade  me  follow  her  to  the 
"  sleeping  chamber,"  Taking  up  my  knapsack  and  statf,  I 
stumbled  down  the  steps  into  the  arched  gateway  ;  before 
me  was  a  long,  damp,  deserted  court-yard,  across  which  the 
girl  took  her  way.  1  followed  her  with  some  astonish- 
ment, imagining  where  the  sleeping  chamber  could  be,  when 
she  stopped  at  a  small,  one-story  building,  standing  alone  in 
the  yard.  Opening  the  door  with  a  rusty  key,  she  led  me 
info  a  bare  room,  a  few  feet  square,  opening  into  another, 
equally  hare,  with  the  exception  of  a  rough  bed.  "Cer- 
tainly," swd  I,  "I  am  not  to  sleep  here!"  "Tes,"  she 
answered,  "  this  is  the  sleeping  chamber,"  at  the  same  time 
setting  down  (lie  light  and  disappearing.     I  examined  the 
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place — it  smelt  mouldy,  and  the  walls  were  colJ  and  damp  ; 
there  had  liecn  a  window  at  tbo  head  of  tho  bed,  but  it  wua 
■walled  uj),  and  another  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  was  also  closed 
to  within  a  few  inches  of  the  top.  The  bed  was  coarse  and 
dirty ;  and  on  turning  down  tho  ragged  covers,  I  saw  with 
horror,  a  dark  brown  stain  near  tho  pillow,  like  that  of 
blood  !  For  a  moment  I  hesitated  whetber  to  steal  out  of 
the  inn,  and  Bcck  another  lodging,  late  as  it  was ;  at  last, 
overcoming  my  fears,  I  threw  my  clotUea  into  a  heap,  and 
lay  down,  placing  my  heavy  staff  at  the  bead  of  tlio  bed. 
Persons  passed  up  and  down  the  courtyard  several  times, 
the  light  of  their  lamps  streaming  through  the  narrow  aper- 
ture up  against  the  ceiling,  and  I  distinctly  heard  voices, 
which  seemed  to  he  near  the  door.  Twice  did  I  sit  up  in 
bed,  breathless,  with  my  band  on  the  cane,  in  the  most 
intense  anxiety;  but  fatigue  finally  overcame  suspicion, 
and  I  sank  into  a  deep  sleep,  from  which  I  was  gladly 
awakened  by  dsylight.  In  reality,  there  may  have  been  no 
cause  for  my  feare — I  may  have  wronged  the  lonely  inn- 
keepers by  them  ;  but  certainly  no  place  or  circumstances 
ever  seemed  to  me  more  appropriate  to  a  deed  of  robbery  or 
crime,  I  left  immediately,  and  when  a  tnm  in  (be  street 
bid  the  front  of  the  ill-omened  inn,  I  began  to  breathe  with 
my  usual  freedom. 
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Dresden,  May  11,  1845. 
The  delay  occasioned  by  the  bad  weather  obliged  me  to 
take  the  railroad  at  Halberstadt,  to  keep  the  appointment 
with  my  friend,  in  Leipsic.  I  left  at  six  in  the  morning  for 
Magdeburg,  and  after  two  hours'  ride  over  a  dull,  tiresome 
plain,  passed  under  the  mounds  and  fortifications  by  the  side 
of  the  Elbe,  and  entered  the  old  town.  The  day  was  very 
cold,  and  the  streets  were  muddy,  so  I  contented  myself 
with  looking  at  the  Broadway,  {der  breite  Wegy)  the  Cathe- 
dral and  one  or  two  curious  old  churches,  and  with  walking 
along  the  parapet  leading  to  the  fortress,  which  has  a  view 
of  the  winding  Elbe.  The  Citadel  was  interesting  from 
having  been  the  prison  in  which  Baron  Trenck  was  confined, 
whose  narrative  I  read  years  ago,  when  quite  a  child. 


We  were  soon  on  tlic  rnad  to  Leipsic.  The  ivay  was  over 
one  great,  uninterrupted  pimn — a  more  monotonouB  conntry, 
even,  tlian  Belgium.  Two  of  the  passengers  with  me  in  the 
car  were  much  annoyed  at  heing  taken  by  the  railway 
agents  for  Poles.  Their  movements  were  strictly  watched 
by  the  gensd'armes  at  every  station  we  passed,  and  they 
were  not  even  allowed  to  sit  together !  At  Kothen  a  branch 
track  went  off  to  Berlin.  We  passed  by  Halle  without 
being  able  to  sec  anything  of  it  or  its  University,  and 
reached  Loipsic  in  four  hours  after  leaving  Magdeburg. 

Onmyfirstwalbaround  the  city,  the  next  morning,  I  passed 
the  Augugtus  Platz — a  broad  green  lawn,  on  which  front 
the  University  and  several  other  public  bnildings.  A  chain 
of  beautiful  promenades  encircles  the  city,  on  the  site  of  its 
old  fortifications.  Following  their  course  through  walks 
sliaded  by  largo  ti-ees  and  bordered  with  flowering  shrubs,  I 
passed  a  small  but  chaste  monument  to  Sebastian  Bach,  the 
composer,  which  was  erected  almost  entirely  at  the  private 
cost  of  Mendelssohn,  and  stands  opposite  the  building  in 
whicb  Bach  once  directed  t!ie  choirs.  As  I  was  standing 
beside  it,  a  glorious  choral,  swelled  by  a  hundred  voices, 
came  through  the  open  windows,  like  a  tribute  to  the  genius 
of  the  great  master. 

Having  found  my  friend,  who  had  arrived  on  the  previous 
day  from  Weimar  and  Jena,  we  went  together  to  the  Stern 
WaHe,  or  Observatory,  whicb  gives  a  fine  view  of  the 
country  around  tho  city,  and  in  particular  the  battle-field. 
The  Castellan  wbo  is  stationed  there,  is  well  acquiuoted 
with  the  localities,  and  pointed  out  the  position  of  tlie  hostile 
armies.      It  was  one  of  the  most  bluody  and  hard-fought 


198 


battles  wliicli  liistory  records.  TLe  army  of  Napoleon 
stretched  like  n  aetnicircle  around  tlie  Boutbem  and  eastern 
Bidea  of  tlio  city,  nnd  the  phiiii  beyond  was  occupied  by  ibe 
allies,  whose  forces  met  together  here.  Schwarzenburg,  with 
his  Aastrinns,  came  from  Dresden ;  Bliicber,  from  Halle, 
with  the  Emperor  Alexander,  Their  forces  amounted  to 
three  hundred  thousand,  white  those  of  Napoleon  ranked  at 
one  hundred  and  ninety-two  thousand  men.  It  must  have 
been  a  terrific  scene.  The  battle  raged  four  days,  and  the 
meeting  of  half  a  million  of  men  in  deadly  conflict  was 
accompanied  by  the  thunder  of  sixteen  hundred  cannon- 
The  small  rivers  which  flow  through  Leipsic  wore  swollen 
with  blood,  and  the  vast  plain  was  covered  with  upwards 
of  fifty  thousand  dead.  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  such 
slaughter,  while  looking  at  the  quiet  and  peaceful  landscape 
below.  It  seemed  more  like  a  legend  of  past  ages,  when 
ignorance  and  passion  led  men  to  murder  and  destroy,  than 
an  event  which  the  last  half  century  witnessed.  For  the 
sake  of  humanity  it  is  to  bo  hopoil  that  the  world  will  never 
see  Buch  another. 

There  are  some  lovely  walks  arouud  Leipsic.  IVo  went 
in  the  afternoon  with  a  few  friends  to  the  Uoscnthal,  a 
"beautiful  meadow,  bordered  by  forests  of  the  Gorman  oak, 
very  few  of  whoso  Druid  tninka  have  been  left  standing. 
There  are  Swiss  cottages  embowered  in  the  foliage,  where 
every  afternoon  the  social  citizens  assemble  to  drink  their 
coffee  and  enjoy  a  few  hours'  escape  fi-om  the  noisy  and 
dusty  streets.  One  can  walk  for  miles  along  these  lovely 
paths  by  the  side  of  the  velvet  meadows,  or  the  banks  of 
Bomo  shaded  stream.      "We  visited  the  little  village  of  Golis, 


a  short  distance  off,  where,  on  the  second  story  of  a  little 
white  honae,  hangs  the  sign,  "  Schiller's  Room."  Some  of 
the  Leipsic  literati  have  built  a  stone  arch  over  the  entrance, 
"R-ith  the  inscription:  "Here  dwelt  Schiller  in  1795,  and 
wrote  his  Hymn  to  Joy."  Everywhere  through  Germany 
the  remembrances  of  Schiller  are  sacred.  In  every  city 
where  he  lived,  they  show  his  dwelling.  They  know  and 
reverence  the  mighty  spirit  who  has  been  among  them. 

Another  interesting  place  iu  Leipsic  is  Auerhach's  Cellar, 
which,  it  is  said,  contains  an  old  mannscript  history  of  Faust, 
from  which  Goethe  derived  the  first  idea  of  his  poem.  Ha 
used  to  frequent  this  cellar,  and  one  of  bis  scenes  iu  "  Faust  " 
is  laid  in  it.  "VVe  looked  down  the  arched  passage ;  but  not 
wishing  to  purchase  any  wine,  we  could  find  no  pretence  for 
entering.  The  streets  of  Leipsic  abound  with  book  stores, 
and  one  half  the  business  of  the  inhabitants  appears  to  con- 
sist  in  printing,  paper-making  and  binding.  The  publishers 
have  a  handsome  Kschange  of  their  own,  and  during  the 
Fairs,  the  amount  of  business  transacted  is  enormous.  The 
establishment  of  Brockhaus  is  contained  in  an  immense  build- 
ing, adjoining  which  stands  his  dwelling,  in  the  midst  of 
magnificent  gardens.  That  of  Tauchnitz  is  not  less  exten- 
sive.  I  became  acquainted  at  the  Museum,  with  Friedricii 
Gerstiicker,  a  young  German  author  who  has  been  some 
lime  in  America,  and  is  well  versed  in  our  literature.  He  is 
now  engaged  in  translating  American  works,  one  of  wliich 
— Hoffman  s  "  Wild  Scenes  of  the  Forest  and  Prairie  " — will 
Boon  appear.  In  no  place  in  Germany  have  I  found  more 
knowledge  of  our  country,  ber  men  and  her  institutions,  than 
in  Leipsic,  and  as  yet  I  have  seen  few  that  would  be  prefer- 
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n  placo  of  rosiilciitc.  lis  altractimis  ilo  not  crmsist  in 
its  seoiiery,  but  in  tbt  sotia!  and  iiitulluctufil  cliiiructc.i"  ol'  its 
inhnbitants. 

We  arc  now  in  the  "  FJotence  of  the  Elbe,'"  as  the  Sax- 
ons have  christoncd  Dresden.  Exclusive  of  its  gAlleriee  of 
art,  which  are  scarcely  surpassed  by  any  in  Enrope,  Dresden 
charms  tUe  traveller  by  the  natural  beauty  of  its  environs. 
It  stands  in  a  curve  of  tiie  Elbe,  in  the  midst  of  green  mea^ 
dows,  gardens,  and  fine  old  woods,  with  the  hills  of  Sasony 
sweeping  around  like  an  amphitheatre,  and  the  craggy 
peaks  of  the  Highlands  looking  at  it  from  nfar.  The  domes 
and  spires  at  a  distance  give  it  a  rich  Italian  look,  which  is 
heightened  by  the  white  villas,  embowered  in  trees,  gleaming 
on  the  hills  around.  In  the  streets  there  is  no  bustle  of 
business — nothing  of  the  din  and  confusion  of  traffic  which 
mark  most  cities ;  it  seems  like  a  place  for  study  and  quiet 
enjoyment. 

The  railroad  brought  ns  in  three  hours  from  Leipsic,  over 
the  eighty  miles  of  plain  that  intervene.  We  came  from  the 
station  through  the  Ncuslad/,  passing  the  Japanese  Palace 
and  the  equestrian  statne  of  Augustus  the  Strong.  The 
magnificent  bridge  over  the  Elbe  was  so  much  injured  by 
the  late  inundation  as  to  be  impassable,  and  wo  were  obliged 
to  go  some  distance  up  the  river  bank  and  cross  on  a  bridge 
of  boats.  Next  morning  my  first  search  was  for  the  Picture 
Gallery.  Wo  set  off  at  random,  and  after  passing  the 
Chnrch  of  Our  Lady,  with  its  lofly  dome  of  solid  stone, 
which  withstood  the  heaviest  bombs  during  the  war  with 
Frederick  the  Great,  came  to  an  open  8(|naro,  one  side  of 
which  was  occupied  by   an  old,  brown,  red-roofed    build- 
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iag,  wliicli    I    at    once  recognized   as   the   object   of    ou( 
seaircli. 

I  have  just  tnken  a  last  look  at  tlio  gallery  tliis  moniiug, 
and  left  it  with  real  regret;  for,  diiriug  the  two  visits, 
Raphael's  heaveuly  picture  of  the  Madonna  and  Child  had 
so  grown  into  my  love  and  admiration,  that  it  was  painful 
to  think  I  should  never  see  it  again.  There  are  many  more 
which  clung  so  strongly  to  my  imagination,  gratifying  in  the 
highest  degree  the  love  for  the  Beautiful,  that  I  lefl  ihem 
with  Badness,  and  the  thought  that  I  would  now  only  have 
the  memory.  I  can  see  the  inspired  eye  and  god-like  brow 
of  the  Jesus-child,  as  if  I  were  still  standing  before  the 
picture,  and  the  sweet,  holy  countenance  of  the  Madonna 
still  looks  upon  me.  Yet,  though  this  picture  is  a  miracle  of 
art,  the  first  glance  filled  me  with  disappointment.  It  has 
somewhat  faded,  during  the  three  Imndred  years  that  have 
rolled  away  since  the  hand  of  Raphael  worked  on  the  can- 
vas, and  the  glass  with  which  it  is  covered  for  bettet 
preservation,  injures  the  effect.  After  I  had  gazed  on  it  a 
while,  every  thought  of  this  vanished.  The  figure  of  the 
Yirgin  seemed  to  soar  in  the  air,  and  it  was  difficult  to  think 
the  clonda  were  not  in  motion.  Two  divine  cherubs  look  up 
from  below,  and  in  her  arms  sits  the  sacred  child.  Those 
two  faces  beam  from  the  picture  like  those  of  angels.  The 
dark,  prophetic  eye  and  pure  brow  of  the  young  Jesus 
diain  one  like  a  spell.  There  is  something  more  than 
mortal  in  its  expression— somethijig  in  that  infant  face  which 
indicates  a  power  mightier  than  the  proudest  manhood. 
There  is  no  glory  around  the  head;  but  the  spirit  which 
shines    from    those   features,  marks    his   divinity-     lu   the 
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sweet  face  of  the  nintlier  n  Rnrrowfiil  foreboding  mingles 
with  its  tenderness,  as  if  she  knew  the  world  into  whicli  the 
Savionr  was  born,  and  foresaw  the  path  in  which  he  was  to 
tread.    It  is  a  picture  which  one  can  scarce  look  upon  with' 

Tlie  plain,  south  of  Dresden,  was  the  scene  of  the  hard- 
fought  battle  between  Napoleon  and  the  allied  armies,  ia  1813. 
On  the  heights  above  the  little  viUnge  of  Riicknitz,  Moreau 
was  shot  on  the  second  day  of  the  battle.  We  took  a  foot- 
path through  the  meadows,  shaded  by  cherry  treos  in  bloom, 
and  ronciied  the  spot  after  an  hour's  walk.  ■  The  monument 
is  simple — a  square  block  of  granite,  surmountod  by  a  hel- 
met anil  sword,  with  the  inscription  :  "  The  hero  Moreau  fnU 
here  liy  tliE  side  of  Alexander,  August  J7/A,1S13."  I  gathered, 
as  a.  memorial,  a  few  leaves  of  the  oak  which  shades  it. 

By  applying  an  hour  before  the  appointed  time,  we  ob- 
tained admission  to  the  Koyal  Library.  It  contains  three 
hundred,  thousand  volumes — atoong  them  the  most  complete 
collection  of  historical  works  in  existence.  Each  hall  is 
devoted  to  a  history  of  a  separate  counti-y,  and  one  large 
room  is  filled  with  that  of  Saxony  alone.  There  is  a  largo 
number  of  rave  and  curions  manuscripts,  among  which  are 
old  Greek  works  of  the  seventh  and  eighth  centuries ;  a  Koran 
which  once  belonged  to  the  Sultan  Bajazet ;  the  autographs 
of  Luther  and  Melancthon  ;  a  manuscript  volume  with  pen 
and  ink  sketches,  by  Albert  Diirer,  and  the  earliest  specimens 
of  the  invention  of  printing.  Among  the  latter  was  a  book 
published  by  Faust  and  Schaeffer,  at  Mayence,  in  1457. 

We  were  fortunate  in  seeing  the  Grune  Gcindlbc,  or  Green 
Vaults,  a  collection  of  jewels  and  costly  articles,  unsurpassed 
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in  Enropc.  Admittance  is  only  granted  to  sis  persons  at  a 
time,  who  pay  a  fee  of  two  thalcrs.  Tiie  cnstomary  way  is 
to  employ  a,  Lohnbedienter,  wJio  goes  around  from  one  Lotel 
to  another,  until  he  has  collected  the  required  immbcr,  when 
he  brings  them  together  and  conducts  them  to  the  keeper, 
who  has  charge  of  the  treasures.  As  onr  visit  liappeued  to 
be  during  the  Pentecost  holidays,  when  every  body  in  Dres- 
den goes  to  the  mountains,  there  was  some  difficnlly  in 
effecting  this,  but  after  two  mornings  spent  in  hunting  np 
curious  travellers,  the  servant  finally  conducted  us  in  triumph 
to  the  palace.  The  first  hall  into  which  wc  were  ushered, 
contained  works  in  bronze.  They  were  all  small,  and 
chosen  with  regard  to  their  artistical  value.  Tlie  next  room 
contained  statues,  and  vases  covered  with  reliefs,  in  ivory. 
Tho  most  remarkable  work  was  the  fall  of  Lucifer  and  his 
angels,  containing  ninety-two  figures  in  all,  carved  out  of  a 
single  piece  of  ivory  sixteen  inches  high  !  It  was  the  work 
of  an  Italian  monk,  and  cost  liim  many  years  of  hard  labor. 
However  costly  the  contents  of  these  hails,  they  wore  only 
an  introduction  to  those  which  followed.  Each  one  exceeded 
the  other  in  splendor  and  costliness.  The  walls  were  covered 
to  the  coiling  with  rows  of  goblets,  vases,  &c.,  of  polished 
jasper,  agate,  and  lapis  lazuli.  Wo  saw  two  goblets,  each 
prized  at  sis  thousand  thalers,  made  of  gold  and  precious 
stones ;  also  tho  groat  peai-1  called  the  Spanish  Dwarf,  near- 
ly as  large  as  a  pullet's  egg  ;  globes  and  vases  cut  entirely 
out  of  the  mountain  crystal ;  magnificent  Nuremberg  watches 
and  clocks,  and  a  great  number  of  figures,  made  ingeniously 
of  rough  pearls  and  diamonds.  The  seventh  hall  contains 
the  coronation  robes  of  Augustus  II.  of  Poland,  and  many 


costly  specimens  of  earring  in  wood.  A  cliorry-stone  18 
sliowD  ill  a  glass  case,  wli'cli  Iins  one  liuiidred  and  twenty- 
fire  faces,  tUl  perfectly  fiiiislied,  carved  upon  it  1  I'he  next 
room  wo  entered  sent  back  a  glare  of  splendor  that  perfect- 
ly dazzled  ns.  It  was  all  gold,  diamond,  ruby,  and  sappliire. 
Every  case  sent  out  SHch  a  glow  and  glitter  that  it  seemed 
like  a  cage  of  imprisoned  li^iitnings.  Wherever  the  eye 
turned  it  was  met  by  a  blaze  of  broken  rainlMiws.  They 
were  there  by  hundreds,  and  every  gem  was  a  fortune. 
We  here  saw  the  largest  known  onyx,  nearly  seven  inches 
long  and  four  inches  broad  1  One  of  the  most  remarkable 
works  is  the  throne  and  couii  of  Aurungzebe,  the  Indian 
king,  by  Dingliuger,  a  celebrated  goldsmith  of  the  last  cen- 
tury. It  contains  one  Jiundred  and  thirty-two  figures,  all  of 
enamelled  gold,  and  each  one  most  perfectly  and  elaborately 
finished.  It  was  purchased  by  Prince  Augustus  for  fifty- 
eight  thousand  thalers,*  which  was  not  an  exorbitant  sum, 
considering  that  the  making  of  it  occupied  Dingliuger  and 
thirteen  workmen  for  seven  years  ! 

It  is  almost  impossible  lo  estimate  the  value  of  the  trea- 
sures these  halls  contain.  That  of  the  gold  and  jewels 
alone  must  be  many  millions  of  dollars,  and  the  amount  of 
labor  expended  on  theso  toys  of  royalty  is  incredible.  As 
monuments  of  patient  and  untiring  toil,  they  are  interesting  : 
but  it  is  sad  to  think  how  much  labor  and  skill  and  energy 
Lave  been  wasted,  in  producing  things  which  are  useless  to 
the  world,  and  only  of  secondary  importance  as  works  of  art. 
Perhaps,  however,  if  men  could  be  diverted  by  such  play- 
things from  more  dangerous  games,  it  would  be  all  the  better. 
*  A  PruBaiaa  or  Silxdu  thaler  id  about  70  ei* 
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After  four  days'  Bojoum  in  Dresden  we  sliouldercd  our 
knapsacks,  not  to  be  laid  down  again  until  we  reached 
Prague.  We  were  elated  with  the  prospect  of  getting 
among  the  hills  again,  and  we  heeded  not  the  frequent 
showers  which  had  dampened  the  enjoyment  of  the  Pente- 
cost holidays  for  the  good  citizens  of  Dresden,  and  might 
spoil  onr  own.  So  we  trudgad  gaily  along  the  road  to 
Pillnitz,  and  waved  an  adieu  to  the  domes  behind  us  as  the 
forest  shnt  them  out  from  view.  After  two  Lours'  walk  the 
road  led  down  to  the  Elbe,  where  we  crossed  in  a  ferry- 
boat to  Pillnitz,  the  seat  of  a  handsome  palace  and  gardens, 
belonging  to  the  Iviug  of  Sasony.  Ho  happened  to  be  there 
at  the  time,  on  an  afternoon  excursion  from  Dresden ;  but 


as  we  liad  scon  liim  before,  in  llie  latter  place,  vo  passed 
directly  on,  only  pausing  to  ai:lniire  tlie  flower-beds  in  the 
palace  cuui-t.  Tbe  King  is  a  tall,  benovolcitt  looking  man, 
and  is  apparently  mueb  liked  by  bis  people.  As  far  as  I 
bave  yet  soeD,  Saxony  is  a  prosperous  and  bappy  country, 
Tlie  people  are  noted  all  over  Germany  for  tlieir  honest, 
locial  cbaracter,  wliicb  is  written  on  their  cheerful,  open 
countenances.  On  our  entrance  into  tbe  Sason  Switzerland, 
at  Pillnita,  we  were  delighted  with  the  neatness  and  home- 
like appearance  of  tbe  villagps.  Every  body  greeted  us ; 
if  we  asked  for  information,  they  gave  it  cheerfully.  1  felt 
willing  to  say,  in  tbe  wof  ds  of  an  old  ballad,  which  I  believe 
Longfellow  has  translated ; 

■■  Tlifi  fiiireat  king.iom  on  this  earth, 
ItistlicSaiouIiiiiiir 

Keeping  the  left  bank  of  the  Elbe,  wo  passed  over  mea- 
dows purple  with  tbe  tri-coloi-ed  violet,  and  every  little  bank 
was  bright  with  cowslips.  At  length  tbe  path  led  down  into 
a  cleft  or  ravine  filled  with  frees,  whose  tops  were  on  a  level 
with  tbe  country  around.  This  la  a  peculiar  featui'e  of 
Saxon  scenery.  There  are  many  of  these  clefts,  some  of 
which  are  several  hundred  feet  deep,  having  walls  of  per- 
pendicular rock,  in  the  crev^es  of  which  the  mountain  pine 
roots  itself  and  grows  to  a  tolerable  height  without  any 
apparent  soil  to  keep  it  alive.  We  descended  by  a  foot-path 
into  this  ravine,  called  the  Liebetbaler  Gnind.  It  is  wider 
than  niany  of  tbe  others,  having  room  enough  for  a  coiisider- 
able  stream  and  several  mills.  The  sides  are  of  sandstono 
rock,  quite  perpendicular.      As  we  proceeded,  it  grew  nat' 
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rnwcr  anil  deeper,  wliilo  tlie  trees  covering  ita  sides  and 
eilges  nearly  sliut  out  the  sky.  An  hoar's  walk  brought  lis 
to  the  end,  where  we  ascended  gradually  to  the  upper  level 
again. 

After  passing  the  night  at  the  little  village  of  TJttewalda, 
a  short  distance  further,  we  set  out  early  in  the  morning  for 
the  Bastei,  a  lofty  precipice  on  the  Elbe.  The  way  led  us 
directly  through  the  Uttewalder  Grand,  the  most  remarkable 
of  all  these  chasms.  We  went  down  by  rooky  steps  into  its 
depths,  which  in  the  early  morning  were  very  cold.  Water 
dripped  from  the  rocks,  which,  but  a  few  feet  aoart.  rosft  far 
ahove  us,  and  a  little  rill  made  its  way  along  the  bottom, 
into  which  the  sun  has  never  shone.  Heavy  masses  of  rock, 
which  had  tumbled  down  from  the  sides,  encumbered  the 
way,  and  tall  pine  trees  sprang  from  every  cleft.  In  one 
place  the  detile  is  only  four  feet  wide,  and  a.  large  mass  of 
Tock,  fallen  from  above,  has  lodged  near  the  bottom,  making 
a  low  arch,  under  which  the  traveller  has  to  creep.  After 
going  under  two  or  three  arches  of  this  kind,  the  defile 
widened,  and  an  arrow  cut  upon  a  rock  directed  us  to  a  Bide 
path,  which  branched  off  into  the  mountains.  Here  the 
masses  of  stono  immediately  assumed  another  form.  They 
projected  like  shelves  sometimes  as  much  as  twenty  feet 
from  the  perpendicular  walls,  and  hnng  over  tho  way, 
threatening  to  break  off  every  moment.  I  felt  glad  when 
we  had  passed  under  them.  Then,  as  wo  ascended  further, 
we  saw  pillars  of  rock  separated  entirely  from  the  side  of 
the  mountain,  and  rising  a  hundred  feet  iu  height,  with  trees 
growing  on  their  summits.  They  stood  there  gray  and 
timo-M-orn,  like  the  ruins  of  a  Titan  temple. 


The  pntU  finally  leJ  us  out  into  the  forest  and  througli 
the  ciustering  pine  trees,  to  the  summit  of  the  Baatei.  An 
inn  has  been  erected  in  tlie  woodn,  and  an  iron  balustrade 
placed  nround  the  rock.  Proteeted  by  this,  we  advanced  to 
the  end  of  the  precipice  and  looked  down  ou  the  swift  Elbe, 
more  than  seven  Lundred  feet  below  !  Opposite,  through 
the  blue  mists  of  morning,  rose  K^migstcin,  crowned  witli  an 
impregnable  fortress,  and  tho  crags  of  Lilieiistein,  with  a  fine 
forest  around  their  base,  frowned  from  the  left  bank.  On 
both  sides  were  hori'ihle  precipices  of  gray  rock,  with  rugged 
trees  linngiiig  from  the  crevices.  A  hill  rising  on  one  side 
of  the  Bastei,  terminates  suddenly  a  short  distance  from  it, 
in  an  abrupt  precipice.  In  the  intervening  space  stand 
three  or  four  of  those  rock- columns,  several  bundred  feet 
(iigh,  with  their  tops  nearly  on  a  level  with  the  Bastei.  A 
wooden  bridge  has  been  thrown  across  from  one  to  the 
other,  and  the  traveller  passes  over  it,  looking  on  tbe  trees 
and  rocks  far  below  him,  until  he  reaches  the  hill,  where  a 
steep  zigzag  path  takes  bim  down  to  the  Elbe. 

"We  crossed  the  river  for  the  fourth  time  at  the  foot  of  the 
Bastei,  and  walked  along  its  right  bank  towards  K<inigstein. 
Theinjiirycauscdhy  the  inundation  was  everywhere  apparent. 
The  receding  flood  had  left  a  deposit  of  sand,  in  many  places 
several  feet  deep,  on  the  rich  meadows,  so  that  the  labor  of 
years  will  be  requisite  to  remove  it  and  restore  the  land  to 
an  arable  condition.  Even  the  farm-bouses  on  the  hillside, 
some  distance  from  the  i-iver,  had  been  reached,  and  the 
long  grass  hung  In  the  highest  branches  of  the  fruit  trees. 
The  people  were  at  work  trying  to  i-epair  the  injuries,  hut 
they  will  fall  heavily  upon  the  poorer  classes. 
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The  moimtain  of  Kiinigatein  is  twelyo  hundred  feet  liigb. 
A  precipice,  varying  from  one  to  three  liuudred  feet  in 
lieiglit,  rnus  cntirelj  round  tho  Bummit,  which  is  flat,  and  a 
mile  and  a  half  in  circumference.  Tliis  Las  been  converted  into 
a  fortress,  whose  natural  advantages  make  it  entirely  impreg- 
nahle.  During  the  Thirty  Years'  War  and  the  late  war 
with  Napoleon,  it  was  the  only  place  in  Saxouy  unoccupied 
by  the  enemy.  Hence  it  is  used  as  a  depository  for  the 
archives  and  royal  treasures,  in  times  of  danger.  By  giving 
up  our  passports  at  the  door,  we  received  periaisaiou  to 
enter,  and  were  furnished  with  a  guide  around  the  battle- 
ments. Tbero  is  quite  a  little  village  on  the  summit,  with 
gardens,  fields,  and  a  wood  of  considerable  size.  The  only 
entrance  Is  by  a  road  cut  through  the  rock,  which  is  strongly 
guarded.  A  well  seven  hundred  feet  deep  supplies  the 
fiirtress  with  water,  and  there  are  storehouses  sufficient  to 
hold  supplies  for  many  years.  The  view  from  the  ramparts 
is  glorious,  embracing  the  whole  of  the  Saxon  Ilighlands,  as 
far  as  the  lofty  Schnoeberg  in  Bohemia,  On  the  other  side, 
the  eye  follows  the  windings  of  the  Elbe,  as  far  as  the  spires 
of  Dresden.  Lilienstein,  a  mountaiu  of  exactly  similar  for- 
mation, hut  somewhat  higher,  stands  directly  opposite.  On 
walking  around  the  ramparts,  the  guide  pointed  out  a  little 
square  tower  standing  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  with  a 
ledge,  about  two  feet  wide,  running  around  it,  just  below 
the  windows,  lie  said,  that  dnring  the  reign  of  Augustus 
e  Strong,  a  barou  attached  to  his  court,  rose  in  his  slncp 
I  after  a  night  of  revelry  and  stepping  out  of  the  window, 
Lstretcbed  himself  at  fuU  length  along  the  ledge.  A  guard 
f  fortunately  observed  his  shuation   and  informed  Augustus 
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of  it,  M-lio  lia<l  l.im  liouii.l  junl  socurod  whli  conle,  nnd  tLeu 
awakened  by  musiu.  It  was  a  good  lesson,  and  one  which 
no  doubt  sobered  him  for  the  future. 

Passing  through  t.iio  little  city  of  Kiiuiggtem,  wo  walked 
f>n  to  Scliandau,  the  capital  of  the  Saxon  Switzerland,  aitu. 
ated  ou  the  left  bank.  It  had  sustained  great  damagtj  from 
the  flood,  the  whole  place  having  been  literally  under  water. 
Hero  wo  turned  up  a  narrow  valley  which  led  to  the  Kuh- 
Btall,  some  eight  miles  distant.  The  mountain  sides,  as  usual, 
were  of  steep  gray  rock,  but  wide  enough  apai-t  to  give  room 
to  some  lovely  meadows,  ivith  here  and  there  a  rustic  cottage. 
The  mountain  maidens,  in  their  bright  red  di'esses,  with  a 
fanciful  scarf  bound  around  the  head,  made  a  romantic  addi 
tioa  to  the  scone.  There  were  some  quiet  secluded  nooks, 
where  the  light  of  day  stole  in  dimly  through  the  thick  foli- 
age above  and  the  wild  stream  rushed  less  boisterously  over 
the  rocks.  We  sat  down  to  rest  in  one  of  these  cool  retreats, 
and  made  the  glen  ring  with  a  cheer  for  America. 

As  we  advanced  fiirther  into  the  hills  tlio  way  became 
darker  and  ^^■ilde^.  We  heard  the  sound  of  falling  water  In 
a  little  doll  on  one  side,  and  going  nearer,  saw  a  picturesc^ue 
fall  of  about  fifteen  feet.  Great  masses  of  black  rock  wei-o 
piled  together,  o\'er  which  the  mountain-stream  fell  in  a 
snowy  sheet.  The  pines  above  and  around  grew  so  thick 
and  close,  that  not  a  sunbeam  coidd  enter,  and  a  mysterious 
twilight  pervaded  the  spot.  In  Greece  it  would  have  been 
chosen  for  an  oracle.  I  have  seen,  somewhere,  a  picture  of 
tlie  Spirit  of  Poetry,  sitting  beside  just  such  a  cataract,  aiid 
tmly  the  nympli  coidd  choose  no  m«e  appropriate  dwelling. 
But  alas   for  sentiment!  while  we  were  admiring  its  jiic- 


turesque  beauty,  we  did  not  notice  a  man  who  came  from  a 
near  luit  and  went  up  beliind  the  rocks.  All  at  once  iLere 
was  a  roar  of  water,  and  a  strong;  torrent  come  pouring  down, 
I  looked  up,  nnd  lo!  there  lie  stood,  with  3  gate  in  hiji  hand 


water  imprisoned,  looking  down  at  us  to 
ion.  I  ordered  him  to  shut  it  up  again* 
ill  haste,  lest  he  should  loae  his  fco  for 


which  iiad  held  th 
observe  our  adniir 
and  he  rejoined  u 
the  sight. 

Our  road  now  left  the  valley  and  ascended  through  a  forest 
to  the  K-uhstall,  (Cow's  Stable,)  which  we  came  upon  at  once. 
It  is  a  remarkable  natural  arch,  through  a  rocky  wall  or 
rampart,  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  thick.  Passing  through, 
we  came  at  the  other  end  to  the  edge  of  a  very  deep  preci- 
pice, while  the  rock  towered  abruptly  far  above.  Below 
ns  lay  a  deep  circular  valley,  two  miles  in  diameter,  and  sur- 
rounded on  every  side  by  ranges  of  crags,  such  as  wc  saw 
on  the  Bastei.  It  was  entirely  covered  with  a  pine  forest, 
and  there  only  appeared  to  be  two  or  three  narrow  defiles 
which  gave  it  a  communication  with  the  world.  The  top  of 
the  Kuhstall  can  be  reached  by  a  path  which  runs  up  through 
a  split  in  the  rock,  directly  to  the  summit.  It  is  just  wide 
enough  for  one  person  to  squeeze  himself  through ;  pieces 
of  wood  have  been  fastened  in  as  steps,  and  the  rocks  in 
many  places  close  completely  above.  The  place  derives  ita 
name  from  having  been  used  by  the  mountaineers  as  a  hiding- 
place  foi"  their  cattle  in  time  of  war. 

Nest  morning  we  descended  by  another  crevice  in  the 
rock  lo  the  lonely  valley,  which  we  crossed,  and  climbed 
the  Little  Winterberg  on  the  opposite  side.  There  is  a  wida 
and  rugged  view  from  a  tower  on  a  precipitous  rock  near  the 


summit,  pTOcteil  to  coniiii  cm  orate  tho  caenjm  n{  Prince 
Augustus  of  Srtsony,  who,  being  pursued  by  a  mad  stag, 
roflcuccl  himself  by  a  lucky  blow  when  ou  the  very  brink. 
Among  the  many  wild  valleys  that  lay  between  the  hills, 
we  saw  scarcely  one  without  the  peculiar  rocky  formation 
which  gives  to  Saxon  aceuery  its  most  interesting  character. 
They  resemble  the  remains  of  some  mighty  work  of  art, 
ratlier  than  one  of  tho  thousand  varied  forms  in  which 
Nature  dcUgUts  to  clothe  herself 

The  Great  Wintcrberg,  which  is  reached  by  another  hoar's 
walk  along  an  elevated  ridge,  is  the  highest  of  the  moun- 
t^ns,  celebrated  for  tho  grand  view  from  its  summit.  We 
found  the  handsome  Swiss  hotel  recently  built  there,  full  of 
tourists  who  had  come  to  enjoy  the  scene,  but  the  morning 
elonds  hid  every  thing.  Wo  ascended  the  tower,  and  look- 
ing between  them  as  they  rolled  by,  caught  glimpses  of  the 
broad  landscape  below.  The  Giant's  Monntaius  in  Silesia 
were  hidden  by  the  mist,  but  sometimes  when  the  wind 
freshened,  we  could  see  beyond  the  Elbe  Into  Bohemian 
Switzerland,  where  the  long  Schneeberg  rose  conspicuous 
above  the  smaller  mountains.  Leaving  the  other  travellers 
to  wait  at  their  leisure  for  clearer  weather,  we  set  off  for 
tho  Prebiachthor,  in  company  with  two  or  three  students 
from  the  Polytechnic  School  in  Dresden.  An  hour's  walk 
over  high  hills,  wliose  forest  clothing  had  been  swept  off  by 
fire  a  few  years  before,  brought  us  to  the  spot. 

The  Prebischthor  is  a  natural  arch,  ninety  feet  lijgli,  in  a 
wall  of  rock  which  projects  at  right  angles  fi'om  tlio  precipi- 
tous side  of  the  mountain.  A  narrow  path  leada  over  the 
top  of  the  arch  to  the  end  of  tlie  rock,  where,  protected  by 
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a  r^itig.  t]ie  traTellei  eeems  to  hang  in  tlie  air.  The  Tallcy 
b  far  below  him — mountains  rise  up  on  cither  side — and  "nly 
the  narrow  bridge  coDoccts  him  with  the  earth.  V>e 
descended  by  a  wooden  staircase  to  the  bottom  of  ilie  arcb, 
r  which  a  rustic  inn  is  built  against  the  rock,  and  thence 
int»  the  rallev  below,  which  we  fuUowed  through  rude  and 
lonely  scenery,  to  Himischkretschen  (!)  on  the  Elbe. 

Crossing  the  river  again  for  the  Gixtli  and  last  time,  we 
followed  the  right  bank  to  Xcidergrond,  the  first  Austrian 
village  Here  our  passports  were  vised  for  Prague,  and  we 
were  allowed  to  proceed  without  any  examination  of  bag- 
[  noticed  a  manifest  change  in  our  fellow  LraTellcrs 

e  moment  we  crossed  the  border.  They  appeared  anxious 
and  careful ;  if  we  happened  to  speak  of  the  state  of  the 
country,  they  alwaj's  looked  around  to  see  if  anybody  was 
r,  and  if  we  even  passed  a  workman  on  the  road,  quietly 
changed  to  some  other  subject.  The}'  spoke  much  of  the 
jealous  strietuess  of  the  govemmenl,  and  from  what  I  heard 
from  Anstrians  themselves,  there  may  have  been  ground 
for  their  cautiousness.  We  walked  seven  or  eight  mdes 
along  the  bank  of  the  Elbe,  to  Teischen,  there  left  our  com- 
panions  and  look  the  road  to  Teplitz.  I  was  pleasantly  dis- 
appointed on  entering  Bohemia.  Instead  of  a  dull,  uninter- 
esting conntry,  as  I  expected,  it  is  a  laud  full  of  the  most 
lovely  scenery.  There  is  every  thing  which  can  griilify 
the  eye — high  blue  mountains,  valleys  of  the  sweetest  pas- 
toral aspect,  and  romantic  old  ruins.  The  very  name  of 
Bohemia  is  associated  n-ith  wild  and  wonderful  legends,  of 
the  rude  barbaric  ages,  F.vcn  the  cliivalric  tales  of  the 
feudal  times  of  Germany  grow  tame  beside  these  earlier  and 
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darker  histoms.  Tlie  fallen  fortresses  of  tlic  Rliinc.  or  the 
robber- castle 8  of  the  Odcuwald,  hail  not  for  mo  so  exciting 
an  interest  as  the  aLapelesa  ruins  cumbering  these  lonely 
mountains.  The  civilized  Saxon  race  was  left  behind  ;  I 
saw  around  me  the  features  and  lioard  the  language  of  one 
of  tbose  rude  Sclavonic  tribes,  whose  original  home  was  on 
the  vast  steppes  of  Central  Asia.  I  have  raielj'  enjoyed 
traveiliug  more  than  our  first  two  days'  journey  towards 
Prague.  The  range  of  the  Erzgebirge  ran  along  on  our 
right ;  the  snow  still  lay  in  patches  upon  it,  but  the  valleys 
between,  witb  their  little  clusters  of  white  cottages,  were 
green  and  beautiful. 

About  six  miles  before  reaching  Teplitz,  we  passed  Kulm, 
the  great  battle-field,  which  in  a  measure  decided  the  fate  of 
Napoleon.  lie  sent  Vandamme  with  40,000  men  to  attack 
the  allies  before  they  could  unite  their  forces,  and  thus  effect 
their  complete  destniction.  Only  the  almost  despairing 
bravery  of  the  Russian  guards  under  Ostermann,  who  held 
him  ID  check  until  the  allied  troops  united,  defeated  Napo- 
leon's design.  At  the  junction  of  the  roads,  where  the  fight- 
ing was  hottest,  the  Austrians  have  erected  a  monument  to 
one  of  their  generals.  Not  far  from  it  is  that  of  Prussia, 
simple  and  tasteful.  A  woody  hill  near,  with  the  little  vil- 
lage of  Kulm  at  its  foot,  was  the  station  occupied  by 
Vandamme  at  the  commencement  of  the  battle.  There  is 
now  a  beautiful  chapel  on  its  summit,  which  can  he  seen  far 
and  wide.  A  little  distance  fnrther,  the  Emperor  of  Russia 
has  erected  a  third  monnmout  to  the  memory  of  the  Ehs- 
Bians  who  fell.  Four  linns  rest  on  the  base  of  the  pedestal, 
and  on  the  top  of  the  shaft,  forty-five  feet  Ligh,  Victory  is 


Teplitz  lies 
by  the  Boliem 
on  the  other, 
turesque  ri 
half  hidden  ii 


lilea  wide,  bounded 
ind  the  Erzgobirgo 

liu 


i  bath -build  in 


represented  as  engraving  tbo  date,  "Ang.  30,  1813,"  on  n 
shield.  The  dark,  piiic-covcred  mountains  on  the  right, 
overlook  the  whole  field  and  the  valley  of  Teplitz ;  Napo- 
leon rode  along  their  creata  several  days  after  the  battle,  to 
witness  the  aeene  of  his  defeat. 

11  a  lovely  valley,  several  i 

m  tQotintains  on  one  side, 

One  straggling  peak 
I,  at  whose  foot  the  spai 

As  we  walked  down  the  principal 
street,  I  noticed  that  nearly  every  house  was  a  hotel ;  in 
summer  the  usual  average  of  visitors  is  five  thousand.  The 
waters  re.semble  those  of  the  celebrated  Carlsbad  ;  they  are 
warm,  and  particidarly  efficacious  in  rheumatism  and  diseases 
of  like  character.  After  leaving  Teplitz,  the  road  turned 
to  the  east,  towards  a  lofty  mountain,  which  we  bad  seen 
the  morning  before.  The  peasants,  as  they  passed  by,  salut- 
ed us  with  "  Christ  greet  you  !" 

We  stopped  for  the  night  at  the  foot  of  the  peak  called 
the  Milleschaucr,  and  must  have  ascended  uearly  2,G00  feet, 
for  we  had  a  wide  ^iew  the  next  morning,  although  the  mists 
and  clouds  bid  the  half  of  it.  The  weather  being  so  un- 
favorable,  wo  decided  not  to  ascend,  and  taking  leave  of  the 
Jena  student  who  came  there  for  that  purpose,  descended 
through  green  fields  and  orchards  snowy  with  blossoms,  to 
Lobositz,  on  the  Elbe.  Ilere  we  reached  the  plains  again, 
where  every  thing  wore  the  luxuriance  of  summer,  and  it 
was  a  pleasant  change  from  the  dark  and  rough  scenery  we 
had  left.  The  road  passed  through  Thcresienstadt,  the  for- 
tress of  Northern  Bohemia.     The  little  city  is  surrounded 
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by  a  double  wall  and  moat,  which  can  be  filled  with  water, 
rendering  it  almost  impregnable.  In  the  morning  we  were 
ferried  over  the  Moldau,  and  after  journeying  nearly  all  day 
across  barren,  elevated  plains,  saw  late  in  the  afternoon  the 
sixty-seven  spires  of  Prague  below  us !  The  dark  clouds 
which  hung  over  the  hills,  gave  us  little  time  to  look  upon 
the  singular  scene ;  and  we  were  soon  comfortably  settled 
in  the  half-barbaric,  half- Asiatic  city,  with  a  pleasant  pros- 
pect of  seeing  its  wonders  on  the  morrow. 


CHAPTER    XXI. 


SCENES     IN     PRAGUE. 


Impressions  of  Prague—Past  and  Present— The  Moldan  Bridge— Johannes  of  Nepo- 
muck— A  Day  Dream— The  Cathedral— The  Shrine  of  Ncpomuck— Jesuitical 
Musio— An  Attack  of  Jews — The  Old  Ilebrew  Cemetery. 

Prague,  May,  1845. 
I  FEEL  as  if  out  of  tlie  world  in  this  strange,  fantastic,  yet 
beautiful  old  city.  We  have  been  rambling  all  morning 
througli  its  winding  streets,  stopping  sometimes  at  a  church 
to  sec  the  dusty  tombs  and  shrines,  or  to  hear  the  fine  music 
which  accompanies  the  morning  mass.  I  have  seen  no  city 
yet  which  so  forcibly  reminds  me  of  the  Past.  The  lan- 
guage adds  to  the  illusion.  Three-fourths  of  the  people  in 
the  streets  speak  Bohemian,  and  many  of  the  signs  are 
written  in  the  same  tongue,  which  has  no  resemblance  to 
German.  The  palace  of  the  Bohemian  kings  still  looks 
down  on  the  city  from  the  western  heights,  and  their  tombs 
stand  in  the  Cathedral  of  the  holy  Johannes.  When  one 
has  climbed  the  stone  steps  leading  to  the  fortress,  there  is  a 
glorious  prospect  before  liim.     Prague  witli  her  spires  and 


ai6 


VIEWS   l-TOOT. 


towers,  lies  in  tlie  valley  below,  throngli  wliicli  curvps  tlie 
Molilau  around  its  green  islands  until  it  disappcnrs  .tmong 
tlie  nortlieru  iiills.  Tbe  fantastic  Byzantine  orcliitccture  of 
many  of  tlie  clmrcbes  and  towers,  gives  tlie  place  a  peculiar 
oriental  appearance.  They  Hcem  to  have  hcen  transported 
hither  from  Persia  or  Tartary.  Jts  streets  are  lull  of 
jtoluces,  fallen  and  inhabited  now  by  tbe  poorer  classes.  Its 
famous  University,  wbicb  once  boasted  forty  thousand  stu- 
dents, has  long  since  ceased  to  exist.  In  a  word,  it  is,  like 
Venice,  a  fallen  city  ;  thongb,  as  in  Venice,  tbe  improving 
spirit  of  tbe  age  is  beginning  to  give  it  a  little  life,  and  to 
send  a  quicker  stream  through  its  narrow  and  winding 
arteries.  The  railroad  which,  joining  that  to  Bruuii,  con- 
nects it  with  Vienna,  will  be  finished  this  year ;  and  in 
anticipation  of  the  iDcreased  business  which  will  follow, 
speculators  are  building  cnoi-mous  hotels  in  tbe  suburbs  and 
tearing  down  the  old  buildings  to  give  place  to  more 
splendid  edifices.  These  operations,  and  the  chain  bridge 
whicb  spans  the  Moldau  towards  the  southern  eud  of  tbe 
city,  are  the  only  things  which  are  modem— everything 
else  is  old,  stmnge  and  solemn. 

Having  first  determined  a  few  of  the  principal  points,  we 
wandered  through  its  difficult  labyrinths,  seeking  every  place 
of  note  or  interest.  Ileacbing  the  bridge  at  last,  we  decided 
to  cross  and  ascend  to  the  Ilradschin — the  palace  of  tbe  Bohe- 
mian kings.  The  bridge  was  commenced  in  1357,  aud  was 
not  finished  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years.  Such  was  the  way 
the  old  Germans  did  their  work,  and  they  made  a  stmcture 
which  will  last  a  thousand  years  lunger.  Every  pier  is  sur- 
mounted with  groups  of  saints  and'martyrs,  all  ao  worn  and 


weather-beaten,  fliat  there  is  little  left  of  their  beauty,  if 
they  ever  had  any.  The  most  important  of  them,  at  least 
to  Bohemians,  is  that  'jf  the  holy  "JohaimeB  of  Nepomuck," 
BOW  considered  as  the  patron-saint  of  the  land.  Many  cen- 
turies ago  ho  was  a  priest  whom  one  of  the  Vings  threw  from 
the  bridge  into  the  Moldari,  because  he  refused  to  reveal  to 
him  what  the  queen  confessed.  The  legend  snya  the  body 
swam  for  aome  time  on  the  river,  with  five  stars  around  its 
head.  The  IGlh  of  May.  the  day  before  oni-  arrival,  was 
that  set  apart  for  his  particular  honor  j  the  Statue  on  the 
bridge  was  covered  with  an  arch  of  green  boughs  and  Sow' 
ers,  and  the  shrine  lighted  with  burning  tapers.  A  radiug 
was  erected  aronnd  it,  near-  which  numbers  of  the  helievers 
were  kneeling.  The  bridge  was  covered  with  passers-by, 
who  all  took  their  hats  off  until  they  had  pasaeil.  Had  it 
been  a  place  of  worship,  the  act  would  have  been  nainral 
and  appropriate,  but  to  uncover  before  a  statue  seemed  to  us 
too  much  like  idolatry,  and  wo  ventured  over  without  doing 
it.  A  few  years  ago  it  might  have  been  dangerous,  but  now 
we  only  met  with  scowling  looks.  There  are  many  such 
shi'ines  and  statues  through  the  city,  and  I  noticed  that  the 
people  always  removed  their  hats  and  crossed  themselves  in 
passing.  On  the  hill  above  the  western  end  of  the  city, 
stands  a  chapel  on  the  spot  where  the  Bavarians  put  an  end 
to  Prntestantism  in  Bohemia  bi/  the  iioord,  and  tlio  deluded 
peasantry  ot  the  land  moke  pilgrimages  t>  this  spot,  as  if  it 
were  rendered  holy  by  an  act  over  which  Religion  weeps ! 

Ascending  the  broad  flight  of  steps  to  the  llradschin,  I 

paused  a  moment  to  gaze  iipnn  the  scene  helow.     A  slight 

blue  haze  hnug  over  ihe  clustering  towers,  and  iho  city  glim- 
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mered  tlirouf^h  it,  like  a  city  seen  in  a  dream.  It  was  well 
that  it  should  so  np[ieiU',  ibr  not  loss  dim  and  tnlstj  ar6  the 
memories  that  haunt  its  vails.  There  was  no  iieed  of  a 
musician's  wnnd  to  bid  that  light  cloud  shadow  Forth  the 
forms  of  other  times.  They  came  uncalled  fcr,  even  by  fancy. 
Far,  far  back  in  the  past,  I  saw  the  warrior- princess  who 
founded  the  kingly  city — the  renowned  Libussa,  whoso 
]irowess  and  talent  inspired  the  women  of  Bohemia  to  rise 
at  her  death  and  storm  the  land,  that  tlieir  ses  might  mis 
where  it  obeyed  before.  On  the  mountain  opposite  onoa 
stood  the  palace  nf  the  bloody  Wlaska,  who  reigned  with 
her  Amazon  band  for  seren  years  over  half  Bohemia.  Thosa 
Ntrocts  below  had  echoed  with  the  fiery  words  of  Huss, 
the  castle  of  whose  follower — the  blind  Ziska,  who  met 
and  defeated  the  armies  of  the  German  Empire — moulders 
on  tliB  mountain  above.  Many  a  year  of  war  and  tempest 
has  passed  over  the  scene.  The  hills  around  have  borne  the 
armies  of  Wallenstein  and  Frederick  the  Great ;  the  war-cries 
of  Bavaria,  Sweden  and  Poland  have  echoed  in  the  valley, 
and  the  glare  of  the  midnight  cannon  or  the  flames  of  burning 
palaces  have  often  reddened  the  blood-dyed  waters  of  the 
Moldan ! 

But  this  was  a  day-dream.  The  throng  of  people  coming 
up  the  steps  awaked  me.  "Wo  turned  and  followed  the 
crowd  through  several  spaciona  courts,  until  wo  reached  the 
Cathedral,  which  is  magnificeiit  in  the  extreme.  Tlie  dark 
Gothic  pillars,  whose  arches  unite  high  above,  are  surround- 
ed with  gilded  monuments  and  shrines,  and  the  side  chapels 
are  rich  in  elaborate  decorations.  A  priest  was  speaking 
from  a  pnlpit  in  the  centre,  in  the  Bohemian   language, 
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wliieli  not  being  the  most  intelligible,  I  went  (o  the  other 
end  to  SCO  the  shritie  of  tlie  holy  Johannes  of  Kepomiick. 
It  stnmls  at  tho  end  of  one  of  the  eide  aisies,  and  ia  cnmposed 
of  a,  mass  of  gorgeous  silver  oniament a.  At  a  little  distance, 
on  each  side,  hang  four  massive  laonia  of  silver,  constantly 
burning.  The  pyramid  of  statues,  of  the  same  precious 
metal,  has  at  each  corner  a  richly  Ciirved  urn,  three  feet 
high,  with  a  crimson  lamp  burning  at  the  top.  Above,  four 
silver  angels,  the  size  of  life,  are  suspended  in  the  air,  hold- 
ing up  the  comers  of  a  splendid  drapery  of  crimson  and 
gold.  If  these  figures  were  melted  down  and  distributed 
among  the  poor  and  miserable  people  who  inhabit  Bohemia, 
they  would  then  be  angels  indeed,  bringing  happiness  and 
blessing  to  many  a  mined  home-altar.  In  the  same  chapel 
ia  the  splendid  burial-place  of  the  Bohemian  kings,  of  gilded 
marble  and  alabaster.  Ori  our  return  to  the  bridge,  we 
stepped  into  the  St.  Nicholas  Church,  which  was  built  by 
the  Jesuits.  The  Interior  baa  a  rich  effect,  its  colors  being 
only  brown  and  gold.  Tho  music  chained  mo  there  a  long 
time.  There  was  a  grand  organ,  assisted  by  a  full  orchestra 
and  large  choir  of  singers.  At  every  sound  of  the  priest's 
bell,  the  flourish  of  trumpets  and  deep  roll  of  the  drums 
filled  tlie  dome  with  a  burst  of  quivering  sound,  while  the 
giant  pipes  of  the  organ  breathed  out  their  full  harmony 
and  the  very  air  shook  under  the  peal.  It  was  a  ti-iumpbal 
strain;  tho  soul  became  filled  with  thoughts  of  power  nnd 
glory,  and  tho  senses  were  merged  into  one  dim,  indistinct 
emotion  of  rapture.  I  could  almost  forgive  the  Jesuits  the 
superstition  and  bigotry  they  have  planted  in  the  minds  of 
men,   for   the    indescribable    enjoyment    that   music    gave. 


went  out  to  tlifi  wniM  ngfti 

1,  nnil  the 

now  luit  a  dream  —  a  dre 

m  wi.ose 

.oiiger    than    many    a   more 

palpatio 

When  it  censed, 
recollection  of  ii 
influence    will    last    loi 
reality. 

Tliere  is  another  part  of  Prague  which  is  not  less  interest- 
ing, though  much  less  poetical — the  Jews'  City.  lu  our 
ramhles  we  got  into  it  before  we  were  aware,  but  Lnrrieil 
immediately  out  of  it  again,  perfectly  satisfied  with  one  visit. 
"VVe  entered  first  a  dark,  narrow  street,  whose  sides  were 
lined  with  booths  of  old  clothes  and  second-hand  articles. 
A  shai-p -featured  old  woman  thrust  a  coat  before  my  face, 
exclaiming.  "  Hen-,  buy  a  fine  coat !"  instantly  a  man  as- 
sailed me  oa  the  other  side,  "  Here  are  vests  !  pantaloons  ! 
n,  hut  it  only 


no  by  tlio  arm,  crying.  "  Lie- 
3  !"  and  another   grasped  my 


shirts  !"  I  broke  loose  fron 
became  worse.  One  seized  i 
her  Hen',  buy  some  stocking 
coat ;  "  Hats,  llcrr  !  hats  !  hni/  xomeihipg, 
thing.'"  I  rushed  desperately  on,  shouting  "no!  no!" 
with  all  my  might,  and  finally  got  safely  through.  My 
fncnd  having  escaped  their  clutches  also,  we  found  our  way 
to  the  old  Jewish  Cemetery.  It  stands  in  the  middle  of  the 
city,  and  has  not  been  used  for  a  hundred  years.  "We 
could  find  no  entrance,  but  by  climbing  upon  the  mins  of 
an  old  honsB  near,  I  looked  over  the  wall.  A  cold  shudder 
crept  over  mo,  to  think  tliat  warm,  joy oiis  Life,  as  I  then  felt 
it,  should  grow  chill  and  pass  back  to  clay  in  such  a  foul  cliar- 
nel-house.  Large  mounds  of  earth,  covered  with  black,  de- 
caying grave-stones,  which  were  almost  hidden  under  the 
weeds  and  ra:ik  grass,  filled  the  enclosure.  A  few  dark, 
crooked  alder-trees  grow  among  the  crumbling  tombs,  and 


THE    HEBREW    CEMETERY.  221 

gave  the  scene  an  air  of  gloom  and  desolation,  almost  fear- 
ful. The  dust  of  many  a  generation  lies  under  these  mould- 
ering stones  ;  they  now  scarcely  occu2)y  a  thought  in  the 
minds  of  the  living  ;  and  yet  the  present  race  toils  and  seeks 
for  wealth  alone,  that  it  may  pass  away  and  leave  nothing 
behind — not  even  a  memory  for  that  which  will  follow  ! 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

JOURNEY  THROUGH  BOHEMIA  AND  MORAVIA. 

The  Scenery  of  Bohemia— The  Inhabitant*— "Wayside  Shrines— Disgusting  Image»— 
Devotion  of  the  People— Iglau— The  Peasant  Girls— Bohemian  Teams— A  Beliglonf 
Pageant — A  New  Companion — His  Astonishment — Lodging  with  the  Lancers — The 
City  of  Znaim — Talk  with  the  Handwerker — Eain — A  Drunken  Baron — Summer 
Scenery— First  View  of  the  Alps— The  Valley  of  the  Danube— Arrival  at  Vienna. 

Our  road  for  the  first  two  days  after  leaving  Prague  led 
across  broad,  elevated  plains,  over  which  a  cold  wind  camo 
direct  from  the  summits  of  the  Hiesengebirge,  far  to  our  left. 
Were  it  not  for  the  pleasant  view  of  the  rich  valley  of  the 
Upper  Elbe,  which  afforded  a  delightful  relief  to  the  mono- 
tony of  the  hills  around  us,  the  journey  would  have  been 
exceedingly  tiresome.  The  snow  still  glistened  on  the  dis- 
tant mountains  ;  but  when  the  sun  shone  out,  the  broad  val- 
ley below,  clad  in  the  luxuriance  of  summer,  and  extending 
for  at  least  fifty  miles  with  its  woods,  meadows,  and  white 
villages,  was  like  a  glimpse  of  Paradise.  The  long  ridges 
over  which  we  travelled  extended  for  nearly  a  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  — from  the  Elbe  almost  to  the  Danube.  The 
soil  is  not  fertile,  the  inhabitants  are  exceedingly  poor,  and 


from  our  ovn  pxperiente.  the  dimate  must  Lc  nnlioaltljy. 
In  wiater  the  touiilrj-  is  exposed  to  the  full  sweep  of  Ihe 
nortliern  winds,  and  in  summer  tbe  sun  shiiiea  down  on  it 
with  uuhroken  force.  There  arc  few  stre.ima  running  through 
it;  andthehigheat  part,  which  divides  the  waters  of  the  Baltic 
from  those  of  the  Black  Sea,  is  filled  for  a  long  distance  with 
marshes  and  standing  pools,  wliose  exhalntions  must  incr%'i- 
tably  Buhjoct  the  inhabitants  to  disease.  This  was  percepti- 
ble in  their  sallow,  sifklv  count enances  ;  many  of  the  women 
are  afflicted  with  the  goiire,  or  ewelliiig  of  the  throat ;  and  I 
noticed  that  towarila  evening  they  always  carefiilly  muffled 
up  theu-  faces.  According  to  their  own  statements,  the 
people  Buffer  much  from  the  cold  in  winter,  as  the  few  foreaf  s 
the  coutiliy  afibrda  are  in  posaeasion  of  the  noblemen  to 
whom  the  land  belongs,  and  who  are  not  willing  the  trees 
aliould  be  cut.  The  dominions  of  these  petty  despots  are 
marked  along  the  road  with  na  much  precision  as  the  bound- 
aries of  an  empire.  We  saw  somefimes  their  stately  castles 
at  a  distance,  forming  ({ulte  a  cuntraat  to  the  poor  scattering 
villages  of  the  peasantK. 

At  KoUin,  the  road,  which  had  been  leading  eastward  in 
the  direction  of  Ohniitz.  turned  to  the  south,  and  we  took 
leave  of  the  Elbe  after  tracing  back  his  course  from  Magde- 
burg nearly  to  his  home  in  the  mountains  of  Silesia.  The 
country  was  baiTen  and  monotonous,  but  a  bright  sunshine 
made  it  look  somewhat  cheerful  Wo  passed,  every  few 
paces,  some  shrine  or  statue  by  the  roadside.  This  had 
struck  me,  immediately  on  crossing  the  border,  in  the  Saxon 
Switzerland — the  boundary  of  Saxony  was  that  of  Prntest- 
antism.     But  here  m  the  heart  of  Bohemia,  the  extent  to 
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wliich  this  imn^  wiirsliip  is  c.irrlM,  exceeds  anj-tliing  I  lia3 
imagined.  Tliero  is  aoincthiug  pleasing  as  well  iis  |ioctical 
in  the  idea  of  a  slirioe  by  the  wayside,  wliero  the  weary  tra- 
veller may  rest,  and  lift  his  heart  in  thankfolnesa  to  the 
Power  which  protects  him ;  it  was  no  douht  a  pious  spirit 
which  pl.icied  them  there  ;  but  the  people  appear  to  pay  the 
reverence  to  the  jiictiirc  wliicli  they  should  give  to  its  spi- 
ritual image,  and  the  pictnroa  themselves  are  so  shocking 
and  ghastly,  that  tliey  seem  better  calculated  to  excite  hor- 
ror than  reverencB.  It  is  tndy  repulsive  to  look  on  images 
of  the  Saviour  covered  with  blood,  and  generally  with 
BWOi'dw  sticking  in  different  parts  of  the  body,  The  AI- 
miglity  is  represented  as  au  old  man,  wearing  a  Bishop's 
lailro,  and  the  Virgin  always  wears  a  gay  silk  robe,  with 
Imiuls  and  other  ornaments.  From  the  miserable  painting, 
the  faces  often  have  an  espression  that  would  have  been 
exceedingly  ludicrous,  if  the  shock  given  to  our  feelings  of 
reverence  were  not  predominant.  The  poor  degraded  pea- 
sants always  uncovered  or  crossed  themselves  when  passing 
by  these  shi'incs,  but  it  appeared  to  bo  rather  the  effect  of 
habit  than  any  good  impulse,  for  the  Bohemians  are  noted 
all  over  Germany  for  their  dishonesty,  and  we  learned  by 
experience  that  they  deser\-c  It.  It  is  not  to  he  wondered 
at,  either  j  for  a  people  so  poor  and  miserable  and  oppressed 
will  soon  learn  to  take  advantage  of  all  who  appear  better 
off  than  themselves.  They  had  one  custom  which  was  touch- 
ing and  beautiful.  At  the  sound  of  the  church  bell,  as  it 
rang  the  morning,  noon  and  evening  chimes,  every  onfl 
uncovered,  and  repeated  to  himself  a  prayer.  Often,  aa  we 
rested  at  noon  on  a  bank  by  the  roadside,  that  voice  spoke 


out  from  tiie  house  of  worsliip,  and  every  one  lieeiied  its  tona 
"Would  that  to  tliis  innate  B|>irit  of  reverencB  were  added 
tlia  liglit  of  Knowledge,  wliicli  a  tyrannical  government 
denies  them  I 

Ou  the  third  niglit  of  our  journey  we  stopjied  a.t  the  little 
Tillage  of  Stecken,  and  the  next  morning,  after  three  hours' 
walk  over  the  ridgy  heights,  reached  the  old  Moravian  city 
of  Igluu,  built  on  a  hill.  It  happened  to  he  Corpus  Ckristi 
day,  and  the  peasants  of  the  neighborhood  were  hastening 
there  in  tbeir  gayest  dresses.  The  yonug  women  wore  a 
crimson  scarf  around  the  head,  with  long  fringed  and  cm 
broidereJ  ends  banging  over  the  shoulders,  or  falling  iu.  one 
smooth  fold  from  the  crown.  They  were  attired  in  black 
velvet  vesta,  with  fall  white  sleeves,  and  skirts  of  some 
gay  color,  which  were  short  enough  to  show  to  advan- 
tage their  red  stockings  and  polished  shoe-buckles.  Many 
of  them  were  not  deficient  in  personal  beauty,  and  tbei-e 
was  a  gipsy-liko  wildness  in  their  eyes,  which,  combined 
with  their  rich  liair  and  graceful  costume,  reminded  me  of  the 
Italian  maidens.  The  towns,  too,  with  their  open  squares 
and  arched  passages,  have  quite  a  southern  look  ;  but  the 
damp,  gloomy  weather  was  enough  to  dispel  any  illusion 
of  this  kind. 

In  the  neighborhood  of  Tglan,  and,  in  fact,  throngh  the 
whole  of  Bohemia,  we  saw  some  of  the  strangest  teams  that 
could  well  bo  imagined.  I  thought  the  Frankfort  milk- 
women,  with  their  donkeys  and  hearse-like  carts,  comical 
objects  enough,  but  they  bear  no  comparison  with  these 
Bohemian  turn-outs.  Dogs — for  economy's  sake,  perhaps — 
generally  supply  the  ]diice  of  r,xon  or  horses,  and  it  is  nil 
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uncommon  thing  to  see  three  large  mastiffs  abreast,  har» 
nessed  to  a  country-cart.  A  donkey  and  a  cow  together, 
are  sometimes  met  with  :  and  one  man.  going  to  tlie  festival 
of  Iglau,  had  his  wife  and  children  in  a  little  wagon,  drawn 
by  a  dog  and  a  donkey.  These  two,  however,  did  not 
work  well  together  ;  the  dog  would  bite  his  lazy  companion, 
and  the  man's  time  was  constantly  em^iloyed  in  whipping 
him  off  the  donkey,  and  in  whipping  the  donkey  away  from 
the  side  of  the  road.  Once  I  saw  a  wagon  drawn  by  a  dog, 
with  a  woman  pushing  behind,  while  a  man,  doubtless  her 
lord  and  master,  sat  comfortably  within,  smoking  his  pipe 
with  the  greatest  complacency  !  The  very  climax  of  all 
was  a  woman  and  a  dog  harnessed  together^  taking  a  load 
of  country  produce  to  market !  I  hope,  for  the  honor  of  the 
country,  it  was  not  emblematic  of  woman's  condition  there. 
But  as  we  saw  hundreds  of  them  breaking  stone  along  the 
road,  and  occupied  at  other  laborious  and  not  less  menial 
labor,  there  is  too  much  reason  to  fear  that  it  is  so. 

As  we  approached  Iglau,  we  heard  the  sound  of  cannon  5 
the  crowd  increased,  and  following  the  road,  we  came  to  an 
open  square,  where  a  large  number  were  already  assembled ; 
shrines  were  erected  around  it,  hung  with  pictures  and  pino 
boughs,  and  a  long  procession  of  children  was  passing  down 
the  side  as  we  entered.  We  went  towards  the  centre, 
where  Neptune  and  his  Tritons  poured  the  water  from 
their  urns  into  two  fountains,  and  stopped  to  observe  the 
scene.  The  procession  came  on,  headed  by  a  large  body 
of  priests,  in  white  robes,  with  banners  and  crosses.  They 
stopped  before  the  principal  shrine,  in  front  of  the  Rathhaus, 
and  began  a  solemn  religious  ceremony.     The  whole  crowd 
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of  not  leas  tliaii  ten  tLuueanil  porsoiia,  stood  silent  and 
uncovered,  and  tlia  deep  voice  of  tlie  officiating  priest  was 
Iieaj-d  over  t!ie  whole,  square.  At  times  tlie  maltitude  sang 
responses,  tbe  sound  swcdling  and  rolling  up  like  a  mighty 
wave,  until  it  broke  and  slowly  sank  down  again  to  the 
ileepeat  etillness.  The  effect  was  maircd  liy  the  rongli  voices 
of  tlie  officers  comniaading  the  soldiery,  and  flie  volleys  of 
iimskotry  wbicli  were  occnsionally  discharged,  degrading 
the   solemnity   of    the   pageant  to   the   level  of   a   military 

In  the  afternoon  we.  were  overtaken  by  a  travelling  /i  ind- 
irerfie  ,  on  his  way  to  Vienna,  who  joined  company  with  us. 
Wc  walked  several  miles  together,  talking  on  various  mat- 
ters, without  his  having  the  least  suspicion  that  we  were  not 
GSermans.  He  had  been  at  Trieste,  and  at  length  hcgan 
speaking  of  the  great  beauty  of  the  American  vessels  there. 
"  Yes,"  said  I,  "  our  vessels  are  admired  all  over  tlie  world." 
He  stared  at  me  without  comprehending  ; — "  i/ovr  vessels  ?" 
"  Our  country's,"  I  replied ;  '■  we  are  Americans  !"  I  can 
stin  SCO  bis  look  of  incredulous  astouishment,  and  bear  the 
amazed  tone  with  which  be  cried,  "  You  Americans — it  is 
impossible  !"  We  convinced  liim  nevertheless,  to  his  great 
joy,  for  all  through  Germany  there  is  a  curiosity  to  see  our 
countrymen  and  a  kindly  feeling  towards  them.  "I  shall 
write  down  in  my  book,"  said  he,  "  so  that  I  shall  never 
foi-gel  it,  that  I  once  traveUed  with  two  Americana  !"  We 
stopped  together  for  tie  night  at  the  only  inn  in  a  large, 
beggarly  village,  where  we  obtained  a  frugal  supper  with 
difficulty ;  for  a  regiment  of  Polish  lancers  was  quartered 
there  frjr  tlie  night,  and  tbe  pretty  Kdlneria  was  so  hnsy  in 
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waiting  on  the  officers  that  she  had  no  eye  for  wandering 
journeymen,  as  she  took  us  to  be.  She  even  told  us  the 
beds  were  all  occupied  and  we  must  sleep  on  the  floor. 
Just  then  the  landlord  came  by.  "  Is  it  possible,  Herr 
Landlord,"  asked  our  new  companion,  "  that  there  is  no  bed 
here  for  us  ?  Have  the  goodness  to  look  again,  for  we  are 
not  in  the  habit  of  sleeping  on  the  floor,  like  dogs  !  "  This 
speech  had  its  effect,  for  the  KeUnerin  was  commanded  to 
find  us  beds.  She  came  back  unwillingly  after  a  time, 
and  reported  that  two  only  were  vacant.  As  a  German  bed 
is  only  a  yard  wide,  we  pushed  these  two  together,  but  they 
were  still  too  small  for  three  persons,  and  I  had  a  severe 
cold  in  the  morning,  from  sleeping  crouched  up  against  the 
damp  wall. 

Tlie  next  day  we  passed  the  dividing  ridge  which  sepa- 
rates the  waters  of  the  Elbe  from  tlie  Danube,  and  in  the 
evening  arrived  at  Znaim,  the  capital  of  Moravia.  TJie  city 
is  built  on  a  steep  hill  looking  down  on  the  valley  of  the 
Thaya,  whose  waters  mingle  with  the  Danube  near  Press- 
burg.  The  old  castle  on  the  height  was  formerly  the  resi- 
dence of  the  Moravian  monarchs,  and  traces  of  the  ancient 
walls  and  battlements  of  the  city  are  still  to  be  seen.  The 
handwerker  took  us  to  the  inn  frequented  by  his  craft — the 
leather-curriers — and  we  conversed  together  until  bed-time. 
While  telling  me  of  the  oppressive  laws  of  Austria,  the 
degrading  vassalage  of  the  peasants,  and  the  horrors  of 
the  conscription  system,  he  paused  as  in  deep  thought,  and 
looking  at  me  with  a  suppressed  sigh,  said,  "  Is  it  not  true, 
America  is  free  ?  "  I  told  him  of  our  country  and  her  insti- 
tutions, adding  that  though  we  w^rp.  not  yet  as  free  as  wo 
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toped  anil  wislicil  to  be,  we  eiynycil  fiir  morp  liberty  tlum 
any  country  in  the  world.  "  Ah  !  "  said  lie,  "  it  la  hard  to 
leave  one's  fatlierland,  oppressed  as  it  is,  hut  I  wish  I  coiiM 
go  to  America  !  " 

We  left  next  morning  at  eiglit  o'clock,  after  having  done 
full  justice  to  the  heds  of  the  "Golden  Stng,"  and  taken 
leave  of  JTlorian  Francke,  the  honest  and  hearty  old  land- 
lord. Znaim  appears  to  great  advantage  from  the  Vienna 
road ;  but  the  wind  wliicli  blew  with  fury  against  our  hacks, 
would  not  permit  us  to  look  long  at  it,  hut  pushed  us  on 
towards  the  Austrian  hordcr.  In  the  course  of  three  hours 
wo  were  obliged  to  stop  at  a  little  village  j  it  blew  a  hurri- 
cane, and  the  lain  began  to  soak  through  our  garments. 
Herp.  we  stayed  three  hours  among  the  wagoners,  who 
liad  stopped  on  account  of  the  weather.  One  misoi-ablo, 
drunken  wretch,  whose  face  was  disgustingly  hrutal  and 
repulsive,  distinguished  himself  by  insulting  those  aronnd 
him.  and  devouring  like  a  beast,  largo  quantities  of  food. 
When  the  reckonhig  was  given  him,  he  declared  ho  Lad  al- 
ready paid,  and  on  (lie  waiter  denying  it,  said,  "  Stop,  1  will 
bIiow  you  Bomcthing!"  pulled  out  his  passport  and  pointed 
to  the  name — "  Baron  von  Reitzenstcin."  It  availed  nothing ; 


he  had  fallen  so  low  that  his  title 
when  we  left  the  inn  they  were  still 
money,  and  threatening  him  with  a 
the  demand  was  not  complied  with. 

Next  morning  the  sky  was  cleai',  a: 
before  us.  The  country  became  m 
proaehetl  the  Dannhe ;  the  hills  w 
yards,  just  in  the  tender  green  of  ll 


ispired  no  respect,  and 
ndeavoring  to  get  their 
■  proceeding  if 


L  glorious  day  opened 
beautiful  as  we  ap 
covered  with  vine- 

■  first  leaves,  and  the 


230 


ricli  valleys  Iny  in  Saljbath  stillncsB  in  the  warm  siinsliino. 
Sontetimes  from  an  eminence  we  codIiI  aee  far  and  wide  over 
tlie  garden-like  slopeB.  where  little  white  villages  shone 
among  the  liloasoming  fruit-trees.  A  chain  of  blue  bills  arose 
in  front,  and  I  knew  almost  instinctively  that  they  stood  by 
the  Danube ;  but  when  we  climbed  to  tbe  last  height  and 
began  to  descend  fo  the  valley,  where  the  river  waa  still 
hidden  by  luxariant  groves,  I  saw  far  to  the  southwest,  a 
range  of  faint,  silvery  summits,  rising  through  tbe  dim  ctber 
like  an  airy  vision.  There  was  no  mistaking  those  snowy 
mountains.  My  heart  bounded  with  a  sudden  thrill  of  rap- 
turous excitement  nt  tbia  first  view  of  the  Alps  !  They  were 
at  a  great  distance,  and  their  outline  was  almost  blended  wilb 
the  blue  drapery  of  air  which  clothed  them.  I  gazed  until 
iny  vision  became  dim,  and  I  could  no  longer  trace  tbeir  airy 
lines.  They  called  up  images  blended  with  the  grandest 
events  in  the  world's  history,  I  thought  of  llie  glorious 
spirits  who  have  looked  upon  tbem  and  trodden  their  rugged 
sides — of  the  storms  in  which  they  veil  their  countenances, 
and  the  avalanches  they  hurl  thundering  to  the  valleys — of 
the  voices  of  groat  deeds,  which  have  eclioed  from  their 
crags  over  the  wide  earth — and  of  the  ages  which  liave 
broken,  like  the  waves  of  a  mighty  sea,  upon  their  ever- 
lasting summits ! 

As  we  descended,  the  liills  and  forests  shut  out  this  sub- 
lime vision,  and  I  looked  to  the  wood-clothed  mountains 
opposite  and  tried  to  catch  n  glimpse  of  the  current  that  roll- 
ed at  their  feet.  We  here  entered  upon  a  rich  plain,  about 
ten  miles  in  diameter,  which  lay  between  a  backward  sweep 
of  the  bills  and  a  curve  of  the  Danube.     It  waa  covered 
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with  tlie  richest  grain,  every  thing  wore  the  luxuriance  of 
summer,  and  we  seem  to  have  changed  seasons  since 
leaving  the  dreary  hills  of  Bohemia.  Continuing  over  the 
plain,  we  had  on  our  left  the  fields  of  Wagram  and  Essling, 
the  scene  of  two  of  Napoleon's  splendid  victories.  The  out- 
posts of  the  Carpathians  skirted  the  horizon — that  great 
mountain  range  which  stretches  through  Hungary  to  tlie 
borders  of  Eussia. 

At  length  the  road  came  to  the  river's  side,  and  we  crossed 
on  wooden  bridges  over  two  or  three  arms  of  the  Danube, 
all  of  which  together  were  little  wider  than  the  Schuylkill 
at  Philadelphia.  When  we  crossed  the  last  bridge,  we 
came  to  an  island  covered  with  groves  of  the  silver  ash. 
Crowds  of  people  filled  the  cool  walks  j  booths  of  refresh- 
ment stood  by  the  roadside,  and  music  was  everywhere 
heard.  The  road  finally  terminated  in  a  circle,  where 
beautiful  alleys  radiated  into  the  groves  ;  from  the  opposite 
side  a  broad  street  lined  with  stately  buildings  extended 
into  the  heart  of  the  city,  and  through  this  avenue,  filled 
with  crowds  of  carriages  and  people  on  their  way  to  those 
delightful  walks,  we  entered  Vienna  1 
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Office — ^Light  Hearts  and  Empty  Purses. 

Vienna,  May  31,  1845. 
I  HAVE  at  last  seen  the  thousand  wonders  of  this  great  capi- 
tal— this  German  Paris — this  connecting  link  between  the 
civilization  of  Europe  and  the  barbaric  magnificence  of  the 
East.  It  is  pleasant  to  be  again  in  a  city  whose  streets  are 
thronged  with  people,  and  resound  with  the  din  and  bustle 
of  business.  Although  the  end  may  be  sordid  for  which  so 
many  are  laboring,  yet  the  very  sight  of  so  much  activity  is 
gratifying.  It  is  peculiarly  so  to  an  American.  After 
residing  in  i  foreign  land  for  some  time,  the  peculiarities  of 
our  nation  are  more  easily  noticed  ;  I  find  in  my  coimtrymen 
abroad  a  vein  of  restless  energy — a  love  for  exciting  action 
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— which  to  many  of  our  good  German  frietiils  is  pcrfoclly 
incnmprelieiisiblc.  It  may  liavo  been  this  nellvily  wliicli 
gave  me  at  once  a  favorable  impresKioo  of  Vienna. 

The  morning  of  our  arrival  we  sallied  out  from  our  lodg- 
ings in  tlie  Leopoldsladt,  to  explore  the  worhl  before  ub. 
Entering  the  broad  rrnterstrasse,  we  jinssed  ilowu  to  the 
little  arm  of  the  Danube,  which  separates  tbis  part  of  the 
new  city  from  the  old.  A  row  of  magnificent  coffee-houses 
occupies  the  bank,  and  numbers  of  pcrEons  were  taking  tbeic 
breakfasts  in  the  sbady  porticoes.  The  Fevdioand's  Bridge, 
which  crosses  the  stream,  was  filled  with  people;  and  in  the 
motley  crowd  we  saw  the  dark-eyed  Greek,  and  Turks  in 
their  turbans  and  flowing  robes-  Little  brown  Cimgarinu 
boys  were  selliug  bunches  of  Idies,  and  Italians  with  baskets 
of  oranges  stood  by  the  sidewalk.  The  throng  became 
greater  as  we  penetrated  into  the  old  city.  The  streets 
were  filled  with  carts  and  caiTJages,  and  as  there  we  no 
aide-walks,  it  required  constant  attention  to  keep  out  of  their 
way.  Splendid  shops,  fitted  up  with  great  taste,  occupied 
the  whole  of  the  lower  stories,  and  goods  of  all  kinds  hung 
beneath  the  canvas  awaings  in  front  of  them.  Almost 
every  store  or  shop  was  dedicated  to  some  particular  person 
or  place,  which  was  represented  on  a  lai'ge  panel  by  the 
door.  The  number  of  these  paintings  added  much  to  the 
brilliancy  of  the  scene ;  and  I  was  gratified  to  find,  among 
the  images  of  kings  and  dukes,  one  dedicated  "  to  ike  Ameri-  ■ 
can,"  with  an  Indian  chief  in  full  costume. 

The  Alistadt,  or  old  city,  which  contains  abont  sinty 
thousand  inhabitants,  is  completely  separated  from  the  sub- 
urbs,  the  population  of  which,  taking  the  whole  extent  within 
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tlie  outer  barrier,  iiumbfrii  nearly  Iialf  a  miliinn.  The  nl.l 
city  is  BituateJ  on  a  Binall  arm  of  tUe  Danube,  anJ  in  encinii- 
poBseil  by  a  series  of  piililic  pnimunndi'-i,  gardens  ntul  walks, 
varying  from  a  quai-ter  to  half  a  mile  !n  length,  called  liic 
Glacis.  This  onee  formed  part  of  the  fortifietitioiis  of  the 
city,  but  ae  the  suburbs  grew  up  so  rapidly  on  all  sides,  it 
was  appropriately  changed  to  a  public  walk.  It  is  a  hcaati- 
fiil  Bight,  to  stand  on  the  summit  of  the  wall  and  look  over 
the  broad  Glacis,  with  its  shady  roads  branching  in  every 
direction,  and  filled  with  luexhaustihlc  streams  of  people. 
The  Vorstaedto.  or  new  cities,  stretch  in  a  circle  around, 
beyond  this ;  all  the  fiucat  buildings  fi'otit  on  the  Glacis, 
among  which  the  splendid  Vienna  Theatre  and  tiio  cliurcli 
of  San  Carlo  Borroraeo  are  conspicuous.  The  mountains 
of  the  Vienna  Forest  bound  the  view,  with  hero  and  there  a 
stately  castle  on  their  woody  summits. 

There  is  no  lack  of  places  fur  pleasure  aiul  amusement. 
Besides  the  numberless  walks  of  the  Glacis,  there  are  the 
Imperial  Gardens,  with  their  cool  shades  and  flowers  and 
fountains;  the  Augarten,  laid  out  and  opened  to  the  public 
by  the  Emperor  Joseph  :  and  the  Prater,  the  largest  and 
most  beautiful  of  aU.  It  lies  on  an  island  formed  by  the 
arms  of  the  Danube,  and  is  between  two  and  three  miles 
square.  Fram  the  circle  at  the  end  of  the  I'raterstrasse, 
broad  carriage-ways  extend  through  its  forests  of  oak  and 
silver  ash,  and  over  its  verdant  lawns  to  the  principal  stream, 
which  bounds  it  on  the  north.  These  roads  are  lined  with 
stately  horse-chestnuts,  whose  branches  unite  and  form  a 
deuse  canopy,  completely  shutting  out  the  sun.  Every 
afternoon  the  hcauty  and  nobility  of  Vienna  whirl   through 
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1  e  I  g  o  -es  in  tiieir  gay  equipages,  wliilo  tjie  siden-fillts 
a  e  t  o  ^ed  with  pedestrians,  and  tbe  immberloss  tables 
anl  seas  »  tli  wLicii  every  house  of  refiTshment  is  sur- 
rou  ded  a  e  filleil  with  merry  guests.  Here,  on  Sundays 
a  d  hoi  d  s,  the  people  repair  in  thousands.  1'he  woods 
are  fiiU  of  ame  deer,  whicli  run  perfectly  free  ovpr  tlio 
ni  ole  r  a  e-.  I  saw  several  in  one  of  the  lawns,  lying 
down  hi  the  grass,  with  a  number  of  children  playing 
aronud  or  sitting  hoBide  them.  It  is  delightful  to  walk 
there  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  when  the  paths  are  crowd- 
ed, and  everybody  is  enjoying  the  release  from  tlio  dusfy 
city.  It  ia  thin  free,  social  life  which  renders  Vienna  so  at- 
tractive to  foreigners,  and  yearly  draws  thousands  of  viaitora 
from  all  parts  of  Europe. 

St.  Stephen's  Cathedral,  in  the  centre  of  the  old  city,  ia 
one  of  the  finest  speeiroens  of  Gothic  architecture  in  Ger- 
many. Its  unrivalled  tower,  which  rises  to  the  height  of 
four  hundred  and  twenty-eight  feet.  Is  visible  from  every 
part  of  Vienna.  It  is  entirely  of  stone,  most  elaborately 
oniameiited,  and  is  supposed  to  be  the  strongest  in  Europe. 
The  inside  it  solemn  and  grand  ;  but  tbe  effect  is  injured  by 
tbe  number  of  small  chapels  and  shriuea.  In  one  of  these 
rest  the  remains  of  Prince  Eugene  of  Savoy,  "  der  edit 
Ititter,"  known  iu  a  ballad  to  every  man,  woman  and  child 
in  Germany. 

The  Belvidere  Gallery  fills  thirty-five  hallB.  and  contains 
three  thousand  pictui'es.  It  is  absolutely  bewildering  to 
walk  through  such  vast  collections ;  you  can  do  no  more 
than  glance  at  each  painting,  and  hurry  hy  face  after  face, 
and  figure  after  figure,  on  wbicli  you  wonld  willingly  gaze 
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for  hours  and  iiiliale  the  ntmoR[ihcrQ  af  hoitiity  tliut  surroiinda 
thorn.  Theu  after  you  leave,  the  brnin  is  filled  with  th«i 
forms — railiant  fuees  look  npon  yon,  nnd  you  see  constantly 
in  fancy,  the  CHlm  brow  of  n  Madonna,  the  ewett  young 
fuce  of  a  child,  or  the  blending  of  divine  with  mortal  beauty 
in  an  angel's  countenance.  I  endeavor,  if  possible,  always 
to  make  several  visits — to  study  those  pictures  which  cling 
_firit  to  the  memory,  and  pass  over  those  which  make 
liltle  or  no  impression.  It  is  better  to  have  a  few  images 
fresh  am!  enduring^,  than  a  confused  and  indistinct  memory 
of  many. 

The  Lower  Belvidere,  separated  from  the  Upper  by  a 
large  garden,  laid  out  in  the  style  of  tliat  at  Versailles,  con- 
tai(i8  the  celebrated  Am/irmer  Sammluug,  a  collection  of 
armor.  In  the  first  ball  I  noticed  the  complete  armor  of 
the  Emperor  Maximilian,  for  man  and  borae — the  armor  of 
Cliarles  V.,  and  Prince  Moritz  of  Saxony,  while  the  walls 
were  filled  with  figm-es  of  German  nobles  and  knights,  in 
the  suits  they  wore  in  life.  There  is  also  the  armor  of  the 
great  '■  Bavor  of  Trient,"  trabant  of  the  Archduke  Ferdi- 
nand, He  was  nearly  nine  feet  in  stature,  and  bis  spear, 
though  not  equal  to  Satan's  in  Paradise  Lost,  would  still 
make  a  tree  of  tolerable  dimensions.  la  the  second  hall 
■we  saw  weapons  taken  from  the  Turkish  army  who  besieged 
Vieiina,  with  the  borse-tail  standards  of  the  Grand  Vizier, 
Kara  Mustapha.  The  moat  interesting  article  was  the 
battle-aso  of  the  unfortunate  Montezuma,  which  was  pro- 
bably given  to  the  Emperor  Cliarles  V.  by  Cortez.  It  is  a 
plain  instrument  of  dark  colored  etone,  abuut   three  feel 
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We  also  visited  Ihc  B  rgc 
of  arms  and  weapons  belong! 
It  contains  sixteen  thonsand 
including  those  plundorcl  fnm 
oski  conquered  them   and  reli 


liche  Zewgham,  a  collection 
ig  to  the  citizens  of  Vienna, 
weapons  and  suits  of  armor, 
the  Turks,  when  John  Sobi- 
jved  Vienna  from  the  siege. 


Ceaides  a  great  number  of  sabres,  lances  and  liovse-tails, 
Ihere  is  tlie  bliod  led  banner  of  the  Grand  Vizier,  as  well 
as  bis  skull  and  shroud  which  is  covered  with  sentences  from, 
the  Koran,  On  bis  return  to  Belgrade,  after  the  defeat  at 
Vienna,  the  Sultan  sent  him  a  bow-string,  and  he  was  ac- 
cordingly strangled  1  he  Austrians  Laving  taken  Belgrade 
aomo  time  after,  they  opened  his  grave  and  carried  off  his 
skull  and  shroud  as  welt  as  the  bow-string,  as  lelics. 
Another  largo  and  richly  embroidered  banner,  which  bung 
In  a  broad  sheet  from  the  ceiling,  was  far  more  interesting  to 
ma.  It  had  once  waved  from  the  vessels  of  the  Knights 
of  Malta,  and  had,  perhaps,  on  the  prow  of  the  Grand 
Master's  ship,  led  that  romantic  band  to  battle  against  the 
Infidel. 

A  large  namber  of  peasants  and  common  soldiers  were  ad- 
mitted to  view  the  armory  at  the  same  time.  The  grave 
custode  who  showed  us  the  curiosities,  explaining  every  thing 
in  phrases  known  by  heart  for  years  and  making  tlio  same 
starts  of  admiration  whenever  be  came  to  any  thing  peculiar- 
ly remarkable,  singled  us  ont  as  the  two  persons  most  worthy 
of  attention.  Accordingly  his  remarks  were  directed  entirely 
to  us,  and  his  humble  countrymen  might  as  well  have  been 
tnviaiblo,  for  the  notice  he  took  of  them.  On  passing  out, 
we  gave  him  a  coin  worth  about  fifteen  cents,  wbieb  hap- 
pened to  be  so  much  more  than  the  others  gave  hiin,  tha^ 
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bowing  graciously,  he  ini-itcd  us  to  write  our  iiamea  in  the 
album  for  straagprs.  Wliilc  we  were  doing  this,  a  poor  baud 
werker  lingered  behind,  apparentlr  for  the  same  object, 
whom  he  scornfiilly  disniissed,  iihaking  the  coin  in  bis  band, 
and  saying :  "  The  album  is  not  for  such  as  you — it  is  f'oi 
noble  gentlemen !" 

On  our  way  throngb  tbe  city,  we  often  noticed  a  house  on 
the  aoutbem  side  of  St.  Stephen's  P!a(z,  dedicated  to  "  tbe 
Iron  Stick."  In  a  nicho  by  tbe  window  Gtood  what  ap- 
peared to  bo  the  limb  of  a  tree,  completely  filled  with  nails, 
which  wcro  driven  in  so  thick  that  no  part  of  the  original 
wood  is  visible.  We  learned  afterwards  the  legend  concern- 
ing it.  The  Vienna  Forest  is  said  to  have  extended,  several 
hundred  years  ago,  to  this  place.  A  locksmith's  apprentice 
was  enabled,  by  tbe  devil's  help,  to  make  tbe  iron  bars  and 
padlock  which  confine  tbo  limb  in  its  place ;  every  lock- 
smith's apprentice  who  came  to  Vienna  after  that,  drove  a 
nail  into  it,  until  finally  there  was  room  for  no  more.  It  is 
a  singular  legend,  and  whoever  may  have  placed  the  limb 
there  originally,  there  it  has  remained  for  two  or  three  hundred 
years  at  least. 

Wo  spent  two  or  three  hours  delightfully  one  evening  in 
listening  to  Strausa's  band.  We  went  about  Bunset  to  tbe 
Odeon,  a  new  building  in  tbe  LeopoldstadL  It  has  a  refresh- 
ment hall  nearly  five  hundred  feet  long,  with  a  handsome 
fresco  ceiling  and  glass  doors  opening  into  a  garden  walk  of 
the  same  length.  Both  tbe  ball  and  garden  were  filled  with 
tables,  where  the  people  seated  tliemseives  as  they  came, 
and  conversed  sociably  over  their  coffee  and  wine.  The 
orchestra  wag  placed  in  a  little  ornamental  temple  in  tbo 


garden,  in  front  of  whicli  I  statinned  myacir,  fir  I  was  anxi- 
ous to  see  the  world's  waltz-king,  whoso  magic  tonea  eel  tho 
lieels  of  half  Christendom  in  motion.  After  the  hand  finished 
tunldg  their  instnimcnts,  a  middle-sized,  handsome  man 
stepped  forward  with  long  strides,  with  a  violin  in  one  hand 
and  bow  in  the  other,  and  began  waving  the  latter  np  and 
down,  like  a  magician  summoning  his  spirita.  As  if  he  had 
waved  the  sound  out  of  hia  bow,  the  tones  leaped  forth  from 
the  instruments,  and  guided  by  liia  eye  and  hand,  fell  into  a 
merry  measure.  The  accuracy  with  which  every  instrnment 
performed  its  part,  was  truly  marvellous.  He  could  not  have 
Btmck  the  measure  or  the  bannony  more  certainly  from  tho 
keys  of  bis  own  piano,  than  from  that  large  band.  Some- 
times the  air  was  so  esi^uisitely  light  and  bounding,  that  tbo 
feet  conld  scarcely  keep  on  the  earth ;  then  it  sank  into  a 
monmful  lament,  with  a  aabhing  tremulousnesaj  and  died 
away  in  a  long-breathed  sigh.  Strauss  seemed  to  fee!  the 
music  in  every  linih.  lie  would  wave  his  fiddle-how  awhile, 
then  commence  playing  with  desperate  energy,  moving  his 
whole  body  to  the  measure,  until  the  sweat  rolled  from  his 
brow.  A  book  was  lying  on  the  stand  before  him,  but  he 
made  no  use  of  it.  He  oilen  glanced  around  with  a  half- 
trinmphant  smile  at  the  lestless  crowd,  whose  feet  could 
scarcely  he  restrained  from  bounding  to  the  magic  measure. 
It  was  the  horn  of  Oberon  realized. 

The  company,  which  consisted  of  several  hundred,  ap- 
peared  to  be  full  of  enjoyment.  They  sat  under  the  trees 
in  the  calm,  cool  twihght,  with  the  atars  twinkling  above, 
and  talked  and  laughed  together  during  tho  pauses  of  the 
music,  or   slrollud    up    and   down   the   lighted   alleys.     We 
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walked  up  and  dciwu  with  (lieni.  anil  tlimiglit  liun'  miicli  wa 
should  enjoy  sucli  a  scene  at  hnmo,  wbero  the  fnecs  around 
us  would  be  those  of  friends,  and  ihe  language  our  mother 
tongue  I 

TVo  went  a  long  way  through  the  suburbs  one  bright 
aAcmooa  to  a  little  cemetery  about  a  mile  from  the  cily,  to 
find  the  grave  of  Beetlioven.  On  ringing  at  the  gate,  a  ^rl 
admitted  us  iuto  the  grounds,  in  which  are  many  monn- 
mcutaof  iioblo  families  who  have  vaults  there.  1  passed  up 
the  narrow  walk,  rending  the  inscriptions,  till  I  came  to  the 
tomb  of  Franz  Clement,  a  young  composer,  who  died  two  or 
three  years  ago.  On  turning  again,  my  eye  fell  instantly 
ou  the  word  "Bebthovex,"  iu  golden  letters,  on  a  tomb- 
stone of  gray  marble.  A  umple  gilded  lyre  decorated  the 
pedestal,  above  which  was  a  serpent  encircling  a  butterfly — 
the  emblem  of  resurrection  to  eternal  life.  Ilerc,  then, 
mouldered  the  remains  of  that  restless  spirit,  who  seemeil  to 
have  strayed  to  earth  tram  another  clime,  from  such  a 
height  did  he  draw  his  glorious  conceptions.  The  perfection 
he  sought  for  here  in  vain,  he  has  now  attained  in  a  world 
where  flie  soul  is  freed  from  the  bars  which  bind  it  in  lliis. 
There  were  no  flowers  planted  anonnd  the  tomb  by  those 
who  revered  his  genius ;  only  one  wreath,  withered  antl 
dead,  lay  among  the  grass,  as  if  led  long  ago  by  somo 
solitary  pilgrim,  and  a  few  wild  buttercnps  hung  with  their 
bright  blossoms  over  the  slab.  1  coold  not  resist  tha 
temptatinu  to  plnek  one  or  two,  while  tlie  old  graro-diggei 
was  busy  preparing  a  new  tenement.  I  thought  that  othei 
bods  would  open  in  a  few  days,  but  those  I  took  would  bo 
treasured  many  a  year  as  sacred  rrlii-s,      A  few  paces  off  w 
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the  ^ave  of  Schubert,  the  composer,  whose  beautiful  songs 
aro  beard  all  over  Germanj'. 

It  would  employ  one  constantly  for  a  week  to  visit  all  the 
rich  collections  of  art  in  Vienna,  They  are  all  open  to  tho 
public  on  certain  days,  and  wo  have  been  kept  in  perpetual 
motion  running  from  one  part  of  tho  city  to  another,  in 
oi-der  to  arrive  at  some  gallery  at  the  appointed  time. 
Tickets,  which  must  often  be  procured  in  quite  different 
parts  of  the  city,  nro  necessary  for  admittance  to  many ; 
and  on  applying  after  much  troublo  and  search,  wo  fre- 
quently found  that  we  came  at  tho  wrong  boor,  and  must 
leave  without  effecting  our  object.  Wo  employed  no  guide, 
but  preferred  finding  everything  ourselves.  "We  made  a  list 
every  morning  of  tho  collections  open  during  tho  day,  and 
employed  the  rest  of  tho  time  in  visithig  tho  churches  and 
public  gardens,  or  ramhliug  through  the  suburbs. 

We  visited  the  Imperial  Library  a  day  or  two  ago.  The 
hall  is  245  foot  long,  with  a  magnificent  dome  in  tho  centre, 
under  which  stands  the  statue  of  Charles  V.,  of  Carrara 
marble,  surrounded  by  twelve  other  monarchs  of  the  house 
of  Hapsburg.  The  walls  are  of  variegated  marble,  richly 
omamciiU',1  with  gold,  and  the  ceiling  and  dome  are  covered 
with  brilliant  fresco  paintings.  The  library  numbers  300,000 
volumes,  and  1G,000  manuscripts,  wliich  are  kept  in  walnut 
coses,  gilded  and  adorned  with  medallions.  The  rich  and 
harmonions  efiect  of  the  whole  cannot  easily  he  imagined. 
It  is  exceedingly  appi-opriatc  that  a  hall  of  such  splendor 
should  be  used  to  hold  a  library.  The  pomp  of  a  palace 
may  seem  hollow  and  vain,  for  it  is  but  the  dwelhng  of  a 
man;  but  no  building  can  he  too  magi:  ill  cent  for  the  hun- 
11 
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dreds  of  great  and  immortal  spirits,  who  have  visited  earth 
during  thirty  centuries,  to  inhabit. 

We  also  visited  the  Cabinet  of  Natural  History,  which  is 
open  twice  a  week  "  to  all  respectably  drensed  persons,"  as 
the  notice  at  the  door  says.  But  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should 
attempt  to  describe  what  we  saw  there.  The  Mineral  Cabi- 
net had  a  greater  interest  ;  me,  inasmuch  as  it  called  up 
che  recollections  of  many  a  schoolboy  ramble  over  the  hills 
and  into  all  kinds  of  quarries,  far  and  near.  It  is  said  to  be 
the  most  perfect  collection  in  existence.  I  was  pleased  to 
find  many  old  acq  laintances  there,  from  the  mines  of  Penn- 
sylvania :  Massachusetts  and  New  York  were  also  very  well 
represented.  I  had  no  idea  before,  that  the  mineral  wealth 
of  Austria  was  so  great.  Besides  the  iron  anJ  lead  mines 
among  the  hills  of  Styria  and  the  quicksilver  of  Idria,  there 
is  no  small  amount  of  gold  and  silver,  and  the  Carpathian 
mountains  are  rich  in  jasper,  opal  and  lapiz  lazuli.  The 
largest  opal  ever  found,  was  in  this  collection.  It  weighs 
thirty-four  ounces,  and  looks  like  a  condensed  rainbow. 

In  passing  the  palace,  we  saw  several  persons  entering  the 
basement  story  under  the  Library,  and  had  the  curiosity  to 
follo^.  them.  By  so  doing,  we  saw  the  splendid  equipages 
of  the  house  of  Austria.  There  must  have  been  near  a 
liundred  carriages  and  sleds,  of  every  shape  and  style,  from 
:*;he  heavy,  square  vehicle  of  the  last  century,  to  the  most 
light  and  elegant  conveyance  of  the  present  day.  One 
clumsy,  but  magnificent  machine,  of  crimson  and  gold,  was 
pointed  out  as  being  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  old.  The 
misery  we  witnessed  in  starving  Bohemia,  formed  a  striking 
contrast  to  all  this  splendor. 
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Coaidpi  tlie  Imperial  Pictnre  Gallery,  there  are  several 
belonging  to  princes  and  noblemen,  in  Vienna,  which  are 
scarcely  lesa  valuable.  The  most  important  of  these  la  that 
of  rrinte  Liechtenstein,  which  we  visited  yesterday.  Vfv 
applied  at  the  porter's  lodge  for  admittance  to  the  g.-Ulcry, 
hut  he  refused  to  open  it  for  two  persons.  As  wc  did  not 
wish  a  long  \.  alk  for  nothing,  we  delerniinod  to  wait  foi 
other  visitors.  Presently  a  gentleman  and  laJy  came 
and  inquired  if  the  gallery  was  open.  Wc  told  them 
it  would  probably  be  opened  now,  although  the  porter 
required  a  larger  number.  The  gentlcmau  went  to  seek 
him,  and  presently  returned,  saying  ;  "  Ho  will  come  imme- 
diately ;  I  thought  best  to  put  the>numher  a  little  higher, 
and  so  I  told  him  there  were  six  of  ns  I''  Having  little 
artistic  knowledge  of  paintings,  I  judge  of  them  according  to 
the  effect  they  produce  upon  me — in  proportion  as  thoy 
gratify  the  natural  instlnctivo  lovo  of  the  Beautiful,  I  have 
been  therefoie  disappointed  in  some  painters  whoso  names 
are  widely  known,  and  surprised  again  to  find  works  of 
great  beauty  by  others  of  smaller  fame.  Judging  hy  such 
a  standard,  I  should  say  ih;tt  "  Cupid  sleeping  in  the  lap  of 
Venus,"  by  Correggio,  ia  the  glory  of  this  collection.  Tho 
beautiful  limbs  of  the  boy-god  droop  in  the  repose  of  slum- 
ber, as  '..'.3  head  rests  on  his  mother's  knee,  and  there  is  a 
smile  lingering  around  his  half-parted  lips,  as  if  he  was 
dreaming  new  triumphs.  The  face  is  not  that  of  tho  wicked, 
mischief-loving  child,  but  rather  a  sweet  cherab,  bringing  a 
blessing  to  all  he  visits.  The  figure  of  the  goddess  ia  ex- 
quiaite.  Her  conntenance,  unearthly  in  its  loveliness, 
expresses  the  tenderness  of  a  young  mother,  as  she  sits 
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with   one    fmger   pressed   on   her    rosy  lip,   watching   hifl 
slumber. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  objects  m  Vienoa,  is  the 
Imperial  Armory.  We  were  admitted  by  means  of  tickets 
previously  procured  from  the  Armory  Direction.  Around 
the  wall  on  the  inside,  is  suspended  the  enormous  chain 
which  the  Turks  stretched  across  tlie  Danube  at  Buda,  in 
the  year  1529,  to  obstruct  the  navigation.  It  has  eight  thou- 
sand links,  and  is  nearly  a  mile  in  length  The  court  is  filled 
with  cannon  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  many  of  which  were 
conquered  from  other  nations.  I  saw  a  great  many  which 
were  cast  during  the  French  Revolution,  with  the  words 
*^  Liherte!  Egalite  T*  tipon  them,  and  a  number  of  others 
bearing  the  simple  letter  "N." 

Finally,  a  company  which  had  precedence  of  us,  finished 
their  sight-seeing,  and  tlie  forty  or  fifty  persons  who  had 
collected  during  the  interval  were  admitted.  The  Armory 
is  a  hollow  square,  and  must  be  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  mils 
in  length.  We  were  taken  into  a  circular  hall,  made 
entirely  of  weapons,  to  represent  the  four  quarters  of  the 
globe.  Here  the  crusty  old  guide  who  admitted  us,  rapped 
with  his  stick  on  the  shield  of  an  old  knight  who  stood  near, 
to  keep  silence,  and  then  addressed  us :  "  When  I  speak 
every  one  must  be  silent.  No  one  can  write  or  draw  any- 
thing. No  one  shall  touch  anything,  or  go  to  look  at  any- 
thing else,  before  I  have  done  speaking.  Otherwise,  they 
shall  be  taken  immediately  into  the  street  again  !  "  Thus 
in  every  hall  he  rapped  and  scolded,  driving  the  women  to 
one  side  with  his  stick  and  the  men  to  the  other,  until  we 
had  nearly  completed  the  tour  ( f  the  halls,  when  the  thought 
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of  the  coming  fee  maHo  Iiim  n  liltic  marG  polite.  He  Iiad  a 
regular  set  of  descriptioiis  by  lieart,  wliicli  lie  delivered  with 
a  great  flourish,  pointing  partlculariy  to  tlie  common  military 
caps  of  the  late  Emperors  of  Frussia  and  Austria,  as  "  treasures 
Ijeyoud  all  price  to  the  nation !  "  Where  upon,  the  crowd 
of  common  people  gazed  reverently  on  the  shabby  beavers. 
and  I  verily  believe,  would  have  devoutly  kissed  them,  had 
the  glass  covering  been  removed.  I  happened  to  be  next  tn 
a  tall,  dignified  young  man,  who  looked  on  all  this  with  a 
displeasure  amounting  tn  contempt.  Seeing  I  was  a  for- 
eigner, he  spoke,  in  a  low  tone,  bitterly  of  the  Austrian 
government.  "  You  aro  not  then  an  Austrian  1 "  1  asked. 
"  No,  thank  Rod  !  "  was  the  reply ;  "  hut  I  have  seen 
enough  of  Austrian  tyranny.     I  am  n  Pole  i  " 

Some  of  the  halls  represent  a  fortification,  with  walls, 
ditches,  and  embankments,  made  of  mnskets  and  swords. 
A  long  room  in  the  second  wing  contaius  an  encampment, 
in  which  twelve  or  fifteen  large  tents  are  formed  in  like 
manner.  Along  the  sides  are  grouped  old  Austrian  ban- 
ners, standards  taken  from  the  French,  and  horse-tails  and 
flags  captured  from  the  Turks.  "  They  make  «  great  boast," 
said  the  Pole,  "  of  a  half  dozen  Freiich  colors,  but  let  them 
go  to  the  Hupital  dea  Invalides,  in  Paris,  and  they  will 
find  ha-ndreds  of  the  .best  banners  of  Austria  !  "  Tliey  fdso 
eihibited  the  armor  of  a  dwarf  king  of  Bohemia  and  Hun- 
gary, who  died,  a  gray-headed  old  man,  in  his  twentieth 
year  j  the  sword  of  Marlborongh ;  the  coat  of  Giistavus 
Adolphus,  pierced  in  the  breast  and  hack  with  the  bullet 
which  killed  him  at  Lutzen ;  the  armor  of  the  old  Bohemian 
princess  Lihussa,  and  that  of  the 
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Bleel  vizor  made  to  fit  the  features  of  her  face,  Tlio  last 
wing  was  the  moBt  remarknblc.  Here  we  eav  tLo  helm  find 
breastplate  of  Attila,  king  of  the  Hiins,  wliicli  onee  gleamed 
at  Ihe  head  of  his  myriads  of  wild  hordes,  before  the  walls 
of  Rome;  the  armor  of  Count  Stahremijerg.  who  com- 
manded Vienna  during  the  Turkish  siege  in  152&,  and  the 
holy  banner  of  Mahomet,  taken  at  that  time  from  the  Grand 
Vizier,  together  with  the  steel  harness  of  John  Sobieski,  of 
_  Poland,  who  rescued  Vitinna  from  the  Turkish  troops  under 
Kara  Mustapha  ;  the  hat,  sword,  and  breaBl]jlate  of  Godfrey 
of  Bouillon,  the  Oruaader-king  of  Jerusalem,  with  the  ban- 
ners of  the  cross  the  Crusaders  had  borne  to  Palestine,  and 
the  standard  they  captflred  from  the  Turks  on  the  walla  of 
the  Holy  City  !  I  felt  all  my  boyish  enthusiasm  for  the 
romantic  age  of  the  Crusaders  revive,  as  I  looked  on  the 
torn  and  mouldering  banners  which  had  once  n-aved  on  the 
hills  of  Judoa,  or  perhaps  followed  Ihe  Bword  of  the  Lion 
Heart  through  the  fight  on  the  field  of  Ascalon  !  What 
tales  could  they  nut  tell,  those  old  standards,  cut  and 
shivereil  by  spear  and  lance  !  What  brave  hands  have 
carried  them  through  the  storm  of  battle,  what  dying  eyes 
have  looked  upwards  to  the  cross  r,n  their  folds,  as  the 
last  prayer  was  breathed  for  the  rescue  of  the  Holy  Se- 
pulchre I 

I  must  now  close  the  catalogue.  This  morning  we  shall 
look  upon  Vienna  for  the  last  time.  Our  knapsacks  are 
repacked,  and  the  passports  (precious  documents  !)  vised  for 
Munich.  The  getting  of  this  viae,  however,  caused  a  comi- 
cal scene  at  the  Police  Office,  yesterday.  We  entered  the 
Inspector's  Hall  and  took    our    stand    quietly  among  (he 
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crowd  of  persons  who  were  gatlicred  aruuii'l  a  railir>|j  wliicli 
separated  them  from  the  mam  office.  One  of  the  clerks 
came  up,  scowling  at  hh,  nnJ  asked  in  a  rough  tone,  "  WLal 
do  you  want  here  1 "  We  handed  him  onr  tickets  of  sojourn 
(for  when  a  traveller  spends  more  than  twenty-four  hours  in 
a  German  city,  lie  must  take  out  a  permission  and  pay  for 
it),  with  the  request  that  he  would  give  us  our  passports. 
He  glanced  over  the  tickets,  came  back,  and  with  constrained 
politeness,  asked  us  to  step  within  Ihe  railing.  Here  wb 
were  introduced  to  the  Chief  Inspector,      "  Desire   IleiT 

to  come  here,"  said  he  to  a  servant ;  then  turning  to 

lis,  "I  am  happy  to  see  the  gentlemen  in  Vienna."  An 
officer  immediately  came  up,  who  q^ldresscd  us  in  fluent 
English.  "You  may  speak  in  your  native  tongue,"  said 
tile  Inspector  ?— ''cxcHse  our  neglect;  from  the  facility  with 
which  you  speak  German,  we  .supposed  you  were  natives  of 
Austria  1 "  Our  passports  were  signed  at  once  and  given  us 
witli  a  gi-acious  bow,  accompanied  hy  the  hope  that  we 
■would  visit  Vienna  again  before  long.  All  this,  of  course, 
was  perfectly  unintelhgible  to  the  wondering  crowd  outside 
the  ruling.  Seeing,  however,  the  honors  we  were  receiving 
tUey  telt  back,  and  respectfully  made  room  for  us  to  pass 
out.  I  kept  a  grave  face  until  we  reached  tlie  bottom  of 
the  atwrs,  when  I  gave  way  to  restrained  laughter  in  a 
manner  that  shocked  the  dignity  of  the  guard,  who  looked 
savagely  at  me  over  Iiis  forest  of  moustache,  I  would 
nevertheless  have  felt  grateful  for  the  attention  we  received 
as  Americans,  were  it  not  for  our  uncourteous  reception  as 
suspected  Austrians, 

We    have    just    been   enjoying    a    hearty   laugh    agani, 
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though  from  a  very  different  cause,  and  one  which,  accord- 
ing to  common  custom,  ought  rather  to  draw  forth  tears  oi 

at  least  sighs  and  groans.     This  morning  B suggested 

an  examination  of  our  funds,  for  we  had  neglected  keeping 
a  strict  account,  and  what  with  being  cheated  in  Bohemia 
and  tempted  by  the  amusements  of  Vienna,  there  was  an 
apparent  dwindling  away.  So  we  emptied  our  pockets, 
counted  up  the  contents,  and  found  we  had  just  ten  florins, 
or  four  dollars  apiece.  The  thought  of  our  situation,  away 
in  the  heart  of  Austria,  live  hundred  miles  from  our  Frank- 
fort home,  seems  irresistibly  laughable.  By  allowing  twenty 
days  for  the  journey,  we  shall  have  half  a  florin  (twenty 
cents)  a  day  for  our  travelling  expenses.  This  is  a  homoeopa- 
thic allowance,  indeed,  but  there  is  nothing  to  be  done,  ex- 
cept to  make  the  attempt.  So  now  adieu,  Vienna !  In  two 
hours  we  shall  be  among  the  hills  again. 


.    CHAPTER    XXIV. 

UP     THE     DANUBE. 

A  Strong  Wind— The  Palace  of  Schrmbrunn— The  Abbey  of  Melk— The  Lujrary  d 
Foot-Trayel — American  Scenery — Rencontre  witli  Bohemian  Gipsies — Danubian 
Landscapes — The  Styrian  Alps — Iloly  Florian — Votive  Shrines — Linz  and  its  Towers 
— ^More  Money  Wanted — Lambach — A  Mountain  Portrait — Falls  of  the  Traun — Bat- 
tle-Field of  the  Unknown  Student. 

We  passed  out  of  Vienna  in  the  face  of  one  of  the  strongest 
winds  it  was  ever  my  lot  to  encounter.  It  swept  across  the 
plain  with  such  force  that  we  found  it  almost  impossible  to 
advance  until  we  got  under  the  lee  of  a  range  of  hills. 
About  two  miles  from  the  barrier  we  passed  Schonbrunn, 
the  Austrian  Versailles.  It  was  built  by  the  Empress  Maria 
Theresa,  and  was  the  residence  of  Napoleon  in  1809,  when 
Vienna  was  in  the  hands  of  the  French.  Later,  ii  1832, 
tlie  Duke  of  Rcichstadt  died  in  the  same  room  which  his 
father  once  occupied.  Behind  the  palace  is  a  magnificent 
garden,  at  the  foot  of  a  hill  covered  with  rich  forests  and 
crowned  with  an  open  pillared  hall,  three  hundred  feet  long, 
called  the  Glor'ette,  The  colossal  eagle  which  surmounts  it, 
can  be  seen  a  great  distance. 
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Tlio  lovely  vnllcy  in  wliieli  Scli'iTibninii  lies,  follows  tlie 
course  of  tlie  little  river  Vienna  into  the  heart  of  that  monn- 
tiiin  region  lying  between  the  Styrian  Alps  and  the  Danube, 
and  called  the  Vienna  Forest.  Into  this  our  road  led  betwoon 
hills  covered  with  wood,  with  here  and  there  h  lovely  groen 
meadow,  where  herds  of  cattle  were  g;razing.  On  the  third 
day  we  came  to  the  Danube  again  at  Melk,  a  little  city  built 
under  the  edge  of  a  stee])  hill,  on  the  Euramit  of  which 
stands  the  palace-like  abbey  of  the  Benedictine  Slonkg. 
The  old  friars  must  have  had  a  merry  life  of  it,  for  tho  wine- 
cellar  of  the  abhey  famished  the  French  army  50,000 
measures  for  several  days  in  succession.  The  shores  of  the 
Danube  here  are  estremely  beautiful.  Although  not  so 
picturesque  as  the  Rhine,  the  scenery  of  the  Danube  is  on  a 
gi'ander  scale.  On  the  south  side  the  mountains  bund  down 
to  it  with  a  majestic  sweep,  and  there  must  be  delightful 
glances  into  the  valleys  that  lie  between,  in  passing  down  its 
current. 

But  we  soon  left  the  river,  and  journeyed  on  through  tho 
enchanting  inland  vales.  To  give  an  idea  of  !he  gloriouB 
enjoyment  of  travelling  through  sucli  scenes,  let  me  copy  a 
leaf  out  of  my  journal,  written  as  wo  rested  at  noon  on  the 
top  of  a  lofty  hill : — "  Here,  while  the  delightful  mountain 
breeze  that  comes  fresh  from  the  Alps  cools  my  forehead, 
and  the  pines  around  are  sighing  their  eternal  anthem,  I 
seize  a  few  moments  to  describe  the  paradise  around  me.  I 
have  felt  an  elevation  of  mind  and  spirit,  an  unmixed 
rapture,  from  morning  till  night,  since  we  left  Vienna.  It 
is  the  brightest  and  balmiest  June  weather  ;  a  fresh  breeze 
sings  through  the  trees  and  waves  tho  ripening  graiu  on  the 


verdant  meadows  and  liill-slojies-  Tlio  air  is  filled  with 
Ijird-muaic.  The  larka  sing  above  us  out  of  eight,  the  bull- 
finch wakes  his  notes  in  the  grove,  and  at  eve  the  nightin- 
gale ponra  fortli  her  passionate  strain.  The  meadows  nro 
literally  covered  with  flowers — beautiful  purple  eaU-ias, 
pinks  such  as  we  have  at  homo  in  our  gardens,  and  glowing 
buttercups,  color  the  banks  of  every  stream.  I  never  saw 
richer  or  more  luxuriant  foliage.  Magnificent  forests  clothe 
the  hills,  and  the  villnges  are  embosomed  in  fruit  trees, 
shrubbery  and  flowers  Sometimes  we  go  for  miles  through 
some  enchanting  valley,  lying  like  a  paradise  between  the 
mountains,  while  the  distant,  white  Alps  look  on  it  from 
afar ;  sometimes  over  swelling  ranges  of  hills,  where  we  can 
see  to  the  right  the  valley  of  the  Danube,  threaded  by  his 
silver  current  and  dotted  with  white  cottages  and  glittering 
spires,  and  farther  beyond,  the  blue  mountains  of  the  Bohe- 
mian Forest.  To  the  left,  the  range  of  the  Styrian  Alps 
stretches  along  the  sky,  summit  above  summit,  the  farther 
ones  robed  in  perpetual  snow.  I  never  tire  gazing  on  these 
glorious  bills  They  fill  the  soul  with  a  sense  of  sublimity, 
such  as  one  feels  when  listening  to  triumphal  music  They 
seem  like  the  marble  domes  of  a  mighty  range  of  temples, 
where  Earth  worships  her  Maker  with  an  organ-anthem  of 
ptormB ! 

"There  is  an  exquisite  luxury  in  travelling  here.  We 
walk  all  day  through  such  scenes,  resting  often  in  the  shade 
of  the  fruit  trees  which  lino  Ihe  road,  or  on  a  mossy  bank 
by  the  side  of  some  cnol  forest.  Sometimes  for  enjoynient 
OS  well  ae  variety,  we  make  our  dining-place  by  a  clear 
spring  instead  of  within  a  smoky  ttivern  ;  and  our  simple 
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meals  hnve  n  relish  an  epienre  could  never  ntlain.  Away 
irilh  your  railroads  and  steamboats  and  maiUcoaelies,  or  keep 
them  for  those  who  have  uo  eye  but  for  the  sordid  iniercsls 
of  life!  With  my  knapsack  and  pilgrim-staff,  I  ask  not 
their  Bid.  If  a  mind  and  soul  full  of  rapture  with  beauty, 
a  frame  in  glowing  and  vigorona  health,  and  Elunibers  un- 
broken even  by  dieoma,  are  blessings  any  one  would  attaini 
let  him  shoulder  his  knapsack  and  walk  through  Lower 

I  have  never  been  bo  strongly  and  constantly  reminded 
of  America,  as  during  this  journey.  Perhaps  the  balmy 
season,  the  same  in  which  I  last  looked  upon  the  dear 
scenes  of  home,  may  have  its  effect ;  hut  there  is  ilso  a  rich- 
ness in  the  forests  and  waving  fields  of  grain,  a  wild  luxn- 
riance  in  every  landscape,  which  I  have  seen  nowhere  else 
in  Europe.  The  large  farm  houses,  buried  in  orchards, 
scattered  over  the  valleys,  add  to  the  effect.  Everything 
seems  to  speak  of  happiness  and  prosperity. 

We  were  met  one  morning  by  a  band  of  wandering  Bo- 
hemian gipsies — the  first  of  the  kind  I  ever  saw.  A  young 
woman  with  a  small  child  in  her  arms  came  directly  up  to 
me,  and  looking  full  in  my  face  with  her  wild  black  eyea, 
eaid,  without  any  preface :  "  Tes,  he  too  has  met  with  sor- 
row and  trouble  already,  and  will  still  have  more.  Bnt  he 
is  not  false — he  is  true  and  sincere,  and  will  also  meet  with 
good  luck  !"  She  said  she  could  tell  me  three  numbers 
with  which  I  should  buy  a  lottery  ticket  and  win  a  great 
prize.  I  told  her  I  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  lot- 
tery, and  would  buy  no  ticket,  but  she  persisted,  saying  i 
Has  he  a  twenty  kreutzer  piece  1 — will  he  give  it !      Lay 
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it  in  his  hand  nnd  make  a  cross  over  it.  mid  I  will  reveal  the 
numbers  !"  On  vay  i-efusal,  slie  became  angry,  and  lel't  me, 
Baying :  "  Let  him  take  care^-on  tlie  tliird  Jay  Bometliiog 
will  happen  to  Uim  !"  An  old,  wrinkled  Lag  made  the  same 
proposition  to  niy  companion  with  no  hotter  snccejis.  They 
reminded  me  strikingly  of  our  Indians!  their  complexiou  is 
a  dark  brown,  and  their  eyes  and  liair  are  biadi.  as  night. 
These  belonged  to  a  small  tribe  who  wander  through  the 
forests  of  Buhemia,  and  support  themselves  by  cheating  and 
ete^aling. 

We  stopped  on  the  fourth  night  at  Enns,  a  small  city  on 
the  river  of  the  same  name,  which  divides  Upper  from 
Lower  Austria.  After  leaving  the  beautiful  little  village 
where  we  passed  the  previous  night,  the  road  ascended  one 
of  those  long  ranges  of  hills,  which  stretch  off  from  the 
Danube  towards  the  Alps.  We  walked  for  miles  over  the 
broad  and  uneven  summit,  enjoying  the  enchanting  view 
which  opened  on  both  sides.  If  we  looked  to  the  right, 
we  could  trace  the  windings  of  the  Danube  for  twenty  miles, 
his  current  studded  with  green,  wooded  islands  ;  white  cities 
nestled  at  the  foot  of  the  hills,  which,  covered  to  the  Rummits 
with  grain-fieids  and  vineyards,  extended  hack  one  behind 
another,  till  the  farthest  were  lost  in  the  distance.  I  was 
glad  we  had  taken  the  way  from  Vienna  to  Linz  by  land, 
for  from  the  heights  we  had  a  view  of  the  whole  course  of 
the  Danube,  enjoying  besides  the  beauty  of  the  inland  vales 
and  the  far-off  Styrian  Alps,  From  the  hills  wo  crossed 
we  could  Bee  the  snowy  range  as  far  as  the  Alps  of  Salzburg 
— some  of  them  seemed  robed  to  the  very  base  in  their  white 
mantles.      In  the  morning  the  glaciers  on  their  summit  glit- 


teroil  Kko  stars ;  it  wag  the  first  time  I  saw  tlio  sun  reflected 
at  a  hundred  miles'  distance  ! 

On  descending  the  riilgu  wo  came  into  a  gaitlcn-like  jilain. 
over  wliicli  rose  tlie  towurs  of  Enns,  built  by  the  ransom- 
money  paid  to  Austria  for  the  deliverance  of  the  lion-henrted 
Hicliard.  The  cnuntr;  legends  say  that  St.  I'lurian  was 
thrown  into  the  river  hy  tlie  Romans  in  the  third  century, 
with  a  millstone  around  his  neck,  which,  however,  held  him 
abovo  the  water  like  cork,  until  he  had  finished  preaching 
thorn  a  Eermon.  In  the  villages  we  oftim  saw  hia  image 
painted  on  the  houses,  in  the  act  of  pouring  a  pail  of  water 
on  a  burning  building,  with  the  inscription  beneath — '•  Oh, 
lioly  Florian,  pray  for  us!"  This  was  Bapposed  to  be  a 
charm  against  fire.  In  Upper  Austria,  it  is  customary  to  erect 
a  shrine  on  the  road,  whorcver  an  accident  has  happened, 
with  a  descriptive  painting,  and  an  admonition  to  all  travel- 
lers to  pray  for  the  soul  of  the  unfortunate  person.  On  one 
of  them,  for  instance,  was  a  cart  with  a  wild  ox,  which  a  man 
was  holding  by  the  horns ;  a  woman  kneoling  by  the  wheels 
appeared  to  be  drawing  a  little  gir]  by  the  ftet  from  under 
it,  and  the  inscription  stated  :  "  By  calling  on  Jesus,  Mary 
and  Joseph,  the  girl  was  happily  reacned."  Many  of  the 
Bhrinea  had  images  which  tho  people  no  doubt,  in  their  igno- 
rance and  simplicity,  considered  holv,  but  to  us  they  wei'e 
impious  and  almost  blasphemous. 

From  Enns  a  morning's  walk  brought  us  to  Linz.  The 
peasant  girls  in  their  broad  straw  hats  were  weeding  the 
young  wheat,  looking  as  clicerful  and  contented  as  the  larks 
that  sang  above  them.  A  mile  or  two  from  Linz  we  passed 
one  or  two  of  the  round  towers  belonging  to  the  new  fortifi- 
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ijatious  of  llic  ciiy.  As  walls  have  grown  out  of  (hsKion, 
Duko  Maximilian  substituted  an  invention  of  liis  own.  The 
city  is  surroimdcd  by  thirlj-two  towers,  one  to  tliree  miles 
distant  from  it,  and  so  placed  that  tbey  form  a  complete  Una 
of  communication  and  defence.  Tliey  are  Bonk  in  tlie  eactli, 
Burroimdcd  witli  a  ditcli  and  embankments,  and  each  is  capa- 
ble of  containing  tea  cannon  n'ld  tbree  hundred  men.  The 
pointed  roofs  of  these  towers  are  seen  on  all  the  hills  ai'ouud. 
We  were  oblig'cd  to  gii-c  up  nur  passports  at  the  baiTier,  the 
officer  telling  us  to  call  for  tbcm  in  three  hours  at  ibe  Citj 
Police  Office  ;  we  spont  the  intervening  time  very  agreeably  in 
rambling  tbrougli  the  gay,  cheerful -looking  town.  With  its 
gilded  spires  and  ornamented  houses,  with  their  green  lattice- 
blinds,  it  is  strongly  suggestive  of  Italy.  Although  wo  had 
not  exceeded  our  daily  allowance  by  more  than  a  few  kreut- 
aers,  we  found  that  twenty  days  would  be  hardly  sufficient 
to  aecomplish  the  journey,  and  our  funds  would  therefore 
need  to  be  replenished  before  we  could  reach  Frankfort. 
Accordingly  I  wrote  from  Linn  to  a  friend  at  Prankfort,  di- 
recting a  small  sum  to  be  forwarded  to  Muuicb,  which  city  we 
hoped  to  reach  in  eight  days. 

We  took  the  borse  cars  at  Linz  for  Lambach,  seventeen 
miles  on  the  way  towards  Gmunden.  The  mountains  were 
covered  with  clouds  as  we  approached  them,  and  the  storms 
tbey  bad  been  brewing  for  two  or  three  days  began  to  march 
down  on  the  plain.  They  bad  nearly  reached  us,  when  we 
crossed  the  Traun  and  arrived  at  Lambach,  a  small  city  built 
upon  a  bill.  We  left  the  next  day  at  noon,  after  the  storm  bad 
ceased,  and  on  ascending  the  hill  after  crossing  the  Traun, 
bad  uti  opportunity  of  seeing  the  portrait  on  the  Traunstein, 
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of  M'hicli  tlic  oil!  laiidloril  nt  Ln.!nbftcli  tolil  us.  I  ircognized 
it  nt  tlie  first  glAUce,  and  certainly  it  h  a.  most  rcmni-liablo 
freuk  of  nature.  TLe  rough  bnck  of  tbe  mountain  forms  tlie 
exact  profile  of  the  human  coiintenai)cc>  as  if  regularly  hewn 
out  of  the  rouk.  What  is  still  more  singular,  it  is  said  to  be 
a  correct  portrait  of  the  unfortunate  Louis  XVI.  The  land- 
lord  said  it  was  immediately  recognized  hy  all  Frenchmen. 
Tiie  road  followed  the  course  of  the  Traun, whoso  green  waters 
roared  at  tbe  bottom  of  tlie  glcu  hclow  us,  wo  walked  for 
several  miles  in  a  fine  forest,  through  whose  openings  we 
caught  glimpses  of  the  mountitius  we  longed  to  reach. 

Tlie  river  roared  at  last  somt^what  louder,  and  on  looking 
down  the  hank,  I  saw  rocks  and  rapids,  and  a  few  houses 
built  on  the  edge  of  the  stream.  Thinking  we  must  be  near 
the  cclelirated  fall,  wo  went  down  the  path,  and  lo  !  on  tross- 
ing  a  little  wooden  bridge,  the  whole  aflair  hurst  in  sight ! 
Judge  of  our  Burprise  at  finding  a  cascade  of  fifteen  feet, 
a/ter  we  had  been  led  to  expect  a  tremendous  leap  of  forty 
or  fifty,  with  all  the  accompaniment  of  rocks  and  pi*eeipices. 
Of  course  the  whole  descent  of  the  river  at  the  place  was 
much  greater,  and  lliero  were  some  romantic  rapids  over  the 
rocks  which  blocked  its  course. 

Tho  Traunstein  grew  higher  as  we  approached,  present- 
ing the  same  profile  until  we  had  nearly  reached  Gmunden. 
From  the  green  upland  meadows  above  tho  town,  the  view 
of  the  mountain  range  was  glorious,  and  I  could  easily  con- 
ceive the  effect  of  the  tlnknowni  Student's  appeal  to  tbe 
people  to  fight  for  those  free  hills,  I  think  it  is  Howitt  wlio 
relates  the  incident — one  of  tho  most  romantic  in  German 
history.       Count    Pnppcnheim   led   his  forces  hei-e  in  the 
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year  162G,  to  suppress  a  revolution  of  the  people  of  tlio 
whole  Salzburg  region,  who  had  risen  against  an  invasion  of 
their  rights  by  the  Austrian  government.  The  battle  which 
took  place  on  these  meadows  was  about  being  decided  in 
favor  of  the  oppressors,  when  a  young  man,  clad  as  a  stu- 
dent, suddenly  appeared  and  addressed  the  people,  pointing 
to  the  Alps  above  them  and  the  sweet  lake  below,  and  ask- 
ing if  that  land  should  not  be  free.  The  effect  was  electri- 
cal ;  they  returned  to  the  charge  and  drove  back  the  troops 
of  Pappenheim,  who  were  about  taking  to  flight,  when  the 
unknoT^ni  leader  fell,  mortally  wounded.  This  struck  a  sud- 
den panic  through  his  followers,  and  the  Austrians,  turning 
again,  gained  a  complete  victory.  But  the  name  of  the 
brave  student  is  unknown,  his  deed  unsung  by  his  country's 
bards,  and  almost  forgotten. 
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It  was  nearly  dark  when  we  came  to  the  end  of  the  plain, 
and  looked  on  the  city  at  our  feet  and  the  lovely  lake  that 
lost  itself  in  the  mountains  before  us.  We  were  early  on 
board  the  steamboat  next  morning,  with  a  cloudless  sky 
above  us  and  a  snow-crested  Alp  beckoning  on  from  the 
end  of  the  lake.  The  water  was  of  the  loveliest  green  hue, 
the  morning  light  colored  the  peaks  around  with  purple,  and 
a  misty  veil  rolled  up  the  rocks  of  the  Traunstein.  We 
stood  on  the  prow  and  enjoyed  to  the  fullest  extent  the 
enchanting  scenery.  The  white  houses  of  Gmunden  sank 
down  to  the  water's  edge  like  a  flock  of  ducks ;  half-way 
we  passed  castle  Ort,  on  a  rock  in  the  lako,  whose  summit 
is  covered  with  trees. 
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As  we  isoarcJ  tlio  othir  extremity,  tlic  mountains  became 
steeper  aud  loftier  j  there  waa  no  path  along  their  wild 
aides,  nor  even  a  fisher's  hut  nestled  at  their  feet,  and  the 
snow  filled  the  ravines  more  tiian  half-way  from  the  snmmit, 
Au  hour  and  a  quarter  brought  us  to  Ebeusee,  at  the  head  of 
the  lake,  where  we  landed  and  plodded  on  towards  Isi;hl,  fol- 
lowing the  Trauu  up  a  narrow  valley,  whose  mountain-walls 
shut  out  more  tlian  half  the  sky.  They  are  covered  with 
forests,  and  the  country  is  inhabited  entirely  by  t!ic  wood- 
men who  fell  the  mountain  pines  and  float  the  timber  rafts 
down  to  the  Danube.  The  steeps  are  marked  with  white 
lines,  where  the  trees  have  been  rolled,  or  rather  tumbled  from 
the  summit.  Often  they  descend  several  miles  over  rocks  and 
precipices,  where  the  least  deviation  from  tha  track  would 
dash  tliem  in  a  thousand  pieces.  This  transportation  is 
generally  accomplished  in  the  winter  when  the  sides  are 
covered  with  snow  and  ice.  It  must  bo  a  dangerous  busi- 
ness, for  there  are  many  crosses  by  the  way-side,  where  the 
pictures  represent  persons  accidentally  killed  by  the  trees; 
an  additional  painting  shows  them  burning  in  the  flames  of 
purgatory,  and  the  pious  traveller  is  requested  to  pray  an 
Ave  or  a  PaternoEter  foi  the  repose  of  their  souls. 

On  wo  went,  up  the  valley  of  the  Traun,  between  moun- 
tains five  and  six  thousand  feet  high,  through  scenes  con- 
stantly changing  and  constantly  grand,  for  three  or  four 
hours.  Finally  the  hills  opened,  disclosing  a  little  triangu- 
lar valley,  whoso  base  was  formed  by  a  mighty  mountain 
covered  with  clouds.  Through  the  two  side-angles  came 
the  Traun  and  his  tributaiy  the  Ischl,  while  the  little  town 
of  Isclil  lay  in  the  centre,      Within  a  few  years  this  has 


become  a  vcrj-  fiisliionrtble  batliing-place,  and  tlio  inilus  of 
rich  i-isitors,  which  m  the  sitmnier  somolimes  ftmounta  lo  twfl 
thousaiiJ,  has  entirely  JestroyeJ  the  primitive  aimplicity 
which  the  iiihaliitauts  originally  possessod.  Prom  Ischl  wo 
took  a  road  through  the  foruats  to  St.  Wolfgang,  on  the  lake 
of  the  same  name.  The  last  part  of  the  way  led  along  the 
haaka  of  the  lake,  disclosing  some  delicious  Tiews.  These 
Alpine  lakes  surpass  any  scenery  I  have  yet  seen.  The 
water  is  of  the  most  beautiful  green.  like  a  sheet  of  molten 
heryl,  and  the  cloud -piercing  mountains  that  encompass 
them  shut  out  the  snti  for  nearly  half  the  day.  St.  Wolf- 
gnjg  is  a  lovoly  village,  in  a  cool  and  (jniet  nook  at  the  foot 
of  the  Schafberg,  Tlie  houses  are  luilt  in  the  picturostjue 
Swiss  style,  with  flat,  projecting  roofs,  and  ornamented  bal- 
conies, and  the  people  are  the  very  picturo  of  neatness  and 
cheerfhlncflB. 

We  started  next  morning  to  ascend  the  Schafheig,  which 
is  called  the  Ilighi  of  the  Austrian  Switzerland.  It  is  some- 
what higher  than  its  Swiss  namesake,  and  commands  a 
prospect  scarcely  less  oxtensive  and  grand.  We  followed 
a  footpath  through  the  thick  forest  by  the  side  of  a  roaring 
torrent.  The  morning  mist  still  covered  the  lake,  but  the 
white  summits  of  the  Salzburg  and  Noric  Alps  opposite 
us,  rose  above  it,  and  stood  pure  and  bright  in  the  upper 
air.  We  passed  a  little  mill  and  one  or  two  cottages,  and 
then  wound  round  ono  of  the  lesser  heights  into  a  deep  ravine, 
down  in  whoso  dark  shaaow  wo  sometimes  heard  the  axe 
and  saw  of  the  mountain  woodmen.  Finally  the  path  dis- 
appeared altogether  under  a  mass  of  logs  and  rocks,  which 
appaarad  to  have  been  whirle.l  together  by  a  sudden  flood. 


We  (leliberatcil  wliat  to  do;  the  summit  roso  BQvcval 
thousand  feet  obovi;  us,  almost  precipitously  steep,  but  wa 
did  not  like  to  turn  back,  and  tbere  was  still  a  liope  of 
meeting  witli  tlie  path  again.  Clambering  over  the  ruina 
and  rubbish,  we  pulled  ourselves  by  tho  limbs  of  tre.-s  op  a 
steep  ascent  and  descended  again  to  the  stream.  Wo  Lore 
saw  the  ravine  was  closed  by  a  wall  of  rock,  and  onr  only 
chance  was  to  cross  to  the  west  side  of  the  mountain,  where 
the  ascent  seemed  somewhat  easier.  A  couple  of  mountain 
maidens  whom  we  fortunately  met,  carrying  home  grass  for 
their  goats,  told  us  tho  mountain  could  be  ascended  on  that 
side,  by  one  who  could  climb  icell — laying  a  strong  emphasis 
on  the  word.  Tlie  very  doubt  implied  in  this  cspreBsiou 
was  enough  to  decide  us ;  so  we  began  the  work.  And 
work  it  was,  too  I  Tlie  aide  was  very  steep,  the  trees  all 
leaned  downwards,  and  we  slipped  at  every  step  on  the  dry 
leaves  and  grass.  After  making  a  short  distance  this  way 
with  the  greatest  labor,  we  came  to  the  track  of  an  ava- 
lanche, which  had  swept  away  the  trees  and  earth.  Hero 
the  rock  had  been  worn  rough  by  torrents,  but  by  using 
both  bands  and  feet,  we  climbed  the  precipitous  side  of  the 
mountain,  sometimes  dragging  ourselves  up  by  the  branches 
of  trees  where  the  rocks  were  emootli.  After  half  an  hour 
of  such  work  we  came  above  the  forests,  on  tho  bare  side  of 
the  monntuin.  Tho  summit  was  far  above  us,  and  so  steep 
that  our  limbs  iii voluntarily  shrank  from  tUe  t  iskof  climbing. 
Tho  side  sloped  at  an  angle  of  nearly  sixty  degrees,  and  the 
least  slip  threw  us  flat  on  our  faces.  We  had  to  use  both 
hand  and  foot,  and  were  obliged  to  rest  every  few  minutes 
r  breath.     Crimson-flowered  moss  and  bright  blue 
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gcntiftns  coveveil  the  rocks,  niiJ  I  lilled  my  books  with 
blosBoma  for  frieuda  at  home. 

Up  and  up,  for  what  BORracd  an  age,  we  tlarahercd.  Sn 
steep  was  it,  that  the  least  rocky  projection  hid  my  friend 
from  Bight,  as  ho  was  climbing  below  me.  1  Bometimea 
started  stones,  which  went  down,  down,  like  cannon-halls, 
till  I  could  ace  them  no  more.  At  lengtli  we  reached  the 
region  of  dwarf  pines,  which  was  even  more  diiBcult  to  pass 
through.  Although  the  mountain  was  not  so  steep,  this 
forest,  centuries  old,  reached  no  higher  than  our  breasts, 
and  the  trees  leaned  downwards,  bo  that  we  were  obliged  to 
take  hold  of  the  tops  of  those  above  us,  and  drag  ourselvea 
over  the  others.  Here  and  tliero  lay  lai^e  patches  of  snow ; 
we  sat  down  m  the  glowing  June  sun,  and  bathed  o«r  hands 
and  faces  in  it.  Finally,  the  sky  became  bluer  and  broader, 
the  clouds  seemed  nearer,  and  a.  few  more  steps  through  the 
bushes  brought  lis  to  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  on  the 
edge  of  a  precipice  a  tliousaud  feet  deep,  whose  bottom  stood 
in  a  vast  field  of  snow  ! 

"We  lay  down  on  the  heather,  eshausted  hy  five  hours' 
incessant  toil,  and  drank  in,  like  a  refreshing  draught,  the 
sublimity  of  the  scene.  The  green  lakes  of"  the  Salzburg 
Alps  lay  far  below  us,  and  the  whole  southern  horizon  was 
filled  with  the  mighty  range  of  the  Styrian  and  Noric  Alps, 
their  summit;!  of  never-melting  snow  mingling  and  blending 
with  the  clouds  On  the  other  side  the  mountains  of  Sala- 
hnrg  lifted  their  ridgy  backs  from  the  plains  of  Cavaria,  and 
tho  Chiem  lake  lay  spread  out  in  the  blue  distance.  A  line 
of  mist  far  to  the  north  betrayed  the  path  of  the  Danube, 
and  beyond  it  we  could  barely  trace  the  outline  of  the  Bo- 


liemian  mountains.  With  »  glasa  the  spires  of  Munich,  one 
hundred  and  twenty  miles  distant,  can  be  seen.  It  was  a 
view  whose  grandeur  I  can  never  forget.      In  that  dome 
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llicm.  Wo  Lrcatlicd  an  air  of  poetry.  Tha  Arcadian  sim- 
plicity or  tlio  people,  tlie  paslora!  beauty  of  tlie  fields  nronnd 
and  tlio  graodciir  of  the  moiintaiDS  whidi  shut  it  out  from 
the  world,  realized  my  ideas  of  a  dwelling-place,  where. 
lyitU  n  fow  kinilrcd  spirits,  the  bliss  of  EJen  might  almost 
be  restored. 

We  stopped  there  two  or  three  hours  to  relieve  our  hunger 
and  fatigue.  My  boots  had  suffered  severely  in  onr  moun- 
tain Bdventiirc,  and  I  called  at  a  slioemaker's  cottage  to  get 
them  repaired-  1  sat  down  and  talked  for  half  an  hoar 
with  the  family.  The  man  and  his  wife  spoke  of  the  delight- 
ful scenery  around  them,  and  espreased  themselves  with 
correctness  and  even  elegance.  They  were  miicii  pleased 
that  I  admired  their  village  so  greatly,  and  related  every 
thing  which  they  supposed  could  interest  me.  As  1  rose  to 
go,  my  head  nearly  tonched  the  ceiling,  whicli  was  very 
low.  The  man  exclaimed  :  "  Ach  Gott !  how  t.^ll !"  I  told 
him  the  peoplo  were  all  tall  in  onr  conntry ;  lie  then  asked 
where  I  came  from,  and  I  had  no  sooner  said  "  America," 
than  he  threw  up  his  hands  and  uttered  an  ejaculation  of  the 
greatest  sui-prise.  His  wife  observed  that  "  it  was  wonder- 
ful how  far  man  was  permitted  to  travel."  Tliey  wished 
me  a  prosperons  journey  and  a  safe  return  home. 

St.  Gilgcn  was  also  interesting  to  me  from  that  beautiAil 
chapter  in  ■'  Hyperion" — ■'  Footsteps  of  Angels," — and  on 
passing  the  cliurch  on  my  way  back  to  the  inn,  I  entered 
the  grave-yard  mentioned  in  it.  The  green  turf  grows  thick- 
ly over  the  rows  of  monnds,  with  here  and  there  a  rose 
planted  by  the  hand  of  afiection,  and  the  white  crosses  were 
hung  with  wreaths,  some  of  which  had  been  freshly  added 
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Bcliinil  thu  clinrch,  under  llie  slinilo  of  a  tree,  slnod  n  ■imall 
cliape! :  I  opened  the  unfastened  door,  and  pntuved.  The 
aftcruoou  sun  shone  through  the  side  window,  and  hU  was 
still  arouud.  A  little  sliriiie,  adonied  witli  fiowcva.  stood  At 
the  other  end,  and  lliero  wero  two  tablets  on  the  wall,  to 
persons  who  slumbered  beneath.  I  approached  ihese  and 
read  un  one  of  them  with  feelings  not  easily  deserihed  :  '■  Look 
not  moumfidly  into  the  past — it  comes  not  again  j  wisely 
improve  the  present — it  is  ihino  ;  and  go  forward  to  meet  the 
shadowy  future,  witli out  fear,  and  with  a  manly  heart!" 
This  then  was  the  spot  where  Paul  Flemming  came  in  loiic- 
liaesa  and  sorrow  to  muse  over  what  he  had  lost,  and  these 
were  the  words  whose  truth  and  eloquence  Btrcngthened  and 
consoled  him,  "aa  if  the  unknown  tenant  of  the  grave  had 
opened  liis  lips  of  dust  and  spoken  the  words  of  consola- 
tion Ilia  soul  needed." 

"Wo  reached  a  little  village  on  the  FuSKhcI  See,  the  same 
evening,  and  set  off  the  next  morning  for  Salzburg.  The 
day  was  hot  and  we  walked  slowly,  so  that  it  was  not  until 
two  o'clock  that  wo  saw  the  castellated  roeks  on  the  side  of 
the  Gaissbcrg,  guarding  the  entrance  to  the  valley  of  Salc- 
burg.  A  short  distance  further,  the  whole  glorious  pano- 
rama was  spread  out  below  us.  Trom  the  height  on  which 
we  stood,  we  looked  directly  on  the  summit  of  the  Capuchin 
Mountain,  which  hid  part  of  the  city  from  sight ;  the  double 
peak  of  the  Staufen  rose  opposite,  and  a  hca^'y  storm  was 
raging  along  the  Alpine  heights  around  it,  while  the  lovely 
valley  lay  in  sunshine  below,  thi'caded  by  the  bright  current 
of  the  Salza.  As  we  descended  and  passed  around  the  {•ml 
of  the  hill,  Ihe  Untorsbcrg  came  in  sight,  who^e  broad  sum- 
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mils  lift  Uiemselves  seven  tlionsand  feet  above  iho  plaia 
The  leg«nil  savs  tlial  Charlemagne  nnil  bis  warriors  sit  in 
its  subterraneous  cavenis  in  complete  aimor,  and  ibal  Ibey 
will  arise  and  come  fortli  again,  when  Germany  recovers 
ber  former  power  and  glory. 

I  wisb  I  could  coavey  in  words  some  idea  of  the  elevation 
of  spirit  espcrienced  while  looking  on  these  eternal  nioun- 
tains.  Tliey  fill  the  soul  witb  a  sensation  of  power  and 
grandeur  which  frees  it  awhile  from  tbe  cramps  and  fetters 
of  common  life.  It  rises  and  expands  to  the  level  of  their 
sublimity,  until  its  thonghls  soar  solemnly  aloft,  like  tbeir 
summits,  piercing  the  heart  of  heaven.  Tbeir  dazzling  and 
imperishable  beauty  is  to  the  niinti  an  image  of  its  own 
cndming  csistencc.  Wheu  I  stand  upon  some  snowy  ?;ninmit 
— tbe  invisible  apes  of  that  mighty  pyramid — tbero  seems  a 
mnjesty  in  my  weak  will  wbicli  might  defy  the  elements. 
This  sense  of  power,  inspired  by  a  silent  sympathy  with  the 
forms  of  Nature,  U  Iwautifiilly  describeil — as  showu  in  the 
free,  unconscious  instincts  of  childhood — by  tie  poet  Ubland, 
in  bis  ballad  of  the  "  Jlountaiu  Boy." 

A  heni-boj  on  tlie  motmtiUD's  btow, 
I  era  tbe  caatira  all  below. 
The  Hiiibeam  liers  is  earliest  etat 
And  by  aij  tide  it  lingers  lost — 
I  am  the  )>ay  of  tlie  nioutitaia  1 

Ttie  mother-home  of  Btreuiu  b  here — 
I  drink  Ihem  in  their  prmJlea  clear; 
From  out  the  rock  they  foam  below, 
1  gpring  to  cat^h  thera  ai  they  go  I 


ntbe 


boy  of  (be  mountaiD  I 


THE   MOUNTAIN   DOV. 

P'TIV)  me  belongs  the  maimtAia'a  bound. 

Where  gathering  tempCiitB  marub  aroundi 
But  thongh  from  north  sad  south  thej  fthoDl^ 
Above  thera  still  my  song  riiigfl  out — 
'  I  am  the  buy  of  the  moaataia ! ' 

r  me  cloads  and  thanderi  move; 
I  atand  amid  the  blue  aboTs. 
I  about  to  them  with  feark-sB  breast ; 
"Go  lenve  my  futher'a  house  iu  rest  [" 
I  am  tha  boy  of  the  mauiituin  I 

And  when  the  load  bell  shakes  the  aplrea 
And  flume  aloft  the  signal-fires, 
I  go  below  snd  join  the  throng, 
And  B\riug  my  snord  and  fing  my  aoug  : 
"  I  Dm  the  boy  of  the  mountainr' 

Salzburg  lias  on  tiotli  aides  of  tLe  Salza,  liemmcd  in  on 
eitlier  bend  by  precipitous  mountaina.  A  largo  fortress 
overlooks  it  on  the  south,  from  the  Buniniit  of  a  perpendicu- 
lar rock,  .against  wliicK  tlie  Louses  in  that  part  of  the  city 
are  built.  The  streets  are  narrow  and  crooked,  but  the 
newer  part  contains  many  open  squares  adorned  witli  hand- 
Bonie  fountains.  The  variety  of  costume  among  the  people 
is  very  Interesting.  Tiie  inhabitants  of  the  salt  district  liave 
a  peculiar  dress ;  the  women  wear  round  fur  caps,  with 
Utile  wings  of  gauze  at  the  side.  I  saw  other  women  with 
head-dresses  of  gold  or  silver  filigree,  sometliing  in  shape 
like  a  Roman  helmet,  with  a  projection  at  the  back  of  fhc 
head,  a  foot  long.  The  most  interesting  objects  in  Salzburg 
to  us,  were  the  house  of  Mozart,  In  which  the  composer  -was 
born,  and  the  monument  lately  erected  to  iiim      The  St. 
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Peter's  Cliiircli,  near  by,  contains  the  tomb  of  Haydn,  the 
great  composer,  and  the  Church  of  St.  Sebastian  that  of  the 
renowned  Paracelsus,  who  was  also  a  native  of  Salzburg. 

Two  or  three  hours  sufficed  to  see  every  thing  of  interest 
in  the  city.  We  had  intended  to  go  further  through  the 
Alps,  to  the  beautiful  vales  of  the  Tyrol,  but  our  time  was 
getting  short ;  our  boots,  which  are  the  pedestrian's  sole  de- 
pendence, began  to  show  symptoms  of  wearing  out ;  and  our 
expenses  among  the  lakes  and  mountains  of  Upper  Austria, 
left  us  but  two  florins  apiece,  so  we  reluctantly  turned  our 
backs  upon  the  snowy  hills  and  set  out  for  Munich,  ninety 
miles  distant.  After  passing  the  night  at  Saalbruck,  on  the 
banks  of  the  stream  which  separates  the  two  kingdoms,  we 
entered  Bavaria  next  morning.  I  could  not  help  feeling 
glad  to  leave  Austria,  although  within  her  bounds  I  had 
passed  scenes  whose  beauty  will  long  haunt  me,  and  met 
with  many  honest,  friendly  hearts  among  her  people.  We 
noticed  a  change  as  soon  as  we  had  crossed  the  bonier. 
The  roads  were  neater  and  handsomer,  and  the  country 
people  greeted  us  in  passing,  with  a  friendly  cheerfulness  that 
made  us  feel  half  at  home.  The  houses  arc  built  in  the 
pictuiesque  Swiss  fashion,  their  balconies  often  ornamented 
with  curious  figures,  carved  in  wood.  Many  of  them,  where 
they  are  situated  remote  from  a  church,  have  a  little  bell  on 
the  roof  which  they  ring  for  morning  and  evening  prayers, 
and  we  often  heard  these  simple  monitors  sounding  from  the 
cottages  as  we  passed  by. 

The  next  night  we  stopped  at  the  little  village  of  Stein> 
famous  in  former  times  for  its  robber  knight,  Hans  von  Stein 
The  ruins  of  his  castle  stand  on  the  rock  above,  and  the 


'II  ill  tijc  sides  of  tiio  precipice,  ivlicve  lie  used 
to  conline  liis  prisoners,  are  atill  visiliie.  Walking  on  tlirougli 
a  pleasant,  well-cultivated  country,  we  carae  to  Wasserburg, 
ontlie  Iim.  The  situation  of  tbe  city  is  peculiar.  The  Inn 
has  gradually  worn  hia  channel  deeper  in  tho  sandy  soil,  so 
tliat  lie  now  llowa  at  the  bottom  of  a  glen,  a  hundred  feet 
below  the  plains  around,  "Wasscrhurg  lies  in  a  basin  formed 
by  the  change  of  tbe  current,  which  flows  around  it  like  a 
borse-shoe,  leaving  only  a  narrow  neck  of  land  wliich  con- 
nects it  with  the  country  abuve. 

We  U'ft  the  little  village  where  we  were  quartered  for 
tho  night  and  took,  a  foot-path  which  led  across  the  country 
to  tho  field  of  Hohcnljndeu,  about  six  miles  distant.  The 
name  had  been  familiar  to  me  from  childhood,  and  my  love 
for  Campbell,  with  the  recollection  of  the  school-eKhibitions 
where  "  On  Linden  wheH  the  sun  was  low"  bad  boon  so 
often  declaimed,  induced  me  to  nmke  tho  excursion  to  it 
We  traiersed  a  laigo  fiiest  beloiigmg  to  tho  Ivuig  of  Ba\a 
Tia,  and  camo  out  on  a  plain  co\er<Hl  uith  grun  fields  and 
bounded  on  the  iigbt  by  a  semii,n,le  of  low  hilU  Oier 
tho  fields  about  two  mdes  distant  a  tall  minaret  bke  spire 
rose  from  a  small  chisttr  of  houses  and  tbia  was  K)bonlm 
den  '  To  tell  the  truth  I  had  been  expecting  something 
more  Tbe  '  hills  of  blojd  stained  snon  arc  icrv  smill 
bills  indeed,  and  tbe  "  Isar  rolling  rapidly,"  is  several  miles 
off]  it  was  the  spot,  however,  and  we  rec'ted  Campbell's 
poem,  of  course,  and  brought  away  a  feM'  .wild  flowers  na 
memorials.  There  is  no  monnment  or  any  otber  token  of 
tbe  battle,  and  the  people  seem  to  have  already  forgotten  tbe 
scene  of  lloreau's  victory  and  their  defeat. 
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From  a  hill  twelve  miles  off  we  had  our  first  view  of  the 
Hpiro.M  of  Miinicli,  like  distant  ships  over  the  sea-like  plain 
Thry  kept  in  Hight  until  wo  arrived  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
ovoniti};^,  after  a  walk  of  more  than  thirty  miles.     We  cross- 
ed the  rnpitl  Ihjh*  on  throe  hridges,  entered  the  magnificent 
Unr  (Jute,  and  were  soon  comfortably  quartered  in  the  heart 
of  Munich.      Entering  the  city  without  knowing  a  single 
m»ul  within  it,  wo  made  within  a  few  minutes  an  agreeable 
niM|uaintanoo.     A  tier  wo  passed  the  Isar  Gate,   we  began 
looking    for  a  dociMit  inn,  for  the    day's   walk    had    been 
fntipiing.     Prt^sontly  a  young  man,  who  had  been  Av^atching 
UM  t\u'  Mon^o  tinu\  ortnu>  up.  and  said  that  if  we  would  allow 
\\\x\\^  he  w\mld  conduct  us  to  a  gtK>d  lodging-place.     Finding 
wo  were  stranj*^M*s»  he  ex  presided  the  greatest  regret  that  he 
\u\\\  \\\A  tiu^e  to  s*\>  with  us  everv  dav  around  the  citv.     Our 
M^upvUe  and   delight   at   the  splendor  of  Munich,  be  said, 
weuUI  u\\^^^  than  w^vay  huu  for  the  trouble.    In  bis  anxiety 
tv\  »hv*w  UH  «k\\iuethiu^«  be  tvx^k  us  some  distance  out  of  the 
NNHN*    vaUheU|ijh    it   Ws^s  px>wiu^  dark  and  we  were  very 
tuvvl^  te  *w  the  \^*lac\^  aad  th«  Th^tr«,  witk  its  firont  of 
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MuNirii,  June  14,  1845. 

I  THOUGHT  I  had  seen  every  thing  in  Vienna  that  could 
excite  admiration  or  gratify  fancy  ;  but  here  I  have  my 
former  sensations  to  live  over  again,  in  an  augmented  degree. 
It  is  well  I  was  at  first  somewhat  prepared  by  our  previous 
travel,  otherwise  the  glare  and  splendor  of  wealth  and  art 
in  this  German  Athens  might  blind  me  to  the  beauties  of  the 
cities  we  shall  yet  visit.  I  have  been  walking  in  a  dream 
where  the  fairy  tales  of  boyhood  were  realized,  and  the 
golden  and  jewelled  halls  of  the  Eastern  genii  rose  glittering 
around  me — a  vision  of  the  brain  no  more.  All  I  had  con- 
ceived of  oriental  magnificence,  all  descriptions  of  the  splen- 
dor of  kingly  halls  and  palaces,  fall  short  of  what  I  here 
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see.  Where  sliall  I  begin  to  describe  the  crowd  of  splendid 
edifices  that  line  its  streets,  or  how  give  an  idea  of  the  pro- 
fusion of  paintings  and  statues — of  marble,  jasper  and  gold  ? 

Art  has  done  every  thing  for  Munich.  It  lies  on  a  large, 
flat  plain,  sixteen  hundred  feet  above  the  sea,  and  continually- 
exposed  to  the  cold  winds  from  the  Alps.  At  the  beginning 
of  the  present  century  it  was  but  a  third-rate  city,  and  was 
rarely  visited  by  foreigners.  Since  that  time  its  population 
and  limits  have  been  doubled,  and  magnificent  edifices 
in  every  style  of  architecture  erected,  rendering  it  scarcely 
secondary  in  this  respect  to  any  capital  in  Europe.  Every 
art  that  wealth  or  taste  could  devise,  seems  to  have  been  spent 
in  its  decoration.  Broad,  spacious  streets  and  squares  have 
been  laid  out,  churches,  halls  and  colleges  erected,  and 
schools  of  painting  and  sculpture  established,  which  draw 
artists  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  All  this  is  the  result  of 
the  taste  of  the  present  king,  Ludwig  I.,  who  began  twenty 
or  thirty  years  ago,  when  he  was  Crown  Prince,  to  collect 
the  best  German  artists  around  him  and  form  plans  for  the 
execution  of  his  grand  design.  He  can  boast  of  having 
done  more  for  the  arts  than  any  other  living  monarch,  and 
if  he  had  accomplished  it  all  without  oppressing  his  people, 
he  would  deserve  an  immortality  of  fame. 

Let  us  take  a  stroll  down  the  Ludwigstrasse.  As  we  pass 
the  Theatiner  Church,  with  its  dome  and  towers,  the  broad 
street  opens  before  us,  stretching  away  to  the  north,  between 
rows  of  magnificent  buildings.  Just  at  this  southern  end, 
is  the  ^rhlusshalh,  an  open  temple  of  white  marble,  terminat- 
ing the  avenue.  To  the  right  of  us  extend  the  arcades, 
with  the  trees  of  the  Iloyal  Garden  peepiig  above  them; 
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on  tlic  left  13  tliP  Bimcious  toncort  bnll.ling  of  the  O.leon, 
and  the  palnee  of  llio  Diikc  of  Leuclitcnljcrg,  sun  of  Eugene 
Beauliarnois.  Passing  tlirongli  a  row  of  palace-like  private 
buildings,  we  come  to  llic  Armj  Department,  on  the  right — 
a  neat  and  tasteful  Imililing  of  while  eaiidstone.  Beside  it 
stands  the  Llhrarj,  ivhidi  possesses  the  first  special  daim  on 
onr  admiration.  "With  its  splendid  front  of  five  hundred 
»nd  eighteen  feet,  the  yellowish  brown  cement  witli  which 
the  body  is  covered,  making  an  agreeable  contrast  with  the 
dark  red  window-arches  and  cornices,  and  the  statnes  of 
Homer,  Hippocrates,  Thiicydides  and  Arisiotle  gnarding  the 
portal,  is  it  not  a  worthy  receptacle  for  the  treasures  of 
ancient  and  modern  lore  whic^h  its  halls  contain  1 

Nearly  opposite  stands  the  Institute  for  the  Blind,  a  plain 
but  large  building  of  dark  red  hritk,  covered  with  cement, 
and  further,  the  Ludwig's  Kirche,  or  Church  of  St.  Louis. 
How  lightly  the  two  square  towers  of  gray  marhle  hit  their 
network  of  sculpture!  Over  the  arched  portal  stand  marble 
statues  by  Schwauthaler,  and  the  roof  of  brilliant  tiles 
worked  into  mosaic,  resembles  a  rich  Turkey  carpet  covering 
the  whole.  Wo  must  enter,  to  get  an  idea  of  the  splendor  of 
this  church.  Instead  of  the  pointpd  arch  wliich  one  would 
expect  to  find  above  his  head,  the  lof^y  pillars  on  each  side 
bear  an  unbroken  semicircular  vault,  wliich  is  painted  n 
brilliant  bine,  and  spangled  with  silver  stars.  These  pillars, 
and  the  little  arches  above,  which  spring  from  them,  are 
illuminated  with  gold  and  brilliant  colors,  and  each  side- 
chapel  is  a  casket  of  richness  and  elegance.  The  windows 
ure  of  silvered  glass,  through  which  the  light  glimmers  softly 
on  the  splendor  within.     The  end  of  the  chancel  behind  the 
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liigli  nltar,  is  tnke.n  up  witli  Cornelius's  cclcbratcil  fresco 
painting  of  the  "Last  Judgment,"^ tlie  largest  painting  in 
the  world — and  tiic  circular  dome  in  tlio  centre  of  the  cross 
contains  groups  of  martyrs,  prophcte,  saints,  and  kings, 
painted  in  fresco  on  a  ground  of  gold.  Tlie  work  of  Cor- 
nelius has  been  greatly  praised  for  sublimity  of  design  and 
beauty  of  execution,  by  many  acknowledged  judges  ;  1  was 
disappointed  in  it,  but  the  fault  possibly  lay  in  me,  and  not 
in  tbe  painting.  The  richiiess  and  elegance  of  the  church 
■were  so  new  to  me,  that  I  can  scarcely  decide  whether  I  am 
impressed  by  its  novelty  or  charmed  by  its  beauty. 

As  we  leave  the  church  and  walk  further,  the  street  expands 
suddenly  into  a  broad  square.  One  side  is  foi-med  hy  the  new 
University  building,  and  the  other  by  the  Iloyal  Seminary, 
both  displaying  in  tlieir  nrcliitectnre  new  forms  of  tbc  grnce- 
fti!  Byzantine  school,  which  the  architects  of  Mnnich  have 
adapted  in  a  striking  manner  to  so  many  varied  purposes. 
On  each  side  stands  a  splendid  colossal  fountain  of  bronze, 
throwing  up  a  great  mass  of  water,  which  falls  in  a  triple 
cataract  to  the  marble  basin  below.  A  short  distance 
beyond  this  square  the  Ludwigstriisse  terminates.  The  end 
will  be  closed  by  a  magnificent  gate,  in  a  style  to  correspond 
with  the  unequalled  avenue  to  which  it  ivill  give  entrance.  . 

"We  went  one  morning  to  see  the  collection  of  paintings 
formerly  belonging  to  Eugene  Beanharnois,  who  was 
brother-in-law  to  the  present  king  of  Bavaria,  in  tto  palace 
of  his  son,  the  "Duke  of  Leuchtenberg.  Wc  have  since  seen 
in  the  St.  Michael's  Church,  the  monnment  to  Eugene,  from 
the  chisel  of  Thorwaldsen,  Tbe  noble  figure  of  the  son  of 
Josephine  is  represented  in  the   Roman  iiinutle,  with  his 
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lielmet  and  swnrl  lying  im  tlio  grouml  beside  him.  On  one 
side  sita  Historj,  irritjug  on  a  tablet ;  on  iho  other,  stand 
the  two  brotlier-angels,  Dcatb  and  Immortality.  Tbey  lean 
lovingly  together,  witb  arms  aronnd  prcU  other,  but  the 
sweet  cnuntonance  of  Uentli  bus  a  cast  of  sorrow,  as  h« 
Etands  with  inverted  torch  and  a  wreath  of  poppies  among 
hb  clustering  locks.  Immortality,  crowned  with  never- 
faditig  flowers,  looks  upwards  with  a  smile  of  triumpb,  and 
liolds  in  one  hand  bis  blazing  torch.  It  is  a  beaiitirnl  idea, 
and  Thorwaldsen  bas  riado  the  marble  eloquent  with  feeling. 

The  inside  of  the  square  formed  by  the  Arendes  and  the 
Kew  Residence,  is  filled  witb  noble  old  trees,  which  in  sniii- 
mer  make  a  leafy  roof  over  tba  pleasant  walks.  Passing 
through  the  northern  Arcade,  tne  comes  into  the  mngnificcni 
park,  called  tbe  Englisli  Garden,  which  cstends  more  thnn 
(bnr  mUes  along  the  bank  of  tbe  Isnr,  several  branches  of 
whose  milky  current  wander  tbrongh  it,  and  form  one  or  two 
pretty  cascades.  It  is  a  beantifiil  alternation  of  forest  and 
meadow,  and  has  all  the  richness  and  garden-like  luxuriance 
of  English  scenery.  Winding  walks  lead  along  iho  Isnr,  or 
through  tbe  wood  of  venerable  oaks,  and  eometimes  a  lawn 
of  half  a  mile  in  length,  with  a  picturesque  temple  at  ils 
farther  end,  cornea  in  sight  through  the  trees.  I  was 
better  pleased  witb  this  park  than  with  the  Prater  in  Vienna. 
Its  paths  are  always  filed  with  persons  enjoying  the  ehango 
from  the  dusty  streets  to  its  qnict  and  cool  retirement. 

The  New  Besidence  is  not  only  one  of  the  wonders  of 
Munich,  but  of  the  world.  Although  commenced  in  1 830  and 
carried  on  constantly  since  that  time  hya  number  of  nrchitectB, 
sculptors,  and  painters,  it  is  not  yet  finished ;  and  if  Art 
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wcro  not  inexljaustiLlc,  it  iv>jiilil  bo  diiBcnlt  to  imagine  wlial 
more  coulil  be  sddod.  The  north  side  of  the  Mux  Joseph 
Plata  is  taken  up  by  its  frout  of  four  hundred  and  thirty 
foet,  which  was  nine  years  in  bnilding,  under  the  direction 
of  the  architect  Klenze.  The  exterior  is  copied  after  the 
Palazzo  Pitti,  in  Florence.  The  northern  front,  which  faces 
on  the  Roj-al  Garden,  is  now  nearly  finished.  It  has  the 
enonnous  length  of  eight  hundred  feet ;  in  the  middle  is  a 
portico  of  ten  Ionic  columns,  but  instead  of  supporting  a 
triangular  facade,  each  pillar  stands  separate,  nnd  hears  a 
marble  statue  from  the  chisel  of  Schwanthaler. 

The  interior  of  the  bnilding  does  not  disappoint  the  pro- 
mise of  the  oHteide.  It  is  open  every  afternoon  in  the  absence 
of  the  king,  for  the  inspection  of  visitors  ;  fortunately  for  ns, 
his  majesty  is  at  present  on  a  journey  through  his  provinces 
on  the  Rhine.  We  went  early  to  the  waiting  hall,  where 
several  travellers  were  already  assembled,  and  at  four  o'clock, 
were  admitted  into  the  newer  part  of  the  palace,  containing 
the  throne  hall,  ball-room,  etc.  On  entering  the  first  hall, 
designed  for  the  lackeys  and  royal  servants,  we  wero  all 
obliged  to  thrust  our  feet  into  cloth  slippers  to  walk  over  the 
polished  mosaic  floor.  The  second  hall,  also  for  servants, 
gives  ti^kena  of  increasing  splendor  in  the  richer  decorations 
of  the  walls  and  the  more  elaborate  mosaic  of  the  floor.  We 
nest  entered  the  receiving  saloon,  in  which  the  Court  Mat- 
shal  receives  the  guests.  The  ceiling  is  of  arabesque  sculp- 
ture,  profiisely  painted  and  gilded.  Passing  through  a  little 
cabinet,  we  entered  the  great  dancing  saloon.  Its  floor  is 
the  richest  mosaic  of  wood  of  different  colors,  the  side.n  are 
of  polished  scagliola,  and  the  ceiling  a  dazzling  blaze  of 
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colors  anil  gnld.  At  oils  eiiil  is  a  gall'  ry  for  tiiG  orchestra, 
Hiipporteil  hy  bis  columns  of  variegated  marble,  above  wLict 
are  BIS  (lancipg.nympiia,  painted  to  represent  life. 

We  nest  entered  two  smaller  rooniB  containing  tbc  por^ 
traits  of  beautiful  women,  principally  from  tlie  German  im 
bility.  I  gave  tbe  prelereiice  to  the  dangbter  of  Marco 
Bozzaria,  now  maid  of  lionor  to  tbe  Queen  of  Greece.  Sbe 
had  a  wild  dark  eye,  a  beautiful  proud  lip,  and  ber  rich 
black  hair  roUeil  in  glossy  waves  down  ber  neck,  from  nndef 
the  red  Grecian  cap  stuck  jauntily  on  the  side  of  her  head. 
Sbe  wore  a  scarf  and  close-fitting  vest  embroidered  with  gold, 
and  there  was  a  free  lofty  spirit  in  ber  countenance  worthy 
tbe  name  she  bore.  These  pictures  form  a  galleiy  of  beauty, 
whose  equal  cannot  easily  be  found. 

Finally  we  entered  tbe  Hall  of  the  Throne.  Here  the 
encaustic  decoration,  so  plentifully  employed  in  tbe  other 
rooms,  is  dropped,  and  an  effect  even  more  brilliant  obtained 
hy  tbe  simple  use  of  marble  and  gold.  Picture  a  long  hall 
with  a  floor  of  polished  marble,  on  each  side  twelve  columns 
of  white  marble  with  gilded  capitals,  between  which  stand 
colossal  statues  of  gold.  At  the  other  end  h  the  throne  of 
gold  and  crimson,  with  gorgeoas  hangings  of  crimson  velvet. 
The  twelve  statues  in  the  hall  arc  called  the  "  Wiltelshach 
Ancestors,"  and  represent  renowned  members  of  tJie  house 
of  WittclBbacb,  from  which  the  royal  family  of  Bavaria  is 
descended.  They  were  cast  in  bronze  hy  Stiglmaier,  after 
the  models  of  Schwanthaler,  and  then  completely  covered 
with  a  coating  of  gold,  so  that  they  resemlile  flolid  golden 
Btatncs,  The  value  of  the  precious  metul  on  each  one  ia 
Jitout  S3,000,  as  they  are  iiiuo  feet  in  height !     What  would 


itia  politicians  wlm  make  sacli  an  outer}-  about  the  papering 
of  the  President's  llouso,  sny  to  sucli  a  pnlncc  as  tliis  1 

Beinrning  to  tbe  starting  point,  we  cro^^il  to  Ilie  otlier 
wing  of  tbe  edilice  and  joined  tlie  party  who  came  to  visit 
ibc  apartments  of  tlie  king.  Hero  we  were  led  through  two 
or  three  rooms,  appropriated  to  the  servants,  with  all  the 
splendor  of  marble  doors,  floors  of  mosaic,  and  frescoed 
ceilings.  From  these  we  entered  the  king's  apartments. 
The  entrance  Iialls  are  decorated  with  paintings  of  the  Ar- 
gonauts and  illustrations  of  the  Hymns  of  Hcsiod,  af^r 
drawings  by  Schwanthaler.  Then  came  the  Service  Hall 
containing  frescoes  illustrating  Homer,  by  Schnorr,  and  the 
Throne  Hall,  with  Sch  want  baler's  bas-reliefs  of  the  songs  of 
Pindar,  on  a  ground  of  gold.  The  throne  stands  under  a 
splendid  crimson  canopy.  The  Dining  Room,  with  its  floor 
of  polislied  wood,  is  filled  with  illustrations  of  the  songs  of 
Anacreon.  To  these  follow  the  Dressing  Room,  with  twen- 
ty-seven  illustrations  of  the  Comedies  of  Aristophanes,  and 
the  sleeping  chamber  with  frescoes  after  the  poems  of  Theo- 
critus, and  two  beautiful  bas-reliefs  representing  angels 
bearing  children  to  Heaver.  It  is  no  wonder  the  King 
writes  poetry,  when  he  breathes,  eats,  and  steeps  in  an  atmo- 
Sjlhcrc  of  it. 

Adjoining  the  new  residence  on  the  cast,  is  tbe  Royal 
Chapel.  lately  finished  in  the  Byzantine  style,  miiler  the 
direction  of  Klenze.  To  enter  !(,  is  like  Ktepping  into  a 
casket  of  jewels.  The  sides  are  formed  by  a  double  range 
of  arches,  the  windows  being  so  far  back  as  to  be  almost  oat 
of  eight,  BO  that  the  eye  falls  on  nothing  but  coloring  an^ 
golJ.     Tbe  lower  row  of  arches  is  of  alternate  green  and 


purple  marLle,  lienntifully  pnliBhed ;  trat  llie  upper,  as  well 
ns  llip  small  chancel  beliinil  tlio  liigli  nltar.  is  entjrclj-  covered 
wiili  frflsco  paintings  on  a  grouinl  of  gold.  The  ricliness  and 
splendor  of  the  whole  church  ia  absolntely  incredible,  liven 
after  one  has  seen  the  Ludwig's  Kirclie  and  the  Residence 
itself,  it  excites  astonishment  I  was  surprised,  hou-ever, 
to  find  at  this  age  a  pninting  on  the  wall  behind  the  altar, 
representing  the  Almighty.  It  seems  as  if  human  presump- 
tion has  no  limit.  The  simple  altar  of  Athens,  n'ith  its  in- 
Bcriptiou  "  To  the  I'n-kmncn  God,"  was  more  truly  reverent 
than  this.  As  I  Hat,  down  awhile  under  one  of  the  otcIk^s,  a 
poor  woman  came  in.  carrying  a  heavy  hasket,  and  going 
to  the  steps  which  led  to  the  altar,  knelt  down  and  prayed, 
spreading  licr  arms  out  in  the  form  of  a  cross.  Then,  after 
stooping  and  kissing  the  first  step,  she  dragged  her  knees 
upon  it,  and  commenced  praying  again  with  outspread  anns. 
This  performance  she  continued  until  slie  had  climbed  them 
all,  which  occupied  some  time  ;  then,  as  if  she  had  fulfilled  a 
vow,  she  turned  and  departed.  She  was  nndonhtedly  sin- 
cere in  her  piety,  but  it  made  me  sad  to  look  upon  sncb  de- 
luded superstition. 

Yesterday  morning  we  viaitdd  the  Glyptothek,  tJie  finest 
collection  of  ancient  sculpture,  except  that  in  the  British 
Ikluscuin,  I  have  yet  seen,  and  perhaps  elsewhere  unsurpass- 
ed, north  of  tlio  Alps.  The  building,  which  was  finished  by 
Klenze  in  1S30,  has  an  Ionic  portico  of  white  marble,  with 
a  group  of  allegorical  figures,  representing  Sculpture 
and  the  kindred  arts.  On  eacli  side  of  the  portico,  there  are 
three  niches  in  the  front,  containing  on  one  side,  Pericles, 
Phidias   and  Vulcan;  on  the  other.  Hadrian.  Prometheus. 


anil  Da'il-ilns.  The  builiJiiii^  foriiia  n  liollow  Brnwre,  and  ia 
lighted  entirely  from  the  inner  side.  There  are  in  all 
twelve  hnlls,  each  containing  the  remains  of  a  partienlar  era 
in  the  art,  and  arranged  according  to  time,  so  that,  Ijcpiniiing 
with  the  clumsy  productions  of  tiio  ancient  Egyptians,  one 
passes  throngh  the  different  stages  of  Grecian  art,  afterwards 
that  of  Rome,  and  finally  ends  with  the  works  of  our  own 
times — the  almost  Grecian  perfection  of  ThorwaJdsen  and 
Caoova.  These  halls  arc  worthy  to  iioUl  such  treasures,  and 
what  more  could  ho  said  of  tjiem  J  The  floors  are  of 
marhle  mosaic,  the  sides  of  green  or  purple  scaghola, 
and  the  vaidted  ceilings  covered  witli  raised  ornaments  on  a 
ground  of  gold.  No  two  are  alilie  in  color  and  decoration, 
and  yet  there  is  a  unity  of  taste  and  design  in  tlio  wliolc, 
which  renders  the  variety  delightful. 

From  the  Egyptian  Hall,  we  enter  one  containing  tlio 
oldest  remains  of  Grecian  sculpture.  Then  follow  the  cele- 
brated Egina  marbles,  from  the  temple  of  Jnpitcr  Panhcl. 
leniuB,  on  the  island  of  Egina.  They  formerly  stood  in  tlio 
two  porticoes,  the  one  group  representing  the  fight  for  the 
body  of  Laoraedon,  the  other  the  struggle  for  the  dead  Pa- 
troclus.  The  parts  wanliug  have  been  admii'ably  restored 
hy  Thorwaldsen.  They  fonn  almost  the  only  existing  spe- 
cimens of  the  Eginetan  school.  Passing  through  tlie  Apollo 
Hall,  we  enter  the  large  hall  of  Bacchus,  in  which  the  pro- 
gress of  the  art  is  distinctly  apparent.  A  satyr,  lying  asleep 
on  a  goat-skin  which  he  has  thrown  over  a  rock,  ia  believed 
to  be  the  work  of  Praxiteles.  The  relaxation  of  the  figure 
and  perfect  rcpo'se  of  every  liuih,  ia  wonderful.  The  coun- 
tenance has  traits  of  individitalitv  whi.'it  led  me   t"   ihiiik  it 


THB  SOff    or   KIOBB. 


night  have  been  n  portrait,  perhaps  of  e 
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lu  the  Hal!  of  Niobc,  which  follows, 
perfect  works  that  ever  grew  into  hfo  imdei 
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chisel.  MiitiLited  ns  it  is,  without  bead  and  arms,  I  neve» 
saw  a  more  expressive  figure.  Ilioneus,  the  son  of  Niobe, 
is  represented  as  kneeliag,  apparently  in  the  moment  in 
which  Apollo  draws  his  bow.  and  there  is  an  imploring  sup- 
plication in  his  attitude  which  is  touching  in  the  highest 
degree.  His  beautiful  young  limbs  siirink  invohmtariiy 
from  the  deadly  shaft  ;  there  is  an  esprossion  of  prayer,  of 
agony,  in  the  position  of  his  body.  It  should  be  left  uu- 
touched.  No  head  could  he  added,  which  would  equal  that 
which  one  pictures  to  himself,  while  gazing  upon  it. 

The  Finacotbek  is  a  magnificent  building  of  yellow  sand- 
stone, five  hundred  and  thirty  feet  long,  containing  thirteen 
hundred  pictures,  selected  with  great  care  from  the  private 
collection  of  the  king,  which  amounts  to  nine  thousand. 
Above  the  cornice  on  the  eoutbem  side,  stand  twenty -five 
ccloBsal  statues  of  celebrated  painters,  by  Schwanthaler, 
As  we  approached,  the  tall  bronze  door  was  opened  by  a 
servant  iu  the  Bavarian  livery,  whose  size  harmonized  so 
well  with  the  giant  proportions  of  the  building,  that,  until  I 
stood  beside  him  and  could  contrast  him  with  myself.  I  did 
not  notice  his  cnonnous  frame.  I  saw  then  that  he  must  be 
near  eight  feet  high,  and  stout  in  proportion.  He  reminded 
me  of  the  great  ■'  Bavcr  of  Trient,"  in  Vienna.  The  Plna- 
cnthek  coutains  the  most  complete  collection  of  works  by 
old  German  artists,  anywhere  to  be  found.  There  are,  in 
the  hall  of  the  Spanish  masters,  half  a  dozen  of  Mnrillo's 
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inimitable  beggar  groups.  It  was  a  relief,  attsr  looking 
upon  tlie  distresaiiigly  stiff  figurps  oi'  tbe  old  Gennau  school, 
to  view  tliese  t'resli  natural  countenances. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  buililinga  now  in  the  courso 
of  erection  is  the  Basilica,  or  Chureh  of  St.  Bonifaciiis.  It 
representti  another  form  of  the  Byzautine  etjle,  a  double 
edifice,  a  little  like  a  North  Hirer  steamboat,  with  a  two- 
story  cabin  oil  deck.  The  inside  is  not  yet  finiahedj 
althougb  the  artists  Lave  been  at  work  on  it  for  six  years, 
but  we  heard  many  accounts  of  its  splendor,  which  is  said  to 
exceed  anything  that  has  been  yet  done  in  Munich.  We 
visited  to-day  the  atelier  of  Schwanthaler,  which  is  always 
open  to  strangers.  The  eculptor  himself  waa  not  there,  but 
five  or  sis  of  his  scholara  were  iit  work  in  the  rooms,  build- 
ing up  clay  statues  after  his  models,  and  working  out  bas' 
reliefs  in  frames.  Wo  saw  here  the  original  models  of  tha 
statues  on  the  Pinacothek,  and  tha  "  Wittclabach  Ancestors," 
in  the  Throne  Hall  of  the  palace. 

Our  new-found  friend  came  to  viait  na  last  evening  and 
leai'n  our  impressions  of  Munich.  In  the  courae  of  conver- 
sation we  surprised  him  by  revealing  the  name  of  our  coun- 
try, for  he  had  taken  ns  for  wandering  German  students. 
His  countenance  brightened  up,  and  he  asked  us  many  ques- 
tions about  the  state  of  society  in  America.  lu  return,  be 
told  ua  something  more  about  himaelf — hia  story  was  simple, 
hut  it  interested  me.  His  father  was  a  merchant,  who,  liav- 
iiig  been  ruined  by  unlucky  transactiona,  died,  leaving  a 
numerous  family  without  the  means  of  support.  His  chil- 
dren were  obliged  to  commence  life  alone  and  unaided, 
.wliichi  in  a  country  where  labor  ia  so  cheap,  is  difficult  and 
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rlisheartenirig.  Our  Iriend  choae  tbe  profession  of  a  machin- 
ist, wliich,  after  encountering  great  obstacles,  lie  succeeded 
in  learning,  nnil  now  supports  liiuiself  as  a  common  laborer. 
But  Ilia  position  in  tliis  respect,  prevents  liim  from  occupying 
that  station  in  society  for  wbicli  lie  ia  intellectually  fitted. 
His  own  words,  uttered  with  a  simple  pathos  which  I  can 
never  forget,  will  best  describe  how  painful  this  must  be  to 
a  sensitive  spirit.  "  I  tell  you  tjius  frankly  my  feelings," 
said  he,  "  because  I  know  yon  will  understand  me.  1  conld 
not  say  this  to  any  of  my  associates,  for  tbey  would  not 
comprehend  it,  and  tliey  would  say  I  am  prond,  because  I 
cannot  bring  my  soul  down  to  their  level.  I  am  poor  and 
have,  but  little  to  subsist  upon  ;  but  the  spirit  has  needs  as 
wall  as  the  body,  and  L  feel  it  a  duty  and  a  desire  to  satisfy 
them  also.  When  I  am  with  any  of  my  common  fellow- 
laborers,  what  do  I  gain  from  them  1  Their  leisure  hours 
are  spent  in  drinking  and  idle  amusement,  and  I  cannot  join 
them,  for  I  liave  no  sympathy  with  such  things.  To  mingle 
with  those  above  me,  would  be  impossible.  Therefore  I  am 
alone — I  have  no  associate  !" 

I  have  gone  into  minute,  and  it  may  he  tiresome  detail, 
in  describing  some  of  the  edifices  of  Munich,  because  it 
Beemed  tbe  only  way  in  which  I  could  give  an  idea  of  their 
wonderful  beauty.  It  is  true  that  in  copying  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  daguerreotype,  there  is  danger  of  imitating  ils 
exaggeration.  We  leave  to-morrow  morning,  having  receiv- 
ed the  sum  written  for,  twenty  florins  {eight  dollars),  which, 
afler  paying  the  expenses  of  our  stay  here,  will  barely  ena- 
ble us  to  reach  Heidelbei^.  It  is  a  week's  jonrney,  and  we 
have  even  less  than  twenty  kreutzers  a  day,  to  travel  upon, 


OHAPTEU  XXVII. 

J  O  U'R  NET   THROUGH   WURTEMBURO   AND 
RETURN   TO   FRANKFORT. 

The  Railroad  to  Angsburg— Traces  of  Ancient  Splendor — "Walk  to  Ulm — ^Entering 
Wurtemborg — Seeking  Lodgings  in  tlie  Rain — The  "  Golden  Wheel" — Funds— 
Good-bye  to  the  Alps — ^The  Valley  of  the  Fils — ^The  Suablan  Land — Arrival  at 
SCuttgard — Thorwaldsen's  Statue  of  Schiller — The  Bewildered  Omnibus  Driver- 
Walking  in  the  Rain— Ludwlgsburg— Empty  Pockets -Beauty  of  the  Zabergau — 
The  Last  Night— Approaching  Heidelberg — Familiar  Scenes — The  Castle — An  End 
of  Hardship — A  Student's  Burial— Return  to  Frankfort— A  Midnight  Farewell. 

We  left  Munich  in  the  morning  train  for  Augsburg.  Be- 
tween the  two  cities  extends  a  vast  unbroken  plain,  exceed- 
ingly barren  and  monotonous.  Here  and  there  is  a  little 
scrubby  woodland,  and  sometimes  we  passed  over  a  muddy 
stream  which  came  down  from  the  Alps.  The  land  is  not 
more  than  half-cultivated,  and  the  villages  are  small  and 
poor.  We  saw  many  of  the  peasants  at  the  stations,  in 
thoir  gay  Sunday  dresses,  the  women  wearing  short  gowns 
with  laced  boddices  of  gay  colors,  and  little  caps  on  the  top 
of  their  heads,  with  streamers  of  ribbons  three  feet  long. 
After  two  hours*  ride,  we  saw  the  tail  towers  of  Augsburg, 
and  alighted  on  the  outside  of  the  wall.     The  deep  moat 
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whicli  surrounds  tlie  city  Js  overgrown  witli  velvet  turf,  tlie 
towers  and  bastions  are  empty  and  desolate,  and  we  passed 
tincliallengQci  under  tlio  gloomy  arcLway.  Immediately  on 
entering  tlie  city,  signs  of  its  ancient  splendor  are  apparent. 
The  Louses  aro  old,  many  of  tljem  with  tiiiaint,  elaborately 
carved  ornaments,  and  faded  fresco  paintings.  The  latter 
generally  represent  soma  sceae  from  the  Bible  history, 
encircled  ivith  arabesijue  borders,  and  pious  niasims  in 
illuminated  scrolls.  We  went  into  the  old  Rathkavx,  whose 
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valleys.  "Wo  passed,  occasionally,  large  villages,  perhaps 
OS  old  as  the  times  of  the  Crusaders',  and  appearing  quite 
pastoral  and  romantic  from  the  outside  j  hut  wo  wore  always 
glad  when  wo  had  gone  throngli  their  filth  and  into  the 
clean  country  again.  On  liie  afternoon  of  ihe  second  day 
we  carao  in  sight  of  the  fertile  plain  of  the  Danube  ;  far  to 
the  right  lay  the  field  of  Blenheim,  where  Marlborough 
and  the  Prince  Eugene  conqnered  the  anited  French  and 
Bavarian  forces  ,ind  decided  the  war  of  the  Spanish  siic- 

We  determined  to  read)  Ulm  tlio  s.ime  evening   although 


a  lieavy  fitorm  was  raging  along  the  distant  hills  of  Wurtem- 
burg.  The  dark  mass  of  the  mighty  Cathedral  rose  in  the 
distance  through  the  twiligLt,  n  mountain  in  comparison 
with  the  little  houses  clustered  around  its  base.  Wo 
reached  New  Ulm,  finally,  and  passed  over  the  hea\-y 
wooden  bridge  into  Wiirtemburg,  unchallenged  for  passport 
or  baggage.  The  Danube  is  hero  a  little  muddy  stream, 
Lardly  as  large  as  my  native  Brandj-wiue,  and  a  traveller 
who  sees  it  at  Ufm  for  the  first  time  wouhl  most  probably  he 
disappointed.  It  ia  not  until  below  Vienna,  where  it  receives 
the  Drave  and  Save,  that  it  becomes  a  river  of  more  than 
ordinary  magnitude. 

We  entered  Ulm,  as  I  have  already  siiid.  It  was  after 
nine  o'clock,  nearly  dark,  and  beginning  tn  rain;  \va  had 
walked  thirty-three  miles,  and  being  of  course  tired,  we 
entered  the  first  inn  we  saw.  But,  to  our  consternation,  it 
was  impossible  to  get  a  place — the  fair  had  just  commenced, 
and  the  inn  was  full  to  the  roof.  We  must  needs  hunt 
another,  and  then  another,  and  yet  another,  with  like  fate  at 
each.  It  grew  quite  dark,  the  rain  increased,  and  we  were 
unacquainted  with  the  city,  I  became  desperate,  and  at 
last,  when  we  had  slopped  at  the  eighth  inn  in  vain,  1  told 
the  people  we  must  have  lodgings,  for  it  was  impossible  wo 
should  walk  around  in  the  rain  all  night.  Some  of  tlio 
guests  interfering  in  our  favor,  the  bosteas  finally  sent  a  ser- 
vant with  us  to  the  first  hotel  in  the  city.  I  told  him  on  the 
way  we  were  Americans,  strangers  in  Ulm,  and  not  accns. 
tomed  to  sleeping  in  tlie  streets.  "  Well,"  said  he,  ■'  I  will 
go  before,  and  recommend  you  to  the  landlord  of  the  Golden 
Wheel."      I  knew  not  what  magic  he  used,  but  in  half  an 


hour  our  weary  limba  were  etrctcbed  in  deljglitfnl  repose, 
and  we  tiiankeci  Heaven  inoro  gratefully  tlian  ever,  for  the 
blessing  of  a  good  bed.  The  night's  lodgiug.  however,  told 
seTerely  upon  our  finances,  and  when  we  left  the  city,  for 
our  walk' of  a  hundred  and  twenty  inilca,  to  Heidelberg,  we 
had  but  sixty  cents  apiece  in  our  pockets. 

There  is  an  immense  fortification  now  in  progress  of  erec- 
tion behind  Ulm,  It  leans  on  the  side  of  the  hill  which 
rises  fi-om  the  Danube,  and  must  be  nearly  a  mile  in  length. 
Hundreds  of  laborers  are  at  work,  and  from  the  appearance 
of  the  foundations,  many  yoai-s  will  he  reiiiiired  to  liuiah  it. 
The  lofty  mountain -plain  which  we  aftei'wards  traversed  for 
eight  or  ten  miles,  divides  the  waters  of  the  Danube  from 
the  Ehine.  Fiom  the  heights  above  Ulm,  we  bade  adieu  to 
the  far,  misty  Alps,  until  we  shalt  see  them  again  in  Swit- 
zerland. Late  in  the  afternoon,  we  came  to  a  lovely  green 
valley,  sunk  as  it  were  in  the  eartu  Around  ust  on  all 
Bides,  stretched  the  bare,  lofty  jilains ;  but  the  valley  lay 
below,  its  deep  sides  covered  with  the  richest  forest.  At 
the  bottom  flowed  the  Fils.  Our  road  led  dkectly  down  the 
side  ;  the  glen  spread  out  broader  as  we  advanced,  and 
smiling  villages  stood  beside  the  stream.  A  short  distance 
before  reaching  Esslingen,  we  came  upon  the  banks  of  the 
Neckar,  whom  we  bailed  as  an  old  acquaintance,  although 
much  smaller  here  in  his  mountain  home  than  when  he 
sweeps  the  walls  of  Heidelberg 

Delightful  Wurtemhurg  !  Shall  I  ever  forget  thy  lovely 
green  vales,  watered  by  the  classic  current  of  the  Neckar, 
or  thy  lofty  hUls  covered  with  vineyards  and  waving  forests, 
and  crowned  with  heavy  iiiins,  tliiit  tell  many  a  tale  of  Bar- 
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tarossa  and  Duke  L'lric  ai.,1  Ooetz  with  tlie  Iron  Hand  I 
No — iviiro  even  the  Sunbinn  bills  less  beautiful — wore  tlio 
Suabiau  people  lesB  faithful  and  kind  and  true,  still  I  would 
lore  tlic  land  for  the  great  spirits  it  has  produced ;  still 
■would  tbe  birth-place  of  Frederick  Schiller,  of  Uhland  and 
Hnuff,  he  sacred.  I  do  not  wonder  tbat  "WiirtemLu:-g  can 
boost  Huch  glorious  poets.  Its  lovely  landscapes  seem  to 
have  been  made  expressly  for  the  cradle  of  Genius;  amid 
no  other  scenes  could  bis  childhood  catch  a  more  benign 
inspiration.  Even  the  common  people  arc  deeply  imbued 
with  a  poetic  feeling.  We  saw  it  in  ;lieir  friendly  greetings, 
and  open,  expressive  countenances  ;  it  is  shown  in  their  lovo 
for  their  beautiful  homes,  and  the  raptnre  and  reverence  with 
which  they  speak  of  tlioir  country's  hards.  No  river  in  the 
world,  ec[ual  to  the  Neckar  in  size,  flows  for  its  whole  conrse 
through  more  delightful  scenery,  or  among  kinder  and  hap- 
pier people. 

After  leaving  Esslingen,  we  followed  its  banks  for  some 
time,  at  the  foot  of  an  amphitheatre  of  hills,  covered  to  the 
very  summit,  as  far  aa  the  ej'e  could  reach,  with  vineyards. 
The  morning  was  cloudy,  and  white  mist-wreaths  hung 
along  the  sides,  "We  took  a  road  that  led  over  the  top  of  a 
range,  and  on  arriving  at  the  summit,  saw  all  at  once  the 
city  of  Stuttgai-d,  lying  beneath  our  feet.  It  lay  in  a  basin 
encircled  by  mountains,  with  a  narrow  valley  opening  to  the 
south-east,  and  running  off  between  the  hills  to  the  Neekar. 
The  situation  of  the  city  is  one  of  wonderful  beauty,  and  even 
fij^or  seeing  Salzburg,  I  could  not  but  be  charmed  with  !t. 

I  inquired  immediately  for  the  monument  of  Schiller,  for 
there  was  little  else  in  the  city  I  cared  to  see.     AVe  bad  be- 
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come  fired  of  running  aLout  citic 
dinreli  or  palaco,  whieli  perhaps  ' 
Stuttgard  Las  neitlier  galleries,  rui 
to  interest  tlie  traveller;  but  it  hiu 


;.  hunting  this  or  that  old 
■as  nothing  whiin  found. 
IS,  nor  splendid  buildings, 
Thorwaldsen's  statue  of 


Schiller,  calling  up  at  the  Bame  lime  its  shame  and  its  glory. 
For  the  poet  in  his  youth  was  obliged  to  fly  from  this  very 
same  city — from  home  and  friends,  to  escape  the  persecution 
of  the  goyernment  on  account  of  the  free  sentiments  expreaaed 
in  bis  early  works.  We  found  tbe  statue,  without  much  dif- 
ficulty- It  stands  in  the  Schloss  Plata,  at  tbe  southern  end  of 
the  city,  in  an  unfavorable  situation,  surrounded  hy  dark  old 
buildings.  It  should  rather  be  placed  aloft  on  a  mountain 
summit,  in  the  pure,  free  air  of  bcaven,  braving  the  storm 
and  the  tempest,  The  figure  is  fourteen  feet  high,  and  stands 
on  a  pedestal  of  bronze,  with  bas-reliefs  on  the  four  sides. 
The  head,  crowned  with  a  laurel  wreath,  is  inclined  as  if  in 
deep  thought,  and  all  tlie  earnest  sold  is  seen  in  the  coun- 
tenance. Tborwaidson  has  copied  so  truly  the  expression 
of  poetic  reverie,  that  I  waited,  half-ospccting  he  would  hft 
his  head  and  look  around  him. 

As  we  passed  out  the  eas 
near  the  city,  making  an  i 
to  Heilbronn,  and  wc  wert 
mile  of  mud,  Fbially  tbe 
mountain,  and  wo  walked  ( 
touching  enireaties  of  an 


:em  gate,  the  workmen  w 
mbankmcnt  for  the  new  railroad 
obliged  to  wade  through  half  a 
road  turned  to  the  left  over  a 
n  in  the  taiu,  regardless  of  the 
imnihua-d river,  who  felt  a  great 
concern  for  our  health,  especially  as  he  had  two  empty  seats. 
I  Bhall  never  forget  the  man's  amazement  when  I  gravely 
assured  him  that  we  preferred  walking  in  tbe  rain.  "You 
need  only  pay  me  half  tlic  f»v,"  he  urged,     "  If  it  was  fair 
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wrather,"  Enid  I.  "  I  wonld  viile ;  Init  I  would  rather  walk 
wUon  it  rains."  "  Tou  will  get  sick."  he  pereiitted.  "  No,"  I 
auHwerod.  "  I  would  get  sick  if  1  rodo."  Tlio  ninu  must  liavo 
tliought  ns  insane,  for  ho  tiuned  at  last  with  a  look  of  mingled 
jiity  and  JioiTor,  whipped  Ilia  horses,  and  drove  away  from  us, 
Thero  is  a  pocullariy  agreeaWo  senaatioii  in  walking  in  a 
storm,  when  tho  winds  sweep  hy  and  the  raiii-dropa  rattla 
througii  the  trees,  and  the  dark  clouds  roll  past  just  above 
one's  head.  It  gives  a  dash  of  subliniity  to  the  most  common 
scene.  If  the  rain  did  not  finally  soak  through  the  boots, 
and  if  one  did  ont  lose  every  romantic  feeling  in  wet  gar- 
ments, I  would  prefer  storm,  to  sunshine,  for  visiting  some 
kinds  of  scenery.  We  saw  the  North  Coast  of  Ireland  and  the 
Giant's  Causeway  in  stormy  weather,  at  the  expense  of  being 
completely  drenched,  it  is  trnc;  hut  our  recollections  of  that 
wild  day's  journey  are  as  vivid  as  any  event  of  our  lives — 
and  the  name  of  tho  Giant's  Causeway  calls  up  a  series  of 
pictures  as  tenihly  sublime  ns  any  we  would  wish  to  behold. 

Tho  rain  at  last  caino  down  a  little  too  hard  for  comfort, 
and  we  were  quite  willing  to  take  shelter  when  we  reached 
Ludwigsburg.  This  is  hero  called  a  new  city,  having  been 
laid  out  with  broad  streets  and  spacious  squares,  about  a 
century  ago,  and  is  now  about  the  size  of  our  five-year  old 
city  of  Milwaukio  !  It  is  the  chief  military  station  of  Wur- 
temburg,  and  has  a  splendid  castle  and  gardens,  belonging  to 
the  king,  A  few  miles  to  tho  eastward  is  the  little  village 
where  Schiller  was  horn.  It  is  said  that  the  house  in  which 
Ilia  parents  lived  is  still  standing. 

It  was  not  the  weather  alone  which  prevented  our  making 
a  pilgrimage  thither,  nor  was  it  alone  a  peculiar  fondness  for 
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TMn  whicli  induced  us  to  persist  in  walking  in  the  storm. 
Our  feeble  pockets,  if  they  could  have  raised  an  audible 
jingle,  would  have  told  anotlier  tale.  Our  scanty  allowance 
was  dwindling  rapidly  away,  in  spite  of  a  desperate  system  of 
economy.  It  was  the  evening  of  the  third  day  since  leaving 
Ulm,  and  our  sixty  cents  were  almost  exhausted.  As  soon 
therefore  as  the  rain  slackened  a  little,  we  started  again, 
although  the  roads  were  very  bad.  At  Betigheim,  where  we 
passed  the  night,  the  people  told  us  of  a  much  nearer  and 
more  beautiftil  road,  passing  through  the  Zabergau,  a  region 
famed  for  its  fertility  and  pastoral  beauty.  At  the  inn  we 
were  charged  higher  than  usual  (five  cents)  for  a  bed,  so  that 
we  had  but  thirteen  kreutzcrs  to  start  with  in  the  morning.  Our 
fare  that  day  was  a  little  bread  and  water ;  we  walked  steadily 
on,  but,  owing  to  the  wet  roads,  made  only  thirty  miles. 

A  more  delightful  region  than  the  Zabergau  I  have  seldom 
seen.  The  fields  were  full  of  rich,  heavy  grain,  and  the 
trees  had  a  luxuriance  of  foliage  that  reminded  me  of  the 
vale  of  the  Jed,  in  Scotland.  The  long  hills  were  covered 
with  waving  fields  of  grain,  except  where  they  were  steep 
and  rocky,  and  the  vineyard  terraces  rose  one  above  another. 
Sometimes  a  fine  old  forest  grew  along  the  summit,  like  a 
mane  waving  back  from  the  curved  neck  of  a  steed,  and 
white  villages  lay  coiled  in  the  valleys  between.  A  line  of 
blue  mountains  always  closed  the  vista,  on  looking  down 
one  of  these  long  valleys  ;  occasionally  a  ruined  castle  with 
donjon  tower,  was  seen  on  a  mountain  at  the  side,  making 
the  picture  complete.  As  we  lay  sometimes  on  the  hillside 
and  looked  on  one  of  those  sweet  vales,  we  were  astonished 
at  its  Arcadian  beauty.     The  meadows  were  as  smooth  as  a 
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mirror,  and  llicrc  seemed  to  lie  scarcely  a  grass-blade  out  nf 
place.  The  streamB  woimd  througli  with  a  snbdnod  ripple, 
BS  if  they  feared  to  displace  a  pebble ;  and  the  great  ash 
trees  which  stood  bere  and  there,  had  lined  each  of  their 
leaves  as  carefully  with  silver  and  turned  tbcm  as  gracofbllj' 
to  the  wind,  as  if  tbey  were  making  their  toilettes  for  tbo 
gala-day  of  Nature. 

That  evening  brought  us  into  tbc  dominions  of  Baden, 
ivithin  five  hours'  walk  of  Heidelberg.  At  the  humblest 
inn  in  an  bumble  village,  we  found  a  bed  which  we  could 
barely  pay  for,  leaving  a  krentzer  or  two  for  breakfast. 
Soou  after  starting  tbe  next  morning,  the  distant  Kaiserstubl 
suddenly  emerged  from  tbe  mist,  with  the  high  tower  on  its 
Bummlt,, where,  nearly  ten  mouths  before,  we  sat  and  looked 
at  the  summits  of  the  Vosgcs  in  France,  with  all  the  excite- 
ment one  feela  on  entering  a  foreign  land.  Now,  the  scenery 
around  that  same  Kaiserstubl  was  nearly  as  familiar  to  us 
as  that  of  our  own  homes.  Entering  the  hills  again,  wo 
knew  by  tbo  blue  raountains  of  tbe  Odenwald,  that  we  were 
approaching  tlie  Neckar.  At  length  we  reached  the  last 
beigbt,  Tbe  town  of  Neckargemilnd  lay  before  us  on  the 
steep  hillside,  and  the  mountains  on  cither  side  were  scarred 
with  qoarriea  of  the  rich  red  sandstone,  so  much  used  in 
building.  The  blocks  are  hewn  out,  high  up  on  the  moun- 
tain side,  and  then  sent  rolling  and  sliding  down  to  tbe  river, 
where  they  are  laden  in  boats  and  floated  with  the  current 
to  the  distant  cities  of  the  Rhine. 

Wb  were  rejoiced,  ow  tnming  around  the  corner  of  & 
mountain,  to  see  on  the  opposite  side  of  tbe  river,  tbo  road 
winding  up  through  tbe  forests,  where  last  September  our 
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Heidelberg  fnends  accompanied  ur,  as  wo  set  oat  to  walk  lo 
Praukfort,  througli  the  Odenwald.  Many  causes  combined 
to  render  it  a  glad  scene  to  us.  "We  were  going  to  meet 
our  friend  again,  after  a  separation  of  months ;  we  were 
briuging  an  evcntfiil  jonmey  to  its  close ;  and  finally,  we 
were  weak,  and  worn  out  from  fasting  and  the  labor  of  walk- 
ing in  the  rain.  A  little  further  we  saw  Kloster  Nenbuvg, 
formerly  an  old  oonvent,  and  remembered  how  wo  used  to 
look  at  it  every  day  from  the  windows  of  our  room  on  the 
Neckar ;  but  we  shouted  aloud,  when  we  saw  at  last  the 
well-known  bridge  spanning  the  river,  and  the  glorious  old 
castlo  lifting  ils  shattered  towers  from  the  side  of  the  moun- 
tain above  us.  I  always  felt  a  strong  attachment  to  this 
matchless  ruin,  and  as  I  beheld  it  again,  with  the  warm  sun- 
Kliine  falling  through  each  broken  arch,  the  wild  ivy  draping 
its  desolate  chambers,  it  seemed  to  smde  on.me  like  the  face 
of  a  friend,  and  I  confessed  I  Lad  seen  many  a  grander 
scene,  but  few  that  would  cling  to  the  memory  so  familiarly. 
While  we  were  in  Heidelberg,  a  student  was  buried  by 
torchlight.  His  brethren  assembled  at  dusk  in  the  Univer- 
Bity  Square,  each  with  a  blazing  pine  torch  three  feet  long, 
and  formed  into  a  double  line.  Between  the  files  walked  at 
short  distances  an  officer,  who,  with  his  sword,  broad  lace 
collar,  and  the  black  and  white  plumes  in  his  cap,  looked 
like  a  cavalier  of  the  olden  time.  The  thick  smoke  from 
the  torches  filled  the  air,  and  a  lurid,  red  light  was  cast  over 
the  hushed  crowds  in  the  streets  and  streamed  into  the  dark 
alleys.  The  Hauptstrasso  was  filled  with  two  lines  of  flame, 
as  the  procession  passed  down  it ;  hut  when  tliey  reached 
the  extremity  of  the  city,  the  hearse  went  on,  attended  with 
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toreli-bcarors,  tu  tltc  Ci'iiirti'i'v,  unnio  ilistanco  furtlier,  and 
tlie  students  turned  liatk,  niiming  ami  whirling  tlicii'  torcliefl 
in  mingliid  confusion.  Tlio  music  struck  uj)  a  merry  marcli, 
and  in  the  smukc  and  glare,  they  rosemblcd  a  company  of 
mad  demons.  The  prestnce  of  death  awed  them  to  silence 
for  awhile,  but  as  soon  as  it  Iiod  left  them,  they  turned  re- 
lieved to  revel  agiun,  ami  thnuglit  no  more  of  the  lesson. 
They  assemhled  again  in  the  square,  and  tossing  their  torches 
up  into  the  air,  cast  them  blading  Into  a  pile ;  while  the 
flame  and  black  smoke  rose  in  a  coinmn  into  the  nir,  they 
sang  in  solemn  chorus,  the  song  "  Gamleamua  igitur,"  with 
which  they  close  all  public  assemblies. 

I  shall  neglect  telling  how  we  left  Heidelberg,  and 
walked  along  the  Eergstrasso  again,  for  the  sixth  time  ;  how 
we  passed  the  old  Melibocbus  and  through  the  quiet  city  of 
Darmstadt ;  hov  we  watched  the  blue  summits  of  the  Tau- 
nus  rising  higher  and  higher  over  the  plain,  as  a  new  land 
rises  from  the  sea ;  and  finally,  how  we  reached  at  last  the 
old  wateh-tower  and  looked  down  on  the  valley  of  the 
Main,  clothed  in  the  bloom  and  verdure  of  summer,  with 
the  houses  and  spires  of  Fi'ankfort  in  the  middle  of  the  well 
known  panorama.  "We  again  took  possesdion  of  our  old 
rooms,  and  having  to  wait  for  a  remittance  from  America, 
we  sat  down  to  a  month's  rest  and  study.    Towards  the  end 

of  July,  Mr.  Willjs  and  the  family  of  Herr  S returned 

from  the  baths  of  Krcuznach,  where  they  hod  been  spending 
the  wann  weather,  and  our  happy  family  circle  was  re- 
stored. I  received  another  remittance  of  a  hundroi!  dollars, 
which  secured  me  Switzerland  and  Italy,  and  immediately 
began  to  prepare  for  my  departure. 
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Frankfort,  July  29,  1845 
It  wonld  be  ingratitude  towards  the  old  city  in  Avhicli  1 
Lave  passed  so  many  pleasant  and  profitable  hours,  to  leave 
it,  perhaps  for  ever,  without  a  few  words  of  farcAvoll.  How 
often  will  the  old  bridge,  with  its  view  up  the  Main,  over  the 
houses  of  Oberrad  to  the  far  mountains  of  the  Odenwald, 
rise  freshly  and  distinctly  in  memory,  when  I  shall  have 
been  long  absent  from  them  !  IIow  often  will  I  hear  in 
fancy,  as  I  now  hear  in  reality,  the  heavy  tread  of  pas- 
sers-by on  the  rough  pavement  below,  and  the  deep  bell 
of  the  Cathedral,  chiming  the  swift  hours,  with  a  hollow 
tone  that  seems  to  warn  me,  rightly  to  employ  tlieni ! 
Even  this  old  room,  with  its  bare  walls,  little  table  and 
chairs,  in  which  I  have  thought  and  studied  so  long,  that  it 
seems  difficult  to  think  and  study  anywhere  else,  will  crowd 
out  of  memory  images  of  many  a  loftier  scene.  ^May  I  but 
preserve  for  the  future  the  hope  and  trust  which  have 
cheered  and  sustained  me  here,  through  the  sorrow  of 
absence  and  the  anxiety  of  uncertain  toil !  It  is  growing 
towards  midnight,  and  I  think  of  many  a  night  when  I  sat 
here  at  this  hour,  thinking  of  the  pleasant  past,  and  the 
doubtful  future,  and  my  beloved  home  across  the  sea.  All 
this  has  now  an  end.  I  must  begin  a  new  wandering,  and 
perhaps  in  ten  days  more  I  shall  have  a  better  place  for 
thought,  among  the  valleys  of  the  everlasting  Alps.  I  look 
forward  to  the  journey  with  romantic,  enthusiastic  anticipa- 
tion, for  afar  in  the  golden  distance  stand  the  Coliseum  and 
St.  Peter's,  Vesuvius  and  the  lovely  Naples.  Farewell, 
friends  who  have  so  long  given  me  a  home  in  a  strange 
land! 
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FREIBURG     AND    THE     BLACK     FOREST. 

On  tl^^  way  to  Italy— Meeting  with  a  Neighbor— A  Talk  with  the  Fanners— Jonrney 
to  Freiburg— The  Minster— Market  Day— The  New  Railroad— The  Institute  for 
the  Blind— The  Grand  Duchess  Stephanie— The  Kingdom  of  Heaven— The  Valley 
of  Hell— Natives  of  the  Black  Forest— Climbing  the  Feldberg— Scenery  of  the  Black 
Forest— The  Alps  again— "We  enter  Switzerland— SchaflPliausen— The  Falls  of  the 
Rhine. 

Op  our  walk  to  Heidelberg  over  the  oft-trodden  Bergstrasse, 
I  shall  say  nothing,  nor  how  we  spent  two  last  delightful 
days  with  our  friends,  lingered  about  the  Castle,  climbed 
the  Kaiserstuhl  again,  and  danced  around  on  the  top  of  the 
tower  for  an  hour,  amid  cloud  and  mist,  while  there  was 
sunshine  below  in  the  valley  of  the  Neckar.  I  left  Heidel- 
berg on  the  8th  of  August,  in  the  Uehwngen^  for  Carlsruhe. 
The  engine  whistled,  the  train  started,  and  although  I  kept 
my  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  the  spire  of  the  Hauptkirche, 
three  minutes  hid  it  and  all  the  rest  of  the  city  from  sight. 
Carlsruhe,  the  capital  of  Badeii,  which  we  reached  in  an 
hour  and  a  half,  is  unanimously  pronounced  by  travellers  to 
be  a  moi^t  dull  and  tiresome  city.  Even  its  name,  in.  Ger- 
man, signifies  a  place  of  repose. 
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I  stopped  at  Kork,  tin  tlio  Lrantli  roail  leading  to  Stras- 
bourg, to  moot  a  Genu  an -American  about  to  return  to  my 
home  in  Pennsylvania,  where  be  had  lived  for  some  time.  I 
inquired  according  to  the  direction  he  bad  sent  mete  Frank- 
fort, but  he  was  not  there ;  however,  an  old  man,  finding 
who  I  1VBS,  said  that  Herr  Otto  bad  directed  him  to  go  vrith 
me  to  HeaselbnrBt,  a  village  fonr  or  five  miles  off,  where  ho 
would  meet  me.  So  we  set  off  immediately  over  the  plain, 
and  reached  tbo  village  at  dusk. 

Several  of  the  farmera  of  the  neighborhood  were  at  tbo 
little  inn,  and  seemed  to  consider  it  as  something  extraordi- 
nary to  see  &  real,  hve,  native-bom  American.  They  over- 
whelmed me  with  questions  about  onr  country,  and  its 
government.  The  hostess  brought  me  a  supper  of  fried  eggs 
and  wurst,  while  they  gathered  around  the  table  and  began 
a  long  category  in  the  dialect  of  the  country,  which  is  diffi- 
cult to  understand.  I  gave  them  tbo  best  information  I 
could,  about  our  mode  of  farming,  the  different  kinds  of 
produce  raised,  and  the  prices  paid  to  laborers ;  and  one 
honest  old  man  cried  out,  on  my  saying  I  had  worked  on  a 
farm,  "Ah!  little  brother,  givo  mo  your  band  !"  which  he 
shook  moat  heartily.  I  told  them  also  something  about  our 
government,  and  the  militia  system,  so  different  from  the 
conscription  of  Europe,  when  a  farmer,  becoming  quite  warm 
in  our  favor,  said  to  the  others  with  an  air  of  tbo  greatest 
decision  :  *'  One  American  ih  better  than  twenty  Germans  !" 
What  particularly  amused  me,  was,  that  although  I  spoke 
German  with  them,  they  seemed  to  think  that  I  did  not 
understand  what  they  said  to  one  another,  and  therefore 
commented  very  freely  on  my  appearance.  I  suppose  they 
\2* 
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liad  liio  iilca  tliat  we  wpre  a  niilo,  savnge  rncc,  for  I  over- 
licord  one  say :  "  One  sees,  uoverttwless,  that  lio  has  been 
educated!"  Their  Lonest,  nusoiihiatiuatcd  character  was 
veiy  intcreBting  to  mc,  and  we  talked  togothor  until  a  late 

My  friend  Jirrivcd  at  throe  o'cl'ick  the  next  morning,  and 
afier  two  or  three  iiours'  talk  about  home,  and  the  friends 
whom  bo  expected  to  sec  so  much  sooner  than  I,  a  young 
fanner  drove  me  in  his  wagon  to  OB'enhuj^,  a  small  dty  at 
the  foot  of  the  Black  Forest,  whore  I  took  the  carw  for  Frei- 
burg. The  Bcenery  between  the  two  places  is  grand.  The 
broad  mountjuns  of  the  Black  Forest  rear  their  fi-ontaon  the 
cast,  and  tliQ  blue  hncs  of  the  French  Vosges  n*et  the 
clonde  on  the  west.  The  night  before,  in  walking  over  the 
plain,  I  saw  distinctly  the  whole  of  the  Strnaburg  Minster, 
the  spire  of  which  is  the  highest  in  Enrope,  being  four  hun- 
dred and  ninety  feet,  or  but  twenty-five  feet  lower  than  the 
Pyramid  of  Cheops. 

The  Jlinster  of  Fi-eihni'g  is  a  grand,  gloomy  old  pile,  dat- 
ing from  the  eleventh  century — one  of  the  few  Gothic 
ehurches  in  Germany  that  have  ever  been  completed.  The 
tower  of  beautif\i!  fretwork,  rises  to  the  height  of  three 
hundred  and  ninety-five  feet,  and  the  body  of  the  church. 
including  the  choir,  is  of  the  same  length.  The  interior  is 
solemn  and  majestic.  The  day  after  ray  arrival  was  the 
great  market-day,  and  the  peasantry  of  the  Black  Forest 
came  down  from  the  mountains  to  dispose  of  their  produce. 
The  S(]uare  around  the  Minster  was  filled  with  them,  and 
the  singular  costume  of  the  women  gave  iho  scene  quite  a 
plctHresi{UO  appearance.    Many  of  them  wore  bright  red 


liead-flrosBPs  iinJ  shawla,  others  had  liigli-crowncd  liata  of 
rellow  oil-cloth  i  tlio  young  girls  wor^  their  hair  in  long 
^wte,  reauhiug  nearly  to  their  feet. 

The  railroad  has  only  been  open  to  Freiburg  within  a  few 
days,  and  ia  consequently  an  object  of  great  curiosity  to  tho 
peasautB,  many  of  whom  never  saw  the  like  before.  They 
'  throng  around  the  station  at  the  departure  of  tho  train,  and 
twatch  with  groat  interest  the  operations  of  getting  up  the 
Steam  and  starting.  One  of  the  scenes  that  grated  most 
Iiarshly  on  my  feelings,  was  seeing  one  day  a  company  of 
women  employed  on  the  unfinished  part  of  the  road.  They 
B  digging  and  shovelling  away  in  the  rain,  nearly  np  to 
f  their  knees  in  mud  and  clay  ! 

1  called  at  the  lustitute  for  the  Blind,  under  the  direction 

I  of  Mr.  Miillcr.      Ho  showed  me  some  beautiful  basket  and 

►voven  work  by  his  pupila,  made  with  astonisliing  accuracy 

||And  skill.      They  road  with  groat  facility  from  the  raised 

■pe,  and  by  means  of  frames  are  taught  to  write  with  ease 

tod  distinctness.     In  music,  that  great  solace  of  the  blind, 

&ey  most  excelled.     I  was  indebted  to  Mr.  Muller,  to  whom 

.s  introduced  by  au  acquaintance  with  a  friend  of  his  in 

rica,  for  many  kind  attentions.     He  accompanied  me  to 

the  Jiigerhaus,  on  a  mountain  near,  where  we  had  a  very  fine 

view  of  the  uity  and  its  great  black  Minster,  with  the  plain 

of  the  Briesgau,  broken  only  by  tho  Kaiserstuhl,  a  long 

mountain  near  the  Rhine,  whose  golden  stream  glittered  in 

the  dietancB.      On  climbing  the  Sehlossbarg,  an  eminence 

near  the  city,  we  met  the  Grand  Duchess  Stephanie,  who  ia 

now  generally  believed  to  he  the  mother  of  Caspar  Hauser, 

Through  a  work  lately  published,  which  lias  since  been  sn^ 
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jirossod,  the  wliolo  history  Las  come  to  Hglit.  Caspar  Hau- 
ler was  tlie  lineal  desceuiluut  of  thi;  liouse  of  Budcn,  and 
Leir  to  tlie  tlirouc.  TLe  guilt  of  his  imprisonineut  audurnr- 
der  rests,  therefore,  npou  the  preseat  reigning  family. 

After  two  days  delightfully  spent,  we  shouldered  our 
knapsacks  and  left  Freiburg,  The  beautiful  valley,  at  the 
mouth  of  which  the  city  lies,  rnns  Hke  an  avenne  fur  Boveu 
miles  directly  into  the  mountains,  and  presents  iu  its  loveli- 
ness such  a  contrast  to  the  horrid  defile  which  follows,  that 
it  almost  deserves  the  name  which  has  been  ^ven  to  a  little 
inn  at  its  Lead — the  "'  Kiagdom  of  Heaven."  The  moun- 
tains of  the  Black  Forest  inclose  it  on  each  side  like  walls, 
CO  e  ed  o  the  summit  with  luxuriant  woods,  and  in  some 
pla  b  those  forests  of  gloomy  pine  which  give  this  ve- 

g  o  s  name.  After  traTersing  its  whole  length,  just  before 
1 1  Oj,  n^  nto  the  mountain-depths,  the  traveller  rarely  meets 
w  h  a  finer  pietttre  than  that  which,  on  looking-  back,  he 
sees  framed  between  the  hills  at  the  other  end.  Freiburg 
looks  around  the  foot  of  one  of  the  heights,  with  the  spire 
of  her  ciitbedral  peeping  above  the  top,  while  the  French 
Vosges  grow  dim  in  tlio  far  perspective. 

The  road  now  enters  a  wild,  narrow  valley,  which  grows 
smaller  as  we  proceed.  From  Himmelrcich,  a  largo  rude 
inn  by  the  aide  of  the  green  meadows,  we  enter  the  HuUen- 
tlial — tliat  is,  from  the  "  Kingdom  of  Hcavca  "  to  the  "  Val- 
ley of  Hell  I"  The  latter  place  better  deserves  its  appella- 
tion than  the  former.  TLe  road  winds  between  precipices 
of  black  rock,  above  which  the  thick  fohage  shuts  out  the 
brightness  of  day,  and  gives  a  sombre  hue  to  the  scene.  A 
torrent  foams  down  the  cbasm,  and  in  one  place  two  mighty 
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pillars  interpose  to  prevent  all  passage.  Ti>e  stream,  liow- 
ever,  haa  worn  its  way  tliroiigl],  and  the  road  is  hewn  in  the 
rock  by  its  side.  TIiIb  cleft  iu  tlie  only  entrance  to  a  valley 
three  or  four  miles  long,  which  lies  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
mountains.  It  is  inhabited  by  a  few  woodmen  and  their 
families,  and  hut  for  the  road  which  passes  through,  would 

I  be  as  perfect  a  solitude  as  tlio  Happy  Valley  of  Rasaelas. 
At  the  farther  end,  a  winding  road  called  "The  Ascent," 

Hoads  up  the  Bteep  mountain  to  an  elevated  region  of  country, 
thinly  settled  and  covered  with  herds  of  cattle.  Tho  cher- 
ries, which  in  the  Ehinc-plain  below  had  long  gone,  were 

r  jnst  ripe  here.  The  people  spoke  a  most  barbaroaa  dialect, 
t  they  were  social  and  friendly,  for  everybody  greeted  iis, 
ted  sometimes,  as  we  sat  on  a  bank  by  tho  roadside, 
3  who  passed   would  say   "  Rest  thee  !"  or   ■'  Thrice 


Passing  by  the  Titi  Lake,  a  small  body  of  water  which 

B  spread  out  among  the  hills  like  a  sheet  of  ink.  so  black 

a  its  hue,  wo  commenced  ascending  a  mountain.      The 

ighest  peakof  the  Scbwarzwald,  the  Feldberg,  rose  not 

r  ofF,  and  on  arriving  at  the  top  of  this  mountain,  we  saw 

a  half  hour's  walk  would  bring  us  to  its  summit.     This 

s  too  great  a  temptation  for  my  love  of  climbing  heights ; 

with  a  look  at  the  descending  sun  to  calculate  how  much 

,  time  we  could  Hpare,  wo  set  out.      There  was  no  path,  hut 

^  pressed  directly  up  the  steep  side,  through  bushes  and 

mg  g^ss,  and  in  a  short  time  reached  the  top,  breathless 

from  such  exertion  in  the  thin  atmosphere.     Tho  pine  woods 

shut  out  the  view  to  the  north  and  cast,  which  is  said  to  he 

magnificeut,  as  tho  mountain  is  about  iive  thousand  feet  high. 
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Tlio  wild,  l)lack  peaks  of  the  Black  Forest  were  Rpread  bo- 
low  us,  and  the  sim  sank  through  golden  mist  towards  tiie 
Alsatiaji  hills.  Afar  to  the  south,  through  cloud  and  storm, 
we  could  just  trace  the  white  outline  of  the  Swiss  Alps. 
The  wind  swept  through  tlic  pines  around,  and  bent  tlio 
long  yellow  grass  among  which  we  sat,  with  a  strange, 
mournful  sound,  well  suiting  the  gloomy  and  mysterious 
region.  It  soou  gi'cw  cold,  the  goldcu  clouds  settled  down 
towards  us,  and  we  made  haste  to  descend  to  the  village  of 
Lenakirch  before  durk. 

Nest  morning  wo  set  out  early,  without  waiting  to  see 
the  trial  of  archery  which  was  to  take  place  among  the 
mountain  youths.  Their  booths  and  targets,  gay  with  haii- 
uers,  stood  on  a  green  meadow  beside  the  town.  We  walked 
through  the  Black  Forest  the  whole  forenoon.  It  might  be 
owing  to  the  many  wild  stories  the  scenes  whereof  are  laid 
among  these  hills,  but  to  me  there  was  a  peculiar  fooling  of 
solemnity  pervading  the  whole  region.  The  great  pine 
woods  are  of  the  very  darkest  hue  of  green,  and  down 
their  hoary,  moss-floored  aisles,  daylight  sc'ems  never  to 
have  shone.  The  air  was  pure  and  clear,  and  the  Euushine 
bright,  but  It  imparted  no  gaiety  to  the  scenery  :  except  the 
little  meadows  of  living  emerald  which  lay  occasionally  in 
the  lap  of  a  dell,  the  landscape  wore  a  solemn  and  serious 
air.      In  a  storm,  it  must  be  sublime. 

About  noon,  from  the  top  of  the  last  range  of  hills,  wo 
had  ft  glorious  view.  The  line  of  the  distant  Alps  could  he 
faintly  traced  high  in  the  clouds,  and  all  the  heights  between 
were  plainly  visible,  from  the  Lake  of  Constance  to  the 
misty  Jura,  which  flanked  the  Vosges  on  the  weat.      From 
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onr  lofty  station  we  overlooked  half  Switzerland,  and  had 
the  air  been  a  little  clearer,  we  could  have  seen  Mont  Blanc 
and  the  mountains  of  Savoy.  I  could  not  help  envying 
the  feelings  of  the  Swiss,  who,  after  long  absence  from  their 
native  land,  first  see  the  Alps  from  this  road.  If  to  the 
emotions  with  which  I  then  looked  on  them  were  added  the 
passionate  love  of  home  and  country  which  a  long  absence 
creates,  such  excess  of  rapture  would  be  almost  too  great  to 
be  borne. 

In  the  afternoon  we  crossed  the  border,  and  took  leave  of 
Germany  with  regret,  after  near  a  year's  residence  within 
its  borders.  Still  it  was  pleasant  to  know  that  we  were  in 
a  republic  once  more,  and  the  first  step  we  took  made  us 
aware  of  the  change.  There  was  no  policeman  to  call  for  our 
passports  or  search  our  baggage.  It  was  just  dark  when 
we  reached  the  hill  overlooking  the  Hhine,  on  whose' 
steep  banks  is  perched  the  antique  town  of  Schaffhausen. 
It  is  still  walled  in,  with  towers  at  regular  intervals ;  the 
streets  are  wide  and  spacious,  and  the  houses  rendered  ex- 
tremely picturesque  by  the  quaint  projecting  windows.  The 
buildings  are  nearly  all  old,  as  we  learned  by  the  dates 
above  the  doors.  At  the  inn,  I  met  with  one  of  the  free 
troopers  who  marched  against  Luzerne.  He  was  full  of 
spirit,  and  ready  to  undertake  another  such  journey.  Indeed 
it  is  the  universal  opinion  that  the  present  condition  of  things 
cannot  last  much  longer. 

We  took  a  walk  before  breakfast  to  the  falls  of  the  Rhine, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  Schaffhausen.  I  confess  I  was 
somewhat  disappointed  in  them,  after  the  glowing  descrip- 
tions of  travellers.     The  river  at  this  place  is  little  more 
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than  thirty  yards  wide,  and  the  body  of  water,  although 
issuing  from  the  Lake  of  Constance,  is  not  remarkably  strong. 
For  some  distance  above,  the  fall  of  the  water  is  very  rapid, 
and  as  it  finally  reaches  the  spot  where,  narrowed  between 
rocks,  it  makes  the  grand  plunge,  it  has  acquired  a  great 
velocity.  Three  rocks  stand  in  the  middle  of  the  current, 
which  thunders  against  and  around  their  bases,  but  cannot 
shake  them  down.  These  and  the  rocks  in  the  bed  of  the 
stream,  break  the  force  of  the  fall,  so  that  it  descends  to  the 
bottom,  about  fifty  feet  below,  not  in  one  sheet,  but  shivered 
into  a  hundred  leaps  of  snowy  foam.  The  precipitous 
shores,  and  the  tasteful  little  castle  which  is  perched  upon 
the  steep  just  over  the  boiling  spray,  add  much  to  its  beauty, 
taken  as  a  picture.  As  a  specimen  of  the  picturesque,  the 
whole  scene  is  perfect.  I  should  think  Trenton  Falls,  in 
New  York,  must  excel  these  in  wild,  startling  eflPect;  but 
there  is  such  a  scarcity  of  waterfalls  in  this  land,  that  the 
Germans  go  into  raptures  about  them,  and  will  hardly  be- 
lieve that  Niagara  itself  possesses  more  sublimity. 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

A    WALK     THROUGH     EASTERN     SWITZERLAND. 

Canton  Zurich— The  Country  and  People— The  City  of  Zurich— Its  Promenades- 
Friendly  Greetings— Walk  along  the  Lake  Shore- The  Alp-Glow— The  Grave  of 
Ublch  von  Hutten— Freiligrath,  the  Banished  Poet— The  Alps  in  the  Rain — Ein- 
siedeln — ^The  Cathedral  and  Pilgrims— Music — Alpine  Scenery— The  Slide  of  the 
EoBsherg— Schwytz— The  Lake  of  the  Four  Cantons— The  Meadow  of  GrutU—Teira 
Chapol—Altorf— Night  in  the  Valley  of  the  Eeuss. 

We  loft  Schaffliausen  for  Zurich,  in  mist  and  rain,  and 
walked  for  some  time  along  the  northern  bank  of  the  Ehine. 
We  could  have  enjoyed  the  scenery  much  better,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  rain,  which  not  only  hid  the  mountains  from 
sight,  but  kept  us  constantly  half  soaked.  We  crossed 
the  rapid  Rhine  at  Eglisau,  a  curious  antique  village,  and 
then  continued  our  way  through  the  forests  of  Canton  Zu- 
rich, to  Biilach,  with  its  groves  of  lindens — "  those  tall  and 
stately  trees,  with  velvet  down  upon  their  shining  leaves, 
and  rustic  benches  placed  beneath  their  overhanging  eaves." 
When  we  left  the  little  village  where  the  rain  obliged  us  to 
stop  for  the  night,  it  was  clear  and  delightful.  T]ie  far- 
mers were  out,  busy  at  work,  their  long,  straight  scythes 


306  VIEWS    A-FOOT. 

glancing  tlirougli  the  wet  grass,  wliile  the  thick  pines 
sparkled  with  thousands  of  dewy  diamonds.  The  farm- 
houses were  scattered  over  the  country  in  real  American 
style,  and  the  glorious  valley  of  the  Limmat,  bordered  on 
the  west  by  a  range  of  woody  hills,  reminded  me  of  some 
scenes  in  my  native  Pennsylvania.  The  houses  were  neat- 
ly and  tastefully  built,  with  little  gardens  around  them,  and 
the  countenances  of  the  people  spoke  of  intelligence  and 
independence.  I  fancied  I  could  read  on  the  brows  of  the 
Swiss  a  lofty  self-respect,  a  consciousness  of  the  liberties 
they  enjoy,  which  the  Germans  of  the  laboring  class  never 
show. 

As  we  approached  Zurich,  the  noise  of  employment  from 
mills,  furnaces  and  factories,  came  to  us  like  familiar  sounds, 
reminding  us  of  the  bustle  of  our  home  towns.  The  situa- 
tion of  the  city  is  lovely.  It  lies  at  the  head  of  the  lake, 
and  on  both  sides  of  the  little  river  Limmat,  whose  clear 
green  waters  carry  the  collected  meltings  of  the  Alps  to  the 
Rhine.  Around  the  lake  rise  lofty  green  hills,  which,  slop- 
ing gently  back,  bear  on  their  sides  hundreds  of  pleasant 
country-houses  and  farms,  and  the  snowy  Alpine  range  ex- 
tends along  the  southern  sky.  The  Limmat  is  spanned  by 
a  number  of  bridges,  and  its  swift  waters  turn  many  mills 
which  are  built  above  them.  From  these  bridges  one  can 
look  out  over  the  blue  lake  and  down  the  thronged  streets 
of  the  city  on  each  side,  whose  bright,  cheerful  houses  are 
prophetic  of  Italy. 

Zurich  can  boast  of  finer  promenades  than  any  other  city 
in  Switzerland.  The  old  battlements  are  planted  with  trees 
and  transformed  into  pleasant  walks,  which  being  elevated 
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above  tlio  city,  cominami  views  of  its  beautiful  c 
favorite  place  of  resort  ia  tlie  Lindenliof,  &n  elevated  court- 
yard, sliadGd  by  imuiense  trees.  The  fountains  of  water 
under  thorn  aro  always  surrounded  by  waBliorwomeii,  and  in 
the  morning  groups  of  merry  subool  cluldren  may  ho  Bcon 
tumijliiig  over  the  grass.  The  teachers  take  them  there  in 
a  body  for  exercise  and  recreation.  The  Swiss  children  aro 
beautiful,  hright-cyod  creatures ;  there  is  scarcely  one  who 
s  not  exhibit  the  da«  uiug  of  an  active,  energetic  spirit, 
S.t  may  be  partly  attributed  to  the  fresh,  healthy  climate  of 
witzerland,  but  1  am  republican  enough  to  believe  that  the 
o  of  the  Government  under  which  they  live,  has  also 
lite  share  in  producing  the  etifect. 

"While  enjoying  the  cool  raomiug  breeze  on  the  bastion, 

Ind  listening  lo  the  stir  of  the  strcota  below  us,  we  were 

0  made  aware  of  the  social  and  friendly  politeness  of  the 

wnple.      Those  who  passed  us,  oa  their  walk  ai-ound  the 

mparts,  greeted  us  alniost  ■«  ith  the  familiarity  of  acquaiut- 

Simple  as  was  the  act,  we  felt  grateful,  for  it  had  at 

least  the  seeming  of  a  friendly  interest  and  a  sympathy  with 

the  loneliness  which  the  stranger  sometimes  feels.     A  school 

;  teacher  leading  her  troop  of  merry  children  on  their  morn- 

5  walk  around  the  bastion,  nodded  to  us  pleasantly,  and 

forthwith  the  whole  company  of  chubby-cheeked  rogues, 

looking  up  at  ns  witli  a  pleasant  archness,  lisped  a  "  guten 

margen  "  that  made  the  hearts  glad  within  ua.       I   know  of 

nothing  that  lias  given  me  a  more  sweet  and  tender  delight 

than  the  greeting  of  a  little  child,  who,  leaving  his  noisy 

telaymates,  ran  across  the  street  to  mo,  and  taking  my  hand 

|"irLicli  he  could  bai'ely  clasp  in  both  his  own  soft  little  ones, 
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looked  up  in  my  face  with  an  espression  sn  winning  and 
ulTtrctioimtc,  that  I  loved  liim  at  once.  The  liiippj-,  honest 
farmers,  too,  spoko  to  «b  cheerfully  everywhere.  Wo  learned 
a  lesson  from  nil  this — we  felt  that  not  a  word  of  kindness 
is  ever  wasted,  that  a  eimple  friendly  glance  may  cheer  the 
spirit  and  warm  the  lonely  heart,  and  that  tlie  slightest 
deed,  prompted  Iiy  generoaa  sympathy,  becoines  a  living 
joy  in  the  memory  of  the  receiver,  which  blesses  unceasingly 
him  who  bestowed  it. 

We  left  Zutieh  the  same  aftemODn,  for  Stafa,  where  we 
wero  told  the  poet  Freiligrath  resided.  The  road  led  along 
the  hank  of  the  lake,  whose  shores  sloped  geutly  up  from  the 
water,  covered  with  gardens  and  farm-houses,  which,  with 
the  bolder  mouutains  that  rose  bcliiud  them,  mode  a  com- 
bination of  the  lovely  and  grand,  on  which  the  eye  rested 
with  rapture.  The  sweetest  cottages  were  embowered  among 
the  orchai-ds,  and  the  whole  country  bloomed  Lke  a  garden. 
The  waters  of  the  lake  are  of  a  pale,  transparent  green,  and 
so  clear  that  we  could  see  its  bottom  of  white  pebbles,  for 
some  distance.  Here  and  there  a  rjuiot  boat  floated  on  its 
surface.  The  opposite  hills  were  covered  with  a  soft  blue 
haze,  and  white  villages  sat  along  the  shore,  "  like  swans 
among  the  reeds."  Behind,  we  saw  the  woody  range  of  the 
Brunig  Alp.  The  people  bade  us  a  pleasant  good  evening ; 
there  was  a  universal  air  of  cheerfulness  and  content  on 
their  coantenances. 

Towards  evening,  the  clouds,  which  had  hung  in  the  sontb 
all  day,  dispersed  a  little,  and  we  could  see  the  Dodiberg  and 
the  Alps  of  Glarus.  As  sunset  drew  on,  the  broad  summits 
of  snow  and  the  clouds  which  were  rolled  ai'ound  thom,  as- 


Lifumed  a  soft  rosy  nuo,  irliicli  incredscil  in  Lrilliancy  as  tlio 
ight  of  day  faded.  The  rougli,  icy  craga  and  snowy  steeps 
rere  fused  in.  tLe  warm  liglit  and  half  blended  with  the 
dnght  clouds.  This  blaze  of  the  mountoius  at  sunset  is  called 
the  AJp-gloio,  and  eaceeds  all  one's  bigheat  conceptions  of 
Alpine  grandeur.  We  watclied  the  fading  glory  until  it  quite 
Jled  away,  and  the  summits  wore  a  livid,  ashy  hne,  like  the 
tnountains  of  a  world  wherein  there  was  no  hfe.  la  a  few 
ore  the  dUsk  of  twilight  spreajl  over  the  scene,  the 
loatmen  glided  home  over  the  still  lake,  and  the  herdsmen 
)ve  their  cattle  back  from  pasture  ou  the  slopes  and 
IttBadows. 

On  inquiring  for  Freiligrath  at  Stafa,  wo  found  lie  had 
moved  to  R.apperschwyl,  some  distance  further.  As  it  was 
idy  late,  wo  waited  for  tlie  steamboat  which  leaves 
larich  every  evening.  It  came  along  about  eight  o'clock, 
%  little  boat  earned  us  out  through  rain  and  darkness  to 
Bet  it,  and  ia  half  an  hour  we  landed  on  the  wharf  at  Rap- 
Serschwyl. 

'  There  are  two  small  islands  in  the  lake,  one  of  which, 
Srith  a  little  chapel  rising  from  among  its  green  trees,  is 
■  TJfiian,  the  grave  of  TJlrich  von  Hutten,  one  of  the  fathers  of 
the  Gcmian  lieforniation.  His  fiery  poems  have  been  the 
source  from  wliich  many  a  German  bard  has  derived  his  in- 
spiration ;  and  Freiligrath,  wbo  now  lives  in  sight  of  his  tomb, 
has  published  an  indignant  poem,  because  an  inn  with  gam- 
ing tables  has  been  establ^slicd  in  the  ruins  of  the  castle  near 
CreuzTiaeh,  where  Hutten  found  refuge  from  his  enemios  with 
Franz  von  Sickingpn,  brother-in-law  of  "  Goetz  with  the  Iron 
Hand."     The  monks  of  Einsicdeln,  to  whom  Ufnaii  beloi 
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liaTC  carefully  obliterated  all  tvaecs  of  liis  grave,  so  lliat  tlio 
exact  spot  is  uot  known,  tii  order  that  even  a  tombstone 
mtglit  bo  denied  liim  wbo  once  strovo  to  overtuni  their 
order.  It  matters  little  to  that  bold  sphit  whose  motto  was — 
"TAeihe  w  vast — /  Aorc  Jared  it  [" — tlia  whole  island  13 
his  nioniimeut,  if  Lo  need  one 

I  spent  the  whole  of  the  next  morning  witb  Freillgrath, 
the  poet,  who  was  lately  banished  from  Germany  on  account 
of  the  liberal  principles  his  last  volurao  contains.  Ho  livea 
in  0.  pleasant  country-house  on  the  Meyevberg,  an.  eminence 
near  Rapperscbwyl,  overlooking  a  glorious  prospect.  He 
received  mo  kindly  and  conversed  much  npon  American  lite- 
rature. He  is  a  warm  admirer  of  Bryant  and  Longfellow, 
and  has  translated  many  of  tbelr  poems  into  German.  He 
said  iio  had  received  a  warm  invitation  from  a  colony  of 
Germans  in  Wisconsin,  to  join  them  and  enjoy  that  freedom 
whicb  his  native  land  denies,  but  that  his  circumstances 
would  not  allow  it  at  present.  He  is  perhaps  thirty-five 
years  of  age.  His  brow  is  bigh  and  noble,  and  iiis  eyes, 
whicb  are  l.irgo  and  of  a  clear  gray,  beuia  with  serious,  sad- 
dened thought.  His  long  chestnut  hair,  uniting  with  a  hand- 
some beard  and  moustache,  gives  a  lion-like  dignity  to  liia 
energetic  countenance,  Hia  talented  wife,  Ida  Freiligrath, 
wlio  shares  bis  literary  labors,  and  an  amiable  sister,  arc  with 
Itim  in  exile,  and  Le  is  happier  in  their  faithfulness  than  when 
he  enjoyed  the  favors  of  a  corrupt  king. 

We  crossed  tbo  long  bridge  from  Eapperschwy],  and  took 
the  road  over  the  mountain  opposite,  ascending  for  nearly 
two  hours  along  the  side,  with  glorious  views  of  the  T.ake  of 
Zurich  and  the  mountains  which  inclose  it.     The  upper  and 


lower  ende  of  tlie  lake  wore  completely  liiilden  hy  the  stomis. 
wliich,  to  our  regret,  veiled  tlie  Alps,  but  tLat  portiou  bolow 
us  lay  spread  out  dim  and  graud,  like  a  vast  picture.  It  rained 
nlmoat  couBtantly,  and  we  were  obliged  occasionally  to  take 
slielter  in  the  pine  forests,  whenever  a  heavier  cloud  passed 
over.  The  toad  was  lined  with  beggars,  who  dropped  oa 
their  knees  in  the  rain  before  us,  or  placed  bars  across  the 
way,  and  then  took  them  down  again,  for  which  they  de- 
manded money. 

At  length  we  reached  the  top  of  the  pass,  where  many  pil- 
grims to  Einsiedeln  had  stopped  at  a  little  inn.  Some  of  them 
had  come  «  long  distance  to  pay  their  vows,  especially  as 
the  nest  day  was  the  Ascension  day  of  the  Virgin,  whose 
image  at  Einsietlein  is  noted  for  performing  many  miracles. 
Passing  on,  we  crossed  a  wild  torrent  by  an  arch  called  the 
"  Devil's  Bridge."  The  lofly,  elevated  plains  were  covered 
with  scanty  patches  of  grain  nnd  potatoes,  and  the  boys 
tended  their  goats  on  the  grassy  slopes,  Bometimes  trilling  or 
yaiUing  an  Alpine  melody.  An  hour's  walk  brought  ns  to 
Einsiedeln,  a  small  town,  whose  only  attraction  is  the  Abbey 
— after  Loretto,  in  Italy,  the  most  celebrated  resort  for  pil- 
grims in  Europe. 

"We  immediately  entered  the  great  church.  The  gorgeous 
vaulted  roof  and  long  aisles  were  dim  with  the  early  evening ; 
hundreds  of  worshippers  sat  around  the  sides,  or  knelt  in 
groups  on  the  broad  stone  pavements,  repeating  their  Patcr- 
nosters  and  Ave  Marias  in  a  shrill,  monotonous  tone,  while 
the  holy  image  near  the  entrance  was  surrounded  by  persons, 
many  of  whom  came  in  the  hope  of  being  healed  of  some  dis- 
order under  which  they  suffered.      I  could  not  distinctly 
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make  out  the  irange,  for  it  was  placed  back  within  tlie 
grating,  and  a  crimson  lamp  behind  it  threw  a  strong  lustre 
on  all  sidea,  in  the  form  of  a  glory.  Many  of  the  pilgrims 
came  a  long  distance.  I  saw  some  in  the  costume  of  the 
Black  Forest,  others  who  appeared  to  be  natives  of  the 
Italian  Cantons,  and  a  group  of  yonng  women  wearing  conical 
fur  caps,  from  the  forests  of  BrcgeuB,  on  the  Lake  of  Constance. 

I  was  astonislied  at  the  splendor  of  this  church,  situated 
in  a  lonely  and  unproductive  Alpine  valley.  The  lofty 
arches  of  the  ceiliiig,  which  are  covered  with  fresco  paint- 
ings, rest  on  enormous  pillars  of  granite,  and  every  image 
and  shrine  is  richly  ornamented  with  gold.  Some  of  the 
chapels  were  filled  with  the  remains  of  martyrs,  and  these 
were  always  surrounded  with  throngs  of  believers.  The 
cboir  was  closed  by  a  tall  iron  grating  ;  but  a  single  lamp, 
which  swung  from  the  roof  enabled  mo  to  see  throngh  the 
darkness,  that  though  much  rieher  in  ornaments  than  the 
body  of  tlio  cliurch,  it  was  less  grand  and  impressive.  The 
frescoes  which  cover  the  ceiling  are  said  to  be  the  finest 
paintings  of  the  kind  in  Switzerland. 

In  the  morning  our  departure  was  delayed  hy  the  rain. 


and  we  took  advantage  of  it  to  hear  mass 
enjoy  the  heavenly  music.      The  la 
kind ;  there  was  one  voice  among    h 
soon  forget.      It  was  like  the  warbl      f 
out  of  vciy  wantonness.     Oa  and  o 
clear,  radiant  sweetness  heard  abov     h 
and  the  thunder  of  the  orchestra.  h 

untiring  strain  of  melody  I  have  rar  Ij  1 
When  the  service  ceased,  we  took  a    w 


n  the  Abiicy  and 
1      f    h     I  fti 
ig        I    h  U  u 
b   d     hi  h     ng 
d  d  ra  k 


Stliwjtz.  "Wo  Imd  now  fairly  ontcrod  tlio  Alpine  re^on, 
and  our  first  task  wBs  to  cross  a  monutain.  TIiIh  haying 
been  done,  we  kept  along  tbc  back  of  tbo  ridge  wbich 
bomiil:)  tlie  lake  of  Zug  on  tbe  sontli,  tenninating  in  tlic  well 
known  RossUerg,  Tbo  scenery  became  wilder  witb  every 
steit,  Tba  luxuriant  fields  of  herbage  on  the  nnountaiiiB 
were  spotted  with  the  pictureaijue  ehaku  of  tbo  banters  and 
Alp-boi'ds ;  cattle  and  goals  were  browsing  along  tbe  de- 
clivities, their  bcils  tinkling  uiost  musically,  and  tbo  llttlo 
streams  foil  in  foam  down  the  Bleeps.  I  here  began  to 
realize  uiy  anticJ[iatiDn.i  of  Snias  scenery.  Just  on  the 
other  side  of  the  range,  along  which  we  travelled,  lay  the 
little  lake  of  Egori  and  the  valley  of  Morganten,  where  Tell 
and  his  followers  overcame  the  army  of  the  German  Em- 
peror. As  we  wound  aroimd  the  lake  of  Luwertz,  we  saw 
the  valley  lying  between  the  liossberg  and  the  Eighi,  which 
latter  Dionntain  stood  full  in  view.  To  our  regret,  and  that 
of  all  other  travellers,  the  clouds  hung  low  upon  it,  as  they 
had  done  for  a  week  at  least,  and  there  was  no  prospect  of 
a  change.  The  Roseborg,  from  which  we  descended,  is 
about  four  thousand  feet  in  height ;  a  dark  brown  stripe 
from  its  very  summit  to  the  valley  below,  shows  the  track 
of  the  avalanche  which,  in  180C,  overwhelmed  Goldan,  and 
laid  waste  the  beautiful  vale  of  LOwcrte.  Pour  hundred 
and  fifty  persons  perished  by  this  catastrophe,  which  was  so 
sudden  that  in  five  minutes  the  whole  lovely  valley  wa» 
transformed  into  a  desolate  wilderness. 

An  hour's  walk  through  a  blooming  Alpine  vale  brought 

UB  to  the  litfle  town  of  Scbwytz,  the  capital  of  the  Canton, 

■which  Btanda  at  the  foot  of  a  tremendous  rock-mountain. 
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Tho  bare  aiiil  rugged  snminita  hang  directly  over  the  town, 
but  tlie  people  dwell  below  without  fear,  although  the 
warning  ruins  of  Goldau  are  full  in  sight.  A  narrow  blue 
lino  at  the  end  of  the  valley  which  Btretches  westward, 
marks  the  lake  of  the  Four  Cautoca.  Down  this  I'alley  we 
hurried,  that  we  might  not  miss  the  boat  which  plies  daily 
from  Luzerne  to  Fluelcn.  I  regretted  not  beiug  able  to  visit 
Luzeme,  as  I  bad  a  letter  to  the  distinguished  Swiss  com- 
poser, Schnyder  van  Wartensee,  who  resides  there  at  present. 

The  scenery  of  the  lake  is  exceedingly  graud.  Looking 
towards  Luzerne,  we  could  see  the  dark  mass  of  Mount 
I'datua  on  one  side,  and  on  the  other  the  graceful  ontlino  of 
the  Righi,  still  wearing  hia  hood  of  clouds.  We  put  off  in 
a  skiff  to  meet  the  boat,  with  two  Capuchin  friars  in  long 
browu  mantles  and  cowls,  carrying  rosaries  at  their  girdles. 

Kearly  opposite  Schwytz  is  the  meadow  of  Griltli,  whero 
the  nnion  of  the  Swiss  patriots  took  place,  and  the  bond  was 
sealed  that  enabled  them  to  cast  off  their  chaias.  It  is  a 
little  green  slope  on  the  side  of  the  mountain,  between  the 
two  Cantons  of  Uri  and  Untorwaldcn,  surrounded  on  all 
sides  by  precipices.  A  crystal  spring  in  the  centre  is 
believed  by  the  common  people  to  have  gushed  up  on  the 
spot  where  the  three  "  men  of  GrQtii  "  joined  their  Lands  in 
the  cause  of  Swiss  liberty.  It  is  also  a  popular  belief  that 
they  sliuaber  in  a  rocky  cavern  near  the  spot,  and  that  they 
will  arise  and  come  forth  when  the  nation  is  in  danger. 
Switzerland  at  present  stands  greatly  in  need  of  a  new  triad 
to  restore  the  ancient  harmony. 

We  passed  this  glorious  scene,  almost  the  only  green  spot 
on  the  bleak  mouutain-sido,  and  swept  around  the  base  of 


tlie  Asenbrrg,  at  the  foot  of  whicli,  iii  a  rocky  cave,  Stands 
tlie  cliajiel  of  William  Tell,  built  on  the  spot  wlierolie  leaped 
from  Gessler's  boat  during  tliB  storm.  It  sits  at  the  base  of 
the  rock,  on  the  water's  edge,  and  can  be  seen  far  over  the 
waves.  The  Alps,  wliose  eleriidl  snows  are  lifted  dazzling 
to  the  sky,  complete  the  grandeur  of  a  scene  so  hallowed  by 
the  footsteps  of  Freedom.  The  grand  and  lonely  solemnity 
of  the  landscape  impressed  me  with  an  awe.  like  that  one 
feels  when  standing  in  a  mighty  cathedral,  when  the  aisles 
are  dim  with  twilight.  And  how  full  of  interest  to  a.  citizen 
of  young  and  free  America  is  a  shrine  where  the  votaries  of 
Liberty  have  turned  to  gather  strength  and  courage,  through 
the  storms  and  convulsions  of  five  hundred  years  1 

Wc  stopped  at  the  village  of  Fluclen,  at  the  head  of  the 
lake,  and  walked  on  to  Altorf,  a  distance  of  half  a  league. 
Here,  in  the  market-place,  is  a  tower,  said  to  be  built  on  the 
spot  where  the  linden  tree  stood,  under  which  the  child  of 
Tell  was  placed,  while,  about  a  hundred  yards  distant,  is  a 
fountain  with  Tell'a  statue,  on  the  spot  from  whence  he  shot 
the  apple.  If  these  localities  are  correct,  he  must  indeed 
have  been  master  of  the  cross-bow.  The  tower  is  covered 
with  mile  piuntingB  of  the  principal  events  in  the  history  of 
Swiss  liberty.  I  viewed  these  scenes  with  double  interest 
from  having  read  Schiller's  "  Wilhelra  Tell,"  just  before 
leaving  Germany.  TJje  beautiful  reply  of  bis  boy,  when  he 
described  to  liim  the  condition  of  the  "  land  where  there  ,ire 
no  moimtains,"  was  sounding  iii  my  ears  during  the  whole 
day's  journey  r 
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The  little  village  of  Burglcn,  whose  spire  we  saw  above 
the  forest,  in  a  glen  near  by,  was  the  birth-place  of  Tell, 
and  the  place  where  his  dwelling  stood,  is  now  marked  by  a 
small  chapel.  In  the  Schachen,  a  noisy  mountain  stream 
that  comes  down  to  join  the  Reuss,  he  was  drowned,  when 
an  old  man,  in  attempting  to  rescue  a  child  who  had  fallen 
in — a  death  worthy  of  the  hero  !  We  bestowed  a  blessing 
on  his  memory  in  passing,  and  then  followed  the  banks  of 
the  rapid  Reuss,  Twilight  was  gathering  in  the  deep 
Alpine  glen,  and  the  mountains  on  each  side,  half-seen 
through  the  mist,  looked  like  vast,  awful  phantoms.  Soon 
they  darkened  to  black,  indistinct  masses;  all  was  silent 
except  the  deepened  roar  of  the  falling  floods  ;  dark  clouds 
brooded  above  us  like  the  outspread  wings  of  night,  and  we 
were  glad  when  the  little  village  of  Amstegg  was  reached, 
and  the  parlor  of  the  inn  opened  to  us  a  more  cheerful,  if 
less  romantic  scene. 


CHAPTER    XXX. 

PASSAGE    OF   THE    ST.    GOTHARD. 

An  Alpine  Day— Chasm  of  the  Eeuss— The  Devil's  Bridge— Andermatt— Climbing 
the  St.  Gothard — Summit  of  the  Pass— A  Rapid  Descent  into  Italy— Valley  of  the 
Ticino— Ru^ed  Scenery— Southern  Vegetation— Vineyards — Italian  Experiences — 
Junction  with  the  Splugen  Road — Bacchus — On  Lago  Maggiore — ^The  Borromean 
Islea— Landing  in  Lombardy — An  Italian  Landlord — Arrival  at  Milan. 

Leaving  Amstegg,  I  passed  the  whole  day  among  snowy, 
sky -piercing  Alps,  torrents,  chasms  and  clouds  !  The  clouds 
appeared  to  be  breaking  up  as  we  set  out,  and  the  white 
top  of  the  Reussberg  was  now  and  then  visible  in  the  sky. 
Just  above  the  village  are  the  remains  of  Zwing  Uri,  the 
castle  begun  by  the  tyrant  Gessler,  for  the  complete  subju-' 
gation  of  the  canton.  Following  the  Reuss  up  through  a 
narrow  valley,  we  passed  the  Bristen stock,  which  lifts  its 
jagged  crags  nine  thousand  feet  in  the  air,  while  on  the 
other  side  stand  the  snowy  summits  which  lean  towards  the 
Rhone  Glacier  and  St.  Gothard.  From  the  deep  glen 
where  the  Reuss  foamed  down  towards  the  Lake  of  the 
Forest  Cantons,  the  mountains  rose  with  a  majestic  sweep 
so  far  into  the  sky  that  the  brain  grew  dizzy  in  following 
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tlicir  outlines,  Wonds,  clialots,  ami  slopes  of  licrbago 
cnverefl  tlieir  basfis,  wliore  tlm  monntaiii  cattle  and  goats 
were  browsing,  while  the  lierd-boys  sang  tbeir  native  melo- 
dies or  woke  the  ringing  ecboes  witU  tlie  loud,  sweet  sounds 
of  tbeir  wooden  boms ;  bigber  np,  tbe  sides  were  broken 
into  crags  and  covered  witli  stunted  pines  ;  then  succeeded 
a  belt  of  bare  rock  with  a  little  snow  lying  in  tbe  crevices, 
and  tbe  summits  of  dazzling  white  looked  ont  from  the 
clouds  half-way  to  the  zenith.  Sometimes  when  the  vale 
was  filled  with  clouds,  it  was  startling  to  see  them  parting 
around  a  solitary  summit,  apparently  isolated  in  tbe  air  at 
an.  immense  height,  for  tbe  mountain  to  which  it  belonged 
was  hidden  to  the  very  base  ! 

Tiic  road  passed  from  one  side  of  tbe  valley  to  tlie  other, 
crossing  tbe  Roiiss  on  bridges  sometimes  ninety  foot  high. 
After  three  or  four  Iionrs'  walking,  we  reached  a  frightful 
pass  colled  tbe  Scbilllenen.  So  narrow  is  the  detile  that,  be- 
fore reaching  it,  the  road  seemed  to  enter  directly  into  the 
mountain.  Precipices  a  thousand  feet  high  tower  above,  and 
tbe  stream  roars  and  boils  in  tbe  black  depth  below.  The 
road  is  a  wonder  of  art  i  it  winds  around  the  edge  of  horri- 
ble chasms  or  is  earned  on  lofty  arches  across,  with  some- 
times a  hold  apparently  so  frail  that  one  involuntarily  shud- 
ders. At  a  place  called  the  Devil's  Bridge,  tbe  Eeusa  leaps 
about  seventy  feet  in  three  or  four  cascades,  sending  up  a 
continual  cloud  of  spray,  while  a  wind  created  by  the  fall, 
blows  and  whirls  around,  with  a  force  that  nearly  lifts  one 
from  bis  feet. 

Beyond  the  Devil's  Bridge,  the  mountains  which  nearly 
touched  before,  interlock  into  each  other,  and  a  tunnel  three 
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liiin(lrG(5  anil  Bcventy-fivo  feet  long  loads  tlirougli  the  rock 
into  tlie  vale  of  Urseren,  BurrounJed  by  the  Upper  Alps. 
The  little  town  of  Andermatt  lies  in  the  mhldle  of  this  val- 
ley, which,  with  the  peaks  around,  is  covered  witli  short  yel- 
lowish-brown grass.  We  met  near  Amategg  a  little  Itahaii 
boy  walking  homo  from  Germany,  quite  alone  and  without 
money,  for  we  saw  him  give  his  last  hreutzer  to  n  blind  beg- 
gar along  the  road.  AVe  therefore  took  him  with  us,  as  he 
was  afraid  to  cross  the  St.  Gotliard  alone. 

After  TefrCBhlng  onrselves  at  Andermatt,  wo  started,  five 
in  nninher,  including  a  German  student,  for  the  St.  Gothard. 
Behind  tlie  village  of  Ilospiz,  which  stands  at  the  bottom  of 
the  valley  leading  to  Realp  and  tho  Furca  pass,  the  way 
commences  winding  backwards  and  forwards,  higher  and 
higher,  tlirongh  a  valley  covered  viith  rocks,  with  the  mighty 
BumniitB  of  the  Alps  around,  untenanted  save  by  the  chamois 
and  mountain  eagle.  Not  a  tree  was  to  be  soeu.  The  sides 
of  the  mountains  were  covered  with  loose  rocks  waiting  for 
the  next  rain  to  wash  them  down,  and  tho  tops  were  robed 
in  etemal  snow.  A  thick  clond  rolled  over  us  as  we  went 
on,  following  tlie  diminishing  brooks  to  their  snowy  source 
in  the  peak  of  St.  Gothard.  We  cut  off  the  bends  of  the 
road  by  footpaths  up  tho  rocks,  which  we  ascended 
in  single  file,  little  Pietro  with  his  staff  and  bundle 
bringing  up  the  rear.  The  rarefied  air  we  breathed,  seven 
thousand  feet  above  the  sea,  was  like  exhilarating  gas.  We 
felt  no  fatigue,  but  ran  and  shouted  and  threw  snow-balls  in 
the  middle  of  August ! 

After  tlu-ee  hours'  walk  we  reached  the  two  clear  and 
silent  lakes  which  send  their  waters  to  the  Adriatic  and  the 
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Nortli  Svn.  IIe.ro,  an  we  looked  down  on  tlie  Itiilian  side,  tlifl 
sky  liccanio  clear ;  we  saw  tlie  top  of  St.  Gotliard  mauj 
tliouaaud  fiiet  above,  and  Btretcliiiig  to  tlie  south,  the  buiii- 
mits  of  the  mountains  which  guard  the  valea  of  the  Ticino 
and  the  Adda.  The  former  monastery  has  been  turned 
into  an  inn ;  there  is,  however,  a  kind  of  church  attached, 
attended  hy  a  Bingle  monk.  It  was  so  cold  that,  although 
late,  we  determined  to  descend  to  the  first  village.  The 
Italian  side  ia  very  steep,  and  the  road,  called  the  Via 
Triraola,  is  like  a  thread  dropped  down  and  constantly 
doubling  back  upon  itself.  The  deep  chasms  were  filled  with 
snow,  altliougli  exposed  to  the  full  force  of  tho  sun,  and  for 
a  long  distance  there  was  scarcely  a  sign  of  vegetation. 

I  thought,  as  we  went  down,  that  every  step  was  bringing 
me  nearer  to  a  sunnier  land — that  the  glories  of  Italy, 
which  bai)  so  long  lain  in  the  airy  background  of  the  future, 
would  soon  spread  themselves  before  me  in  their  real  or 
imagined  beauty.  Ceaehing  at  dusk  the  last  height  above 
tlic  vale  of  tlie  Ticino,  we  saw  the  littlo  village  of  Airolo, 
with  its  musical  name,  lying  in  a  hollow  of  the  mountains.  A 
few  minutes  of  leaping,  sliding,  and  rolling,  took  us  down 
tliB  grassy  declivity,  and  we  found  we  bad  descended  from 
tlio  top  in  an  liour  and  a  half,  although  the  distance  by 
the  road  is  nine  miles  !  I  need  not  say  bow  glad  we  were 
to  relievo  our  trembling  knees  and  exhausted  limbs.  When 
at  night,  I  looked  out  of  my  chamber- window,  the  silver 
moon  of  Italy  (for  we  fancied  that  her  ligbt  was  softer  and 
that  the  skies  were  already  bluer)  hung  trembling  above  the 
fields  of  snow  that  stretched  in  their  wintry  brilliance  along 
the  mountains  around.    I  heard  tlie  roar  of  the  Ticino  and 


the  deepened  sound  of  falling  cascades,  and  tliouglit,  if  I 
■were  to  take  those  waters  for  nij-  guide,  to  what  glorious 
places  they  would  lead  nie  ! 

We  left  Airolo  early  the  next  morning,  to  continue  our 
journey  down  the  valley  of  the  Ticiuo.  The  mists  and 
cloada  of  Switzerland  were  exchanged  for  a  sky  of  the 
purest  blue,  and  we  felt,  for  the  first  time  in  ten  days, 
uncomfortably  warm.  The  moiratains  which  Sank  the  Alps 
on  this  side,  are  still  giants— lofty  and  hare,  and  covered 
with  snow  in  many  places.  The  limit  of  the  German 
dialect  is  on  the  summit  of  St.  Gothard,  and  the  peasants 
saluted  us  with  a  "  huon  giomo,"  as  tliey  passed.  Thia, 
with  the  cleamcsa  of  the  skies  and  the  warmth  of  the  air, 
made  us  feel  that  Italy  was  growing  nearer. 

On  our  first  day's  journoy  we  passed  through  two  terrific 
moantain  gorges,  almost  equalling  in  grandeur  the  defile  of 
the  "  Devil's  Bndge."  The  Ticino,  in  its  course  to  Lago 
Jlaggiore,  has  to  mako  a  descent  of  nearly  three  thousand 
feet,  passing  through  three  valleys,  which  he  like  terraces, 
one  below  the  other.  In  passing  from  one  to  the  other,  it 
forces  its  way  in  twenty  calaracts  through  a  cleft  in  the 
mountains.  The  road,  constructed  with  the  utmost  labor, 
threads  these  dark  chasms,  sometimes  carried  in  a  tunuel 
throngh  the  rock,  eometimes  passing  on  arches  above  the 
boiling  flood,  I  here  noticed  a  very  beantiful  effect  of  tho 
water,  perhaps  attributable  to  some  mineral  substance  it 
contained.  The  spray  and  foam  thrown  np  in  the  dashing 
of  the  vexed  cuiTont,  was  of  a  light,  delicate  pink,  although 
the  stream  itself  was  a  soft  blue  j  acd  the  contrast  of  those 
two  colors  was  very  rcmaikablc 


As  we  kept  on,  liow 
cliango  in  the  ecenerj. 
tiiQ  niountaina  were  covi 
chestnut  trees,  with  lea 


!vcr,  thci-o  was  a  very  perceptible 
The  gloomy  i)iuQs  disappeared,  and 
red,  iu  their  stead,  with  picturesque 
■cs  of  a  sbining  green.     Tho  grass 


and  vegetation  were  much  more  luxuriant  than  on  llie  other 
side  of  the  Alps,  and  fields  of  maize  and  mulberry  orchards 
covered  the  valiey.  "We  saw  tho  people  busy  at  work  rf,el- 
big  silk  in  the  villages.  Every  mile  we  advanced  made  a 
sensible  change  in  the  vegetation.  The  chestnuts  were  Inrg- 
er,  the  maize  higher,  the  few  straggling  grape-vines  increased 
into  bowers  and  vineyards,  while  the  gardens  were  filled 
with  plum,  pear  and  fig-trees,  and  the  display  of  delicious 
fruit  which  we  saw  in  the  villages,  gave  us  promise  of  (he 
luxuriance  that  was  to  come- 

The  vineyards  arc  much  more  beautiful  than  the  German 
fields  of  stakes.  The  vines  are  not  trimmed,  but  grow  from 
year  to  year  over  a  frame  higher  than  the  liead,  supported 
through  tho  whole  field  nn  stone  pillars.  They  interlace 
and  form  a  complete  leafy  screen,  while  the  clusters  hang 
helow.  The  light  came  dimly  through  the  green,  transpa- 
rent leaves,  and  nothing  was  wanting  to  make  them  real 
bowers  of  Arcadia.  Although  we  were  still  in  Switzerland, 
tho  people  began  to  have  that  lazy,  indolent  look  which 
characterizes  the  Italians ;  most  of  the  occupations  were 
can-ied  on  in  the  open  air,  and  brown-robed,  sandalled  frinra 
were  going  about  from  bouse  to  house,  collecting  money  and 
provisions  for  their  support. 

We  passed  Faido  and  Giomico,  near  which  Insf  village 
are  the  remains  of  an  old  castle,  supposed  to  have  been 
built  by  the  ancient    Uaiils,  aud  stopped  for  the  night  at 


Orcaciano,  which  being  piitirely  Italian,  we  had  an  opportu- 
nity to  put  in  practice  the  few  words  we  bad  picked  up  from 
Pietro.  The  little  fellow  had  parted  from  us  with  regret  a 
few  hours  before,  at  Blaaco,  where  he  had  relations.  The 
rustic  landlord  at  Crcsciano  was  an  honeat  young  fellow, 
who  tried  to  serve  us  as  well  aa  he  could,  but  we  made  some 
ludicrous  mistakes  through  our  ignorance  of  the  language. 

Three  hours'  walk  brought  us  to  Bellinzona,  the  capital 
of  the  canton.  Before  reaching  it,  our  i-oad  joined  that  of 
the  Spliigen  which  comes  down  through  the  valley  of 
Bernardino.  From  the  bridge  where  the  junction  takes 
place  we  had  a  triple  view,  the  grandeur  of  which  took  me 
by  surprise,  even  after  coming  from  Switzerland.  We  stood 
at  tlie  union  of  three  valleys — that  leading  to  St.  Gothnrd, 
terminated  by  the  glaciers  of  the  Bernese  Oberland,  that 
running  off  oblicjuely  to  the  Spliigen,  and  finally  the  broad 
vale  of  the  Ticino,  extending  to  Lago  ITaggiore,  whose  pur- 
ple mountaina  closed  the  vista.  Each  valley  waa  perhaps 
two  miles  broad  and  from  twenty  to  thirty  long,  and  tlio 
monntains  that  inclosed  them  from  five  to  seven  thousand 
feet  in  height,  so  yott  may  perhaps  form  some  idea  what  a 
view  down  three  such  avenue  a  in  this  Alpine  temple 
would  he. 

Wo  left  Bellinzona  at  noon,  and  saw,  soon  after,  from  an 
eminence,  the  blue  line  of  Lago  Maggiore  slrelchod  across 
the  bottom  of  the  valley.  We  saw  sunset  fade  away  over 
the  lake,  but  it  was  clouded,  and  did  not  realize  my  idc.^l  of 
such  a  scene  in  Italy.  A  band  of  wild  Italians  paraded  up 
and  down  the  village,  drawing  ono  of  tlieir  number  in  a  hand- 
cart.    They  made  a  great  noiae  with  a  drum  and  trumpet. 


and  were  received  overywliere  ivitli  sliDUtH  uf  laughter.  A 
great  jug  of  wiue  was  not  wanting,  aiul  llie  whole  seemed 
to  mo  a  very  characteristic  scone 

"We  were  early  awakened  at  Magadino,  at  the  head  of 
Lago  Maggiorc,  and  after  swallowing  a  basty  breakfast,  went 
on  board  the  steamboat  "  San  Carlo,"  for  Sesto  Ciilende.  We 
got  uiider  way  at  six  o'clock,  and  wove  soon  in  motion  over 
the  crystal  mirror.  The  water  ia  of  the  loveliest  green  hue, 
and  so  transparent  that  we  seemed  to  bo  floating  in  mid-air. 
Another  heaven  arcbod  far  below  us ;  other  chains  of  moun- 
tains joined  their  baaes  to  those  which  surrounded  the  lake, 
and  the  mirrored  cascades  leaped  upward  to  meet  their  ori- 
ginals at  the  surface.  It  may  bo  because  I  have  seen  it  more 
recently,  that  the  water  of  Lago  Maggiore  appears  to  me  the 
most  beautiful  in  the  world.  I  was  delighted  with  the 
Scotch  lakes, and  enraptured  with  the Traunsee  and"  Zurich's 
waters,"  but  this  last  exceeds  them  both.  I  am  now  incapa- 
ble of  any  stronger  feeling,  uiitil  I  see  the  Egean  from  the 
Grecian  Isles. 

The  morning  was  cloudy,  and  the  white  wreaths  hung  low 
on  the  mountaius,  wliose  rocky  sides  were  covered  every 
where  with  t!io  rank  and  luxuriant  growth  of  this  climate. 
As  we  advanced  further  over  this  glorious  mirror,  the  housea 
became  more  Italian-like ;  the  lower  stories  rested  on  arched 
passages,  and  the  windows  were  open,  without  glass,  while 
in  the  gardeiis  stood  the  solemn,  graceful  cypress,  and  vines, 
heavy  with  ripening  grapes,  hung  from  bough  to  bough 
through  the  mulberry  orchards.  Half-way  down,  in  a  broad 
bay,  which  receives  the  waters  of  a  stream  that  descends 
with  the  Simplon,  are  the  celebrated  Borromcan  Islands. 


Tliey  arc  four  in  number,  and  eecm  to  fiiiat  like  fairy  crea- 
tions on  the  water,  while  the  \oftj  liills  form  a  background 
whose  grandeur  enhances  by  contrast  their  exquisite  beauty. 

On  passing  by  Isola  Mailre,  we  could  see  the  roscB  in  its 
terraced  gardens  and  the  broad-leaved  aloes  clinging  to  the 
rocks.  Isola  Bella,  the  loveliest  of  them  all,  as  its  name 
denotes,  was  farther  off;  it  rose  like  a  pyramid  from  the 
water,  terrace  above  terrace  to  the  smnntit,  and  its  gardens 
of  ne^'cr  fading  foliage,  with  the  glorious  panorama  around, 
might  make  it  a  paradise,  if  life  were  to  ho  dreamed  away. 
On  the  uorthem  side  of  the  hay  lies  a  large  town  with  a  lofty 
Romanesque  tower,  and  noble  mountains  sweep  ai-ound  as 
if  to  shut  out  the  world  from  such  a  scene.  The  lake  was 
perfectly  calm,  and  groves  and  gardens  slept  mirrored  in  the 
dark  green  wave,  while  the  Alps  rose  afar  through  the  dim, 
cloudy  air.  Towards  the  other  end  the  hills  sink  lower,  and 
slope  off  into  the  plains  of  Lombardy.  Near  Arena,  on  the 
western  side,  is  a  large  monastery,  overlooking  the  lower 
part  of  the  lake.  Beside  it,  on  a  hill,  is  a  colossal  statue  of 
San  Carlo  Borromeo,  who  gave  his  name  to  the  lovely  islands 
above. 

After  a  seven  hours'  passage,  we  ran  into  Sesto  Calende, 
at  the  foot  of  the  lake.  Hero  passengers  and  baggage  were 
tumbled  promiscuously  on  shore,  the  latter  gathered  into  the 
office  to  be  examined,  and  the  former  left  at  liberty  to  ram- 
ble about  an  hour  until  their  passports  could  he  signed.  Wo 
employed  the  time  in  trying  the  flavor  of  the  grapes  and 
peaches  of  Ijombardy,  and  in  looking  at  the  groups  of  tra- 
vellers who  had  come  down  from  the  Alps  with  the  ainiual 
avalanche  at  this  season.      The  cnstom-house  officers  wcro 
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estreniclj"  civil  and  oLliging,  as  they  dill  not  tliink  neceasary 
to  exauiino  our  kuap sacks,  and  our  passports  beiug  soou  signed, 
we  were  at  liberty  to  enter  again  into  tlie  dominions  of  his 
Majesty  of  Austria.  Our  companion,  tlie  German,  whose 
feet  could  carry  him  no  further,  took  a  seat  on  the  top  of  a 
diligence  for  Milan ;  we  left  Sesto  Calendo  on  foot,  and 
plnnged  into  the  cloud  of  dust  which  was  whirling  towards 
the  capital  of  Korthem  Italy. 

Wc  spent  tlie  night  at  Ihe  little  village  of  Caslna,  abont 
sisteen  miles  from  Milan,  and  liere  made  our  first  experience 
of  the  Louesty  of  Italian  inns.  Wo  liad  taken  the  precaution 
to  inquire  faoforcUand  the  price  of  a  bed  ;  but  it  seemed  un- 
necessary and  unpleasant,  as  well  aa  eyincing  a  mistrustful 
spirit,  to  do  tlie  same  with  every  article  we  asked  for,  so  we 
decided  to  leave  it  to  the  host's  conscience  not  to  overcharge 
U9  Imagine  our  astonishment,  however,  when  at  starting, 
a  hill  was  presented  to  ns,  in  which  the  smallest  articles 
were  set  down  at  three  or  four  times  their  value.  We  re- 
moi'strated,  but  to  Lttle  purpose ;  the  fellow  knew  scarcely 
any  yrencli,  and  wc  as  little  Italian,  so  rather  than  lose  time 
and  temper,  we  paid  what  he  demanded  and  went  on,  leav- 
ing him  to  laugh  at  the  successful  imposition. 

About  noon,  the  road  turned  Into  a  broad  and  beautiful 
avenue  of  poplars,  down  which  we  saw  at  a  distance,  the 
triumphal  arch  terminating  the  Simplon  road,  which  wo  had 
followed  from  Sesto  Calendo.  Beyond  it  rose  the  slight  and 
airy  pinnacle  of  the  Duomo.  We  passed  by  the  extjuisite 
structure,  gave  up  our  passports  at  the  gates,  traversed  the 
broad  Piazza  d' Armi,  and  found  ourselves  at  liberty  to  choose 
one  of  the  dozen  streets  that  led  into  the  hcitrt  of  the  city. 
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The  Streets  of  Milan— The  Duomo— Its  Interior— Art  based  on  Nature— Italian 
Priestcraft— The  Arch  of  Peace— Financial  Distress— Eolioved  by  a  German 
Lawyer— Thunder  Storms— Lions  in  Pavia— Crossing  the  Po — Magnificent  View 
of  the  Alps— The  Second  Day's  Travel— An  Italian  Sunset— A  Pinta  of  Wine— 
Morning— Pilgrim  Travel— First  View  of  the  Mediterranean— The  Descent  to 
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While  seeking  our  way  at  random  to  tlie  "  Pension  Suisse," 
whither  we  had  been  directed  bj  a  German  gentleman,  wo 
were  agreeably  impressed  with  the  gaiety  and  bustle  of 
Milan.  The  shops  and  stores  are  all  open  to  the  street,  so 
that  the  city  resembles  a  great  bazaar.  It  was  odd  to  sec 
blacksmiths,  tailors,  and  shoemakers,  working  unconcernedly 
in  the  open  air,  with  crowds  continually  passing  before  them. 
The  streets  are  filled  with  venders  of  fruit,  who  call  out  the 
names  with  a  long,  distressing  cry,  like  that  of  a  person 
in  great  agony.  Organ-grinders  parade  constantly  about, 
and  snatches  of  song  are  heard  among  the  gay  crowd,  on 
every  side. 


In  tills  lively,  noisy  Italian  city,  nearly  all  tlicre  is  ta  spo 
may  Lo  comprised  in  four  tilings  ;  the  Duomo,  the  triumplial 
nrcli  over  tlio  Simplon,  La  Scala,  and  tlio  Picture  Gallery. 
The  first  alone  is  more  interesting  tlian  many  an  entire 
city.  It  stands  in  an  irregular  open  place,  closely  hemmed 
ill  by  houses  ou  two  sides,  so  tliat  it  cau  be  seen  to  advan- 
tage from  only  one  point.  It  is  a  mixture  of  the  Gothic  and 
RomanosfLue  Btyles ;  the  body  of  the  structure  is  entirely 
covered  with  statues  and  richly  wrought  sculpture,  with 
needle-like,  spires  of  white  marble  rising  up  from  every 
coraer.  But  of  the  exquisite,  airy  look  of  the  whole  mass, 
nltliougli  so  solid  and  vast,  it  is  impossible  to  convey  an 
idea.  It  resombleB  some  fabric  of  frost-work  which  winter 
traces  on  the  window  panes. 

Ascending  the  marble  stops  which  lead  to  the  front,  I 
lifted  the  folds  of  the  heavy  curtain  and  entered.  What  a 
glorious  aisle  !  Tho  mighty  pillars  support  a  magnificent 
arched,  ceiling,  painted  to  resemble  fretnork,  and  the  little 
light  that  falls  through  the  small  windows  above,  enters 
tinged  with  a  dim  golden  hue.  A  feeling  of  solemn  awe 
comes  over  one  as  he  steps  with  a  hushed  tread  along  the 
colored  marble  floor,  and  measuroB  the  massive  columns 
until  tbey  blend  with  the  gorgeous  orchea  above.  There 
are  four  rows  of  these,  nearly  fifty  in  all,  and  when  I  state 
that  they  are  eight  feet  in  diameter,  and  sixty  or  seventy  in 
height,  some  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  grandeur  of  the 
building.  The  Duomo  is  not  yet  entirely  finished,  the 
workmen  being  still  employed  in  various  parts,  but  it  is  said 
that,  when  completed,  there  will  be  four  thousand  statues 
on  different  parts  of  it. 


Tlie  design  of  tlio  Duomo  !s  anid  to  be  taken  from  Monto 
Hosa,  one  of  the  loftiest  peaks  of  the  Alps.  Its  hundreds 
of  seulpfured  pinnacles,  rising  from  every  part  of  the  body 
of  the  chnrch,  certainly  bear  a  striking  resemblance  to  the 
splintered  ice-crngs  of  Savoy.  Thns  we  see  Low  Art, 
mighty  and  endless  in  her  forms  though  slio  be,  is  in  every- 
thing but  the  child  of  Nature.  Her  diviaest  conceptions  are 
but  copies  of  olijects  which  we  beliold  every  day.  The 
faultless  beauty  of  the  Corinthian  capital — tho  springing 
and  intermingling  arclios  of  the  Gothic  male — the  pillared 
portico  or  the  massive  and  sky-piercing  pyramid — are  but 
attempts  at  reproducing,  by  the  studied  regularity  of  Art, 
the  ever-varied  and  ever-beantiful  forms  of  monntnin,  rock 
and  forest.  But  there  is  oftentimes  a.  more  thrilling  sensa- 
tion of  enjoyment  produced  by  the  creation  of  man's  hand 
and  intellupt  than  the  grander  effects  of  Nature,  existing 
constantly  before  our  eyes.  It  would  seem  as  if  man  mar- 
velled move  at  his  own  work  than  at  the  «-ork  of  the  Power 
wliicL  created  him. 

The  streets  of  Milan  abound  with  priests  in  their  cocked 
hats  and  long  bla<:k  robes.  No  sight  lately  has  saddened 
mo  so  much  as  to  see  a  bright,  beautiful  hoy,  of  twelve  or 
thirteen  years,  in  those  g'loomy  gnmients.  Poor  child  !  ho 
little  knows  now  what  ho  may  have  to  endure.  A.  lonely, 
cheerless  life,  where  every  aitection  must  bo  crushed  as  un- 
holy, and  every  pleasure  denied  as  a  crime  !  And  I  knew 
by  his  fair  brow  and  tender  lip,  that  he  had  a  warm  and 
loving  heart.  It  is  moumftil  to  see  a  people  oppressed  in 
the  name  of  religion.  Immense  troasares,  wrung  drop  hy 
drop  from  the  credulity  of  the  poor  and  ignorant,  are  made 


nse  of  to  iiiiiii])ev  tlic  luxury  of  those  wljo  profcsg  to  be 
mediators  between  man  and  the  Deity.  The  jioor  wretcli 
may  perish  of  starvation  on  n  floor  of  precious  mosaic  wliich 
perhaps  his  own  pittance  has  helped  to  form,  while  ceilings 
and  shrines  of  inlaid  gold  mock  his  dying  eye  with  their 
nseless  splendor.  Such  n  system  of  oppression,  disguised 
under  the  holiest  name,  can  only  be  enstained  hy  the  con- 
tinuance of  ignorance  and  blind  superstition.  Knowledge^ 
Tmtb — Ueaaon — these  are  the  ramparts  which  Liberty 
throws  up  to  guard  her  dominions  from  usurpation. 

Nest  to  the  Duomo,  the  most  beautiful  specimen  of  archi- 
tecture In  Milan  is  the  Arch  of  Peace  on  the  northern  side 
of  the  city,  at  the  termination  of  the  Simplon  Road.  It  was 
the  intention  of  Napoleon  to  carry  tlie  road  under  this 
arch,  across  the  Piazza  d'Arini,  and  to  cut  a  way  for  it  direct- 
ly into  tlie  heart  of  the  city,  but  the  fall  of  bis  dynasty  pre- 
vented the  execution  of  this  magnificent  design,  as  well  as 
flio  completion  of  the  nrcli  itself.  This  has  been  done  hy 
the  Austrian  goveniuieut,  according  to  the  original  plan ; 
but  tbey  have  inscribed  upon  it  the  name  of  JTraneia  I.,  and 
clianged  the  bas-reliefs  of  Lodi  and  Marengo  into  those  of 
fields  where  their  forces  had  gained  the  victory.  It  is  even 
said  that  in  many  parts  whicb  were  already  finished,  they 
altered  the  splendid  Koman  profile  of  Napoleon  into  the  hag- 
gard fentures  of  Francis  of  Austria. 

The  bronze  statues  on  the  top  were  made  by  an  artist  of 
Bologna,  by  Napoleon's  order,  and  are  said  to  be  among  the 
finest  works  of  modern  times.  In  tlie  centre  ia  the  goddess 
of  Pence,  in  a  triumphal  car,  drawn  by  six  horses,  while  on 
the  comers  four  angels,  mounted,  are  setting  out  to  convey 


tlie  tiilings  to  tlie  four  quarters  of  the  globe.  The  artist  has 
caught  thn  Kpirit  of  motion  and  eliaincd  it  in  these  moveless 
figures.  One  would  hardly  feel  surprised  if  the  goddess, 
chariot,  horses  and  all,  were  to  start  and  rol!  away  through 
the  air. 

We  saw  the  opera  of  William  Tell  at  La  Seala.  visited 
the  famous  Picture  Gallery  in  the  Palazzo  Ciabrera,  and  after 
a  stay  of  two  days,  were  ready  (o  continue  our  journey,  but 
for  one  very  diKagi-eeahla  circumstance.  Nearly  all  our 
funds  were  contained  in  a  draft  on  a  Sason  merchant  in 


Leghorn,  which  was  n 
ceive  at  Heidelberg  : 

promised  to  send  us, 
pockets  to  pay  our  b; 
companion  had  gone 
and  we  knew  no  one 
"We  racked  our  brain 


eless  in  Milan  ;  we  liad  failed  to  rc- 
Bum  which  onr  host  in  Frankfort 

I  and  there  was  barely  enongh  in  our 

II  at  the  Pension  Suisse.     Onr  German 
off  to  Como,  on  his  way  homeward, 

in  the  city.  What  was  to  ho  done  1 
I  to  find  some  expedient,  hut  without 
success,  wlicn,  on  coming  ont  of  the  Duomo  oiio  afternoon, 
WQ  eneonntered  Mittermaier,  the  distinguished  Law  Profes- 
sor in  the  University  of  Heidelberg,  witli  \;hom  my  cousin 
waB  slightly  acquainted.      Jt  was  a  hold  undertaking  to  ask 

assistance  of  such  a  man,  but  F resolved  to  do  it,  and 

accordingly  visited  him  in  the  evening  at  his  hotel.  Herr 
Mittermaier  was  no  doubt  accustomed  to  applications  of  the 
kind,  and  very  likely  lis  confidence  had  often  been  abused, 
for  he  showed  gre^it  reluctance,  but  finally  consented,  with  a 
bad  grace,  lo  advance  two  napoleons,  to  ho  repaid  in  Heidel- 
berg, at  the  commencement  of  the  nest  University  term. 

We  shared  thoroughly  in  F 's  mortification  and  wounded 

prido  when  he  returned  to  us,  and  resolved  to  undergo  ai 


»82  TIBWB   A-irOOT. 

thing  but  sturvation  bi'foro  itskiiig  a  similar  favor  oF  nnyono 
again.  We  paid  our  bill  the  same  night,  and  in  order  to 
make  our  slender  store  last  as  long  as  possible,  arose  at  dawn 
and  set  out  on  foot  for  Genoa. 

Once  fairly  outside  of  the  city  we  took  the  road  to  Pavia, 
along  the  banks  of  the  canal,  jnst  as  the  rising  sun  gilded 
the  mai-hlo  spire  of  the  Dnoino,  The  country  was  a  perfect 
level,  and  the  canni,  which  was  in  many  places  higher  than 
the  land  through  which  it  passed,  served  also  as  a  means  of 
irrigation  for  the  many  rice-fields.  The  sky  grew  cloudy 
and  dark,  and  before  we  reached  Pavia  gathered  to  a  heavy 
storm.  Torrents  of  rain  poured  down,  accompanied  with 
heavy  thunder;  we  crept  under  an  old  gateway  for  shelter, 
as  no  house  was  near.  Finally,  as  the  clouds  cleared  away, 
the  square  brown  towers  of  the  old  city  rose  above  the  trees, 
and  wo  entered  the  gate  througli  a  fine  shaded  avenue.  Our 
passports  were  of  course  demanded,  but  we  were  only  de- 
tained a  minute  or  two.  The  only  thing  of  interest  is  the 
University,  formerly  so  celebrated  ;  it  has  at  present  about 
eight  hundred  students. 

We  have  reason  to  remember  the  city  from  another  circum- 
stance— the  singular  attention  we  excited.  I  doubt  if 
Columbus  was  an  object  of  greater  curiosity  to  the  simple 
natives  of  the  new  world,  than  we  three  Americans  were  to 
the  good  people  of  Pavia.  I  know  not  what  part  of  our 
dress  or  appearance  could  have  caused  it,  but  we  were 
watched  like  wild  animals.  If  we  happened  to  pause  and 
look  at  anything  in  the  street,  there  was  soon  a  crowd  of 
attentive  ohscz-vers,  and  as  wo  passed  on,  every  door  and 
window  was  full  of  heads.    We  stopped  in  the  markot-plaee 
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to  purcliase  some  breail  and  fruit  for  dinner,  whieli  increased, 
if  possible,  the  Beusation.  We  saw  eyes  staring  and  iingera 
pointing  at  us  from  every  door  aud  alley,  I  am  generally 
willing  to  contribute  as  much  as  possible  to  tlie  amusement 
or  entertainment  of  otLcrs,  but  such  attention  was  absolutely 
embarrassing.  There  was  notliing  to  do  but  to  appear 
unconscious  of  it,  and  wo  went  along  with  as  much  noncha- 
lance as  if  the  whole  town  belonged  to  us. 

We  crossed  the  Ticino,  on  whose  banks  near  Pavia,  was 
fought  the  first  great  battle  between  llannibal  aud  the 
Romans.  On  the  other  sido  our  passports  were  demanded 
at  the  Sardinian  frontier  aud  our  knapsacks  searched,  which 
having  proved  satisfactory,  we  were  allowed  to  enter  the 
kingdom.  Lato  in  the  alleriioou  wo  reached  the  Po,  which 
in  wiutcr  must  be  a  quarter  of  a  mile  wide,  hut  the  summer 
Leats  had  dried  it  up  to  a  small  stream,  so  that  the  bridge  of 
boats  rested  nearly  its  whole  length  in  sand.  We  sat  on  the 
bank  in  the  shade,  and  looked  at  the  chain  of  hills  which 
rose  in  the  soutb,  following  the  course  of  the  Po,  crowned 
with  castles  and  villages  and  shining  towers.  It  was  liere 
that  I  first  began  to  realize  Italian  scenery.  Although  the 
hills  wore  bare,  they  lay  so  warm  and  glowing  in  the  sun- 
shine, and  the  deep  blue  sky  spread  so  calmly  above,  that  it 
recalled  all  my  dreams  of  the  fair  land  we  had  entered. 

We  stopped  for  tho  night  at  the  little  village  of  Casteggio, 
wliich  lies  at  the  foot  of  tho  hills,  and  nest  morning  resumed 
our  pilgrimage.  Ilere  a  now  delight  awaited  ns.  The  sky 
was  of  a  heavenly  blue,  without  even  the  shadow  of  a  cloud, 
anil  full  and  fair  in  the  morning  sunshine  wo  could  see  the 
whole  range  of  the  Alps,  from  the  blue  hills  of  Friuli,  which 
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sweep  down  to  Venice  and  the  Adriatic,  to  the  lofty  peaks 
which  Btrctch  away  to  Nice  and  Marseilles  !  Like  a  Buinmer 
cloud,  except  that  they  were  far  more  dazzling  and  glorious, 
lay  to  the  north  of  ua  the  glaciers  and  untrodden  snow-fieldB 
of  the  Berueso  Oherland ;  a  little  to  the  right  we  saw  the 
double  peak  of  St.  Gothard,  where  six  dsya  hefore  we  bUi- 
vored  in  the  re^on  of  eternal  winter,  while  far  to  the  north- 
west rose  the  giant  dome  of  Mont  Blanc,  Monte  Rosa  stood 
near  him,  not  far  from  the  Great  St.  Bernard,  and  further  to 
the  south  Mont  Cenis  guarded  the  entrance  from  Piedmont 
into  France.  I  leave  the  reader  to  conceive  the  majesty  of 
such  a  scene,  and  he  may  perhaps  imagine,  for  I  cannot  do- 
Bcribe,  the  feelings  with  which  I  gazed  upon  it. 

At  Tortona,  the  next  post,  a  great  market  was  being  held ; 
the  town  was  filled  with  country  people  selling  their  produce, 
and  with  Tenders  of  wares  of  all  kinds.  Fruit  was  very 
plentiful — grapes,  ripe  figs,  peaches  and  melons  were  abun- 
dant, and  for  a  trifle  one  could  pnrchase  a  sumptuous  ban- 
q^uet.  On  inquiring  the  road  to  Novi,  the  people  made  us 
understand,  after  much  difficulty,  that  there  was  a  nearer 
way  across  the  country,  which  came  into  the  post-road  again, 
and  we  agreed  to  take  it.  After  two  or  three  hours'  walk- 
ing in  a  burning  sun,  where  our  only  relief  was  the  sight  of 
the  Alps  and  a  view  of  the  battle-field  of  Marengo,  which  lay 
just  on  our  right,  we  came  to  a  stand — the  road  terminated 
at  a  large  stream,  where  workmen  were  busily  engaged  in 
making  a  bridge  across.  We  pulled  off  our  boots  and 
waded  through,  took  a  refreshing  bath  in  the  clear  waters, 
and  walked  on  through  by-lanes.  The  sides  were  lined 
with  luxuriant  vines,  bending  under  the  ripening  vintage. 


and  we  often  tooled  our  thirst  with  some  of  the  rich 
bundles. 

Tho  large  branch  of  the  Po  we  crossed,  came  down  from 
the  mountains,  which  we  were  approaching.  As  we  reached 
the  post-road  again,  they  were  glowing  in  the  last  rays  of  the 
sun,  and  the  evening  vapors  that  settled  over  the  plain  con- 
cealed the  distant  Alps,  althongh  tho  snowy  top  of  the  Jung, 
frau  and  her  companions  the  Wetterhorn  and  Schreckborn. 
rose  ahove  it  like  the  hills  of  another  world.  A  castle  or 
church  of  brilliant  white  marble  glittered  on  the  summit  of 
one  of  tho  monntains  near  us,  and  as  the  sun  went  down 
without  a  cloud,  the  distant  peaks  changed  in  hue  to  a  glowing 
purple,  amounting  almost  to  crimson,  wliich  afterwards  dark- 
ened into  a  deep  violet.  The  western  haif  of  the  sky  was 
of  a  pale  orange,  and  the  eastern  a  dark  roso-color,  which 
blended  together  in  tho  blue  of  the  zenith,  that  deepened  as 
twilight  came  on. 

We  stopped  the  second  night  at  Arquato,  a  little  villaga 
among  the  monutauis.  and  aiter  having  bargained  with  tlio 
merry  landlord  for  our  lodgings,  in  broken  Italian,  took  a  last 
look  at  the  plains  of  Piedmont  and  the  Swiss  Alps,  in  tho 
growing  twilight.  On  ordering  our  supper,  the  landlord 
asked  whether  we  would  have  a  pinta  of  wine.  In  our  igno- 
rance of  Italian  we  supposed  that  a  pinla  of  conrse  meant 
a  pint,  and  on  learning  that  it  cost  about  seven  cents,  sup- 
posed that  tho  wino  must  be  very  good.  But  the  pinta 
proved  to  be  three  quarts  at  least,  and  we  drank  the  whole 
of  it  (having  paid  for  it)  without  exhilaration.  We  gazed 
ont  on  the  darkening  scene  until  the  sky  was  studded  with 
stars,  and  went  to  rest  with  the  exciting  thought  of  seeing 
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Genoa  nnd  tiie  MeJitp.rraiiean  on  the  morrow.  Next  mom. 
ing  we  stitrtcd  oiirly,  and  ailer  walking  boiiib  distatics  made 
our  breakfast  in  a  grove  of  chestnuts,  on  the  coo!  mountain 
side,  bexide  a  fresh  stream  of  water.  The  sky  shone  like  a 
polished  gem,  and  tbe  glossy  leaves  of  the  cbestnuls  gleamed 
in  the  morning  aun.  Here  and  there,  on  a  rocky  height, 
stood  the  remains  of  somo  knightly  castlo,  telling  of  the  Gotba 
and  Normans  who  descended  through  these  moontaia  passes 
to  plunder  Kome. 

As  the  sun  grew  high,  the  heat  and  dust  became  iatolera- 
lilo,  and  this,  in  connection  with  the  attention  we  raised 
everywhere,  made  ua  somewhat  tired  of  foot -travelling  in 
Italy.  I  verily  believe  the  people  took  us  for  pilgrims  on 
account  of  onr  loMg  white  blouses,  aud  had  X  a  scallop  shell 
I  would  certainly  have  stuck  it  into  my  hat  to  complete  the 
appearance-  We  stopped  once  to  ask  a  priest  about  the 
road,  and  when  he  had  told  us,  he  shook  hands  with  us  and 
gave  us  a  parting  benediction.  At  the  common  inns,  where 
we  stopped,  we  always  met  with  civil  treatment,  though,  in- 
deed, as  we  only  slept  in  them,  there  was  liltle  chance  of 
practising  imposition.  Wb  bought  our  simple  meals  at  the 
baker's  and  grocer's,  and  ate  them  in  the  shade  of  tbe  grape 
bowers,  whose  rich  clusters  added  to  the  repast.  In  this 
manner,  we  enjoyed  Italy  at  the  expense  of  a  franc 
daily. 

About  noon,  after  winding  about  through  the  narrow  de- 
filea,  the  road  began  ascending.  The  reflected  heat  from 
the  hills  on  each  side  made  it  like  an  oven ;  there  was  not 
a  breath  of  air  stirring  ;  but  wo  all  felt,  although  no  one  said 
it,  that  from  the  summit  wo  should  eoe  the  Mediterranean, 
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and  we  pitslie.d  on  as  if  lirp,  or  dcntli  depended  on  it. 
Finally,  the  liigheat  point  caine  in  Bight — we  redotihleil  our 
exertions,  and  a  few  minutes  moro  brought  ub  to  the  top, 
breathless  with  fatigue  and  expectation.  I  glanced  down 
the  other  eide,  and  a  confusion  of  barren  mountains  lay  be- 
fore me  ;  the  farthest  peaks  rose  np  afar  and  dim,  crowned 
with  wh'totowers,  and  hetwctn  two  of  them  which  stood  apart, 
like  the  pillars  of  a  gateway,  we  saw  the  broad  espanso  of 
blue  water  stretcLing  away  to  the  horizon  ! 

It  wonld  have  been  a  thrilling  delight  to  see  any  ocean, 
when  one  has  rambled  thousands  of  miles  among  the  mouii' 
tains  and  vales  of  the  inland,  but  to  heboid  this  sea,  of  all 
others,  was  glorious  indeed  !  This  sea,  wliose  waves  wash 
the  feet  of  Naples,  Constantinople  and  Alexandria,  and 
break  on  tho  hoary  shores  where  Troy  and  Tyre  and  Car- 
thage have  mouldered  away — whose  breast  has  been  fur- 
rowed by  the  keels  of  a  hundred  nations  through  more  thau 
forty  centuries,  from  the  first  rude  voyage  of  Jason  and  his 
Argonauts  to  the  thunders  of  Navarino  that  heralded  the 
aecoud  hirth  of  Urcece  !  You  canuot  wonder  that  we  grew 
romantic ;  but  short  space  was  left  for  sentiment  in  tho 
burning  sun,  wiili  Genoa  to  be  reached  before  night.  The 
mountain  wc  crossed  is  called  the  Bochetta,  one  of  tlio 
loftiest  of  the  sea-Alps  (or  Appeninea).  The  road  winds 
steeply  down  towards  the  sea,  following  a  broad  mountain 
rivulet,  now  dried  up,  as  is  nearly  every  stream  among  the 
monntaiuB.  It  was  a  long  way  to  us  ;  the  mountains  seem- 
ed as  if  they  would  never  unfold  and  let  us  out  on  tho 
shore,  and  oar  weary  Kmbs  did  penance  enough  for  a  mnlti- 
tude  of  sins.     T!ic  dusk  was  beginning  to  deepen  over  the 
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bay,  and  the  purple  hues  of  sunset  were  dying  away  from 
its  amphitheatre  of  hills,  as  we  came  in  sight  of  the  gorge- 
ous city.  Half  the  population  were  out  to  celebrate  a  fes- 
tival, and  we  made  our  entry  in  the  triumphal  procession  of 
some  saint. 


CHAPTER    XXXII. 

SCENES     IN     GENOA,     LEGHORN,     AND     PISA. 

Genoa  at  Snnset — Appearance  of  the  City — A  Bcligious  Procession— Another 
Financial  Difficulty— Embarking  for  Leghorn- A  Night  at  Sea—  Morning  in  Tus- 
cany—Landing— A  Polyglott  Population— The  Ardenza— Criminals  at  Work — My 
Comrades  Relieved— Approach  to  Pisa — The  City— The  Leaning  Tower— The 
Echo  in  the  Baptistery— The  Campo  Santo— A  Vetturino  fur  Florence— An 
Italian  Companion — ^Night-Journey  in  the  Bain — Florence  at  Last 

Has  the  reader  ever  seen  some  grand  painting  of  a  city, 
rising  with  its  domes  and  towers  and  palaces  from  the  edge 
of  a  glorious  bay,  shut  in  by  mountains — the  whole  scene 
clad  in  those  deep,  delicious,  sunny  hues,  which  we  admire 
so  much  in  the  picture,  although  they  appear  unrealized  in 
Nature?  If  so,  he  can  figure  to  himself  Genoa,  as  she 
appeared  to  us  at  sunset,  from  the  battlements  west  of  the 
city.  When  we  had  passed  through  the  gloomy  gate  of  the 
fortress  that  guards  the  western  promontory,  the  whole 
scene  opened  on  us  at  once  iu'all  its  majesty.  The  battle- 
ments where  we  were  standing,  and  the  blue  mirror  of  the 
Mediterranean  just  below,  with  a  few  vessels  moored  near  the 
shore,  made  up  the  foreground  ;  just  in  front  lay  the  queenly 


citj,  sti'otdiing  out  to  the  eaEtGni  point  of  tlic  bay,  like  a 
great  meteor — tjiis  point,  crowned  with  the  towers  and 
dome  of  a  cathedral,  representing  the  nucleus,  while  the  tail 
gradually  widened  out  and  was  lost  among  tho  nnmberless 
villas  that  reached  to  the  top  of  the  mountains  behind.  Aa 
wo  gazed,  a  purple  glow  lay  on  the  hosom  of  the  sea,  while 
'far  beyond  the  city,  the  eaBtem  half  of  the  mountain  cres- 
cent around  the  gulf  was  tinted  with  tho  loveliest  hue  of 
orange.  The  impressiona  which  one  derives  from  looking 
on  remarkable  scenery  depend,  for  much  of  their  effect,  on 
the  time  and  weather.  I  have  been  very  fortnnate  in  this 
respect  in  two  instances,  and  simll  carry  with  me  through 
life,  two  glorious  pictures  of  a  very  different  character — the 
wild  sublimity  of  the  Brockcn  in  cloud  and  storm,  and  the 
Eplendor  of  Genoa  in  an  Italian  sunset. 

Genoa  has  been  called  the  "  city  of  palaces,"  and  it  well 
deserves  the  appellation.  Row  above  row  of  magtiificont 
structures  rise  amid  gardens  along  the  side  of  the  hills,  and 
many  of  the  streets,  though  naiTOW  and  crooked,  are  lined 
entirely  with  the  splendid  dwellings  of  the  Genoese  nobles. 
All  these  speak  of  tho  republic  in  its  days  of  wealth  and 
power,  when  it  could  i;ope  successfully  with  Veuice,  and 
Doria  could  threaten  fo  bridle  the  horses  of  St.  JIark.  At 
present  its  condition  is  fai  different ;  although  not  so  fallen 
as  its  rival,  it  is  but  a  shadow  of  its  former  self. 

We  entered  Genoa,  as  I  have  already  said,  in  a  religious 
procession.  On  passing  the  gate  wo  saw  from  the  concourse 
of  people  and  the  many  banners  han^ng  from  the  windows 
or  floating  across  the  streets,  that  it  was  the  day  of  afi-sla. 
Before  entering  the  city  wo  reached  tho  procession  itself, 


wliicli  wiiB  one  of  unusual  solemnity.  As  it  was  impossible 
in  the  dense  crowd  to  pasB  it,  we  straggled  tbrougli  until  we 
reacbed  a  good  point  for  seeing  tLe  wbole,  and  bIowIj-  moved 
on  witii  it  tLrougL  tlie  city.  First  went  a  company  of  boys 
in  white  robes ;  tben  followed  a  body  of  friars,  dressed  in 
long  black  cassocks,  and  with  sbaven  crowns  ;  then  a  com- 
pany of  soldiers  with  a  hand  of  music  ;  then  a  body  of  nuns, 
wrapped  from  bead  to  foot  in  blue  robes,  and  chanting  in  a. 
low  voice ;  then  followed  another  company  of  friars,  and 
ailer  them  a  great  number  of  priests  in  white  and  black 
robes,  bearing  the  statue  of  the  saint,  with  a  pyramid  of 
flowers,  crosses,  and  blazing  wax  tapers,  while  companies  of 
soldiery,  monks,  and  music,  brought  iip  the  rear.  The 
whole  scene,  dimly  lighted  by  the  was  tapers,  produced  iu 
me  a  feeling  nearly  akin  to  fear,  aa  if  I  were  witnessing 
some  ghostly,  uueartlily  spectacle.  To  rites  like  those, 
however,  which  occur  every  few  weeks,  tho  people  must  be 
well  accustomed. 

Although  we  bad  spent  bnt  three  francs  apiece  since 
leaving  Milan,  and  hoped  to  save  enough  to  enable  one  of 
us  to  go  on  to  Leghorn  and  have  our  draft  cashed,  we  found 
that  the  signing  of  a  passport  would  cost  twenty  francs  (ten 
of  which  went  to  the  American  Consulate),  and  a  seeond- 
cahin  passage,  to  Leghorn  ns  much  more.  "We  again  fell 
short,  and  in  this  emergency  applied  to  Mr.  Moro,  the  Ameri- 
can Vico-CoiiBuI.  After  submitting  the  draft  to  his  secretary, 
who  was  a  German  and  pronounced  it  genuine,  and  who 
made  many  nnsuceessful  iniiairiea  among  the  merchants  to 
ascertain  whether  the  house  on  which  it  was  drawn  had  any 
correspoiideuts  in  Genoa,  Mr.  Mavo  finally  agreed  to  advance 
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me  monpy  for  my  passogo,  with  the  undnrsinnding  that  I 
should  immediately  forward  enough  to  repay  him,  and  to 
relievo  my  two  friends,  who  were  to  remain  behind  aa 
hostages.  Our  second  cmbarrasainent  was  thus  overcome, 
and  we  now  felt  confident  of  getting  to  Florence  heforo 
any  further  difficulties  occurred.  There  was  a  hoat  to 
leave  the  same  evening  for  Leghorn,  and  I  at  onco  took 
passage, 

■tiaed  to  leave  at  six  o'clock,  and  I 
her  in  a  little  boat  half  an  lionr 
0  delayed  much  longer,  sod  I  saw 
e  glorious  amphitheatre  of  palaces 
e  orange  glow — the  same  purple 
into  twilight — as  before.  An 
old  blind  man  in  a  skiff,  floated  around  under  the  bows  of  the 
boat  on  the  glassy  water,  singing  to  the  violin  a  plaintive  air 
that  appeared  to  be  an  evening  hymn  to  the  Virgin.  There 
was  something  very  touching  in  his  venerable  countenance, 
with  the  sightless  eyes  turned  upward  to  the  sunset  heaven 
whose  glory  Le  could  never  more  behold. 

The  lamps  were  tit  on  the  tower  at  the  end  of  the  mole  as 
we  ghded  out  on  the  open  sea  i  I  stood  on  deck  and  watched 
thereceding  lights  of  the  city,  until  they  and  the  mountains 
above  them  were  blended  with  the  darkened  sky.  The  sea- 
breeze  was  fresh  and  cool,  and  the  stars  glittered  with  a 
frosty  clearness,  which  would  have  made  the  night  delicious, 
had  not  a  slight  rolling  of  the  waves  obliged  me  to  go  below. 
Here,  besides  being  half  sea-sick,  I  was  placed  at  the  mercy 
of  many  voracious  fleas.  This  was  the  first  time  I  had  suf- 
fered from  these  cannibals,  and  sucii  were  my  torments,  that 


I  almost  wislietl  some  bloodthirBty  Italian  woulil  come  and 
put  an  end  to  them  witli  his  stiletto. 

The  first  ray  of  dawn  that  stole  into  the  cabin  sent  me  on 
deck.  The  liilla  of  Tuscany  lay  in  front,  sharply  ontlincd 
on  the  reddening  sky  ;  near  us  was  the  steep  and  rocky  isle 
of  Gorgona  ;  and  far  to  the  south-west,  like  a  low  mist  along 
the  water,  ran  the  shores  of  Corsica — the  hii'th-piacc  of 
Columbus  and  Napoleon  !  As  the  dawn  brightened  we  saw 
on  the  southern  horizon  a  clond-like  island,  also  imperishably 
connected  with  the  name  of  the  latter — the  prison-kingdom 
of  Elba.  North  of  us  extended  the  nigged  monntains  of 
Carrara — that  renowned  range  whence  has  sprung  many  a 
form  of  almost  breathing  beauty,  and  where  yet  slumber, 
perhaps,  in  the  unhewn  marble,  the  god-like  shapes  of  an 
age  of  Art,  more  glorious  than  any  the  world  has  ever  yet 
beheld! 

The  sun  rose  from  behind  the  Appenincs,  and  masts  and 
lowers  bccarao  visible  through  tbe  golden  haze,  as  we 
approached  the  shore.  On  a  ilat  space  between  tbe  sea  and 
the  hills,  not  far  from  the  foot  of  Montenero,  afands  Leg- 
horn, The  harbor  ia  protected  by  a  mole,  leaving  a  narrow 
passage,  through  which  we  entered,  and  after  waiting  two 
hours  for  the  visit  of  the  health  and  police  officers,  we  were 
permitted  to  go  on  shore.  The  first  thing  that  struck  me, 
was  the  fine  broad  streets  j  the  second,  the  motley  character 
of  the  population.  People  were  hurrying  about,  noisy  and 
hustling — Greeks  in  their  red  caps  and  capotes ;  grave 
turhaned  and  bearded  Turks ;  dark  Moors  ;  the  corsair- 
looking  natives  of  Tripoli  and  Tunis,  and  seamen  of  nearly 
every  nation.     At  the  hotel  where  I  stayed,  we  had  a  singn- 
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I«r  miKture  of  nations  at  dinner  : — two  Frcucli,  two  Swiss, 
one  Genoese,  one  Bomnn,  one  American  and  one  Turk — 
and  wo  were  waited  on  hy  a  Tuscan  and  a  Moor  ! 

The  only  place  of  amnBement  here  in  summer  is  a  drive 
alon^  tbe  sea  shore,  called  tbe  Ardenza,  which  ia  frequented 
every  evening  by  all  who  can  raise  a  vehicle,  I  visited  it 
twici)  with  A  ttermnn  friend.  The  mad  leads  out  along  the 
Mediterranean,  past  an  old  fortreas,  to  a  large  establishment 
for  sea  bathers,  where  it  ends  in  a  large  ring,  around  which 
the  carriages  pass  and  re-paas,  until  sunset  has  gone  ont  over 
tbe  sea,  when  they  return  to  the  city  in  a  mad  gallop,  or  aa 
fast  as  the  lean  hordes  can  draw  them.  In  driving  around, 
we  met  two  or  three  carriages  of  Turks,  in  one  of  which  I 
saw  a  woman  of  Tunis,  with  a  curious  gilded  head-dress, 
eighteen  incbea  in  height. 

I  frequently  witnessed  a  spectacle  which  was  exceedingly 
revolting  to  me.  The  condemned  criminals,  chained  two  and 
two,  are  kept  at  work  tbrough  the  city,  cleaning  the  streets. 
They  are  dressed  in  coarse  garments  of  a  dirty  red  color, 
with  the  name  of  the  crime  for  which  they  were  convicted, 
painted  on  the  back.  I  shuddered  to  see  so  many  marked 
with  the  words — "omicidio  jfremcdilaio"  All  day  they  are 
thus  engaged,  exposed  to  the  acorn  and  contumely  of  the 
crowd,  and  at  night  dragged  away  to  be  incarcerated  in 
damp,  unwholesome  dungeons,  excavated  under  the  public 
thoroughfares. 

I  presented  my  draft,  drew  a  sufficient  amount  of  money 
for  my  needs,  and  forwarded  the  requisite  anm  to  Genoa.  I 
noticed  that  Mr.  Koro's  correspondent  insisted  on  sending 
the  money  to  Jdin,  instead  of  to  mv  friends — probably  to 
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make  sure  fif  tlie  p.-ijment  of  tlie  loan.     On  going  dunn  tn 

the  wiinvf  two  days  afterwards,  I  found  F aiid  B . 

juBt  stepping  on  sliore  from  the  steamboat,  tired  enongh  of 
tlie  discomforts  of  tlio  voyage,  yet  anxious  to  set  out  for  Flo- 
rence as  soon  as  possible.  After  we  had  shaken  off  the  croii'd 
of  porters,  pedlars  aud  vetturini,  and  taken  a  hasty  breakfast 
at  the  Cafe  Amencii'in,  wo  went  to  the  Police  Otfico  to  get 
our  passports,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  paying  two  francs 
for  permission  to  proceed  to  Florence.  The  weather  had 
changed  since  the  preceding  day,  and  the  sirocco-wind 
which  hlowa  over  from  the  coast  of  Africa,  filled  the  streets 
with  clouds  of  dust,  which  made  walking  very  iinjileasant. 
The  clear  blue  sky  had  vanished,  and  a  leaden  cloud  hung 
low  on  the  Mediterranean,  hiding  the  shores  of  Corsica  and 
the  rocky  isles  of  Gorgona  and  Capraja. 

The  country  between  Leghorn  and  Pisa  is  a  flat  marsh, 
intersected  in  several  places  by  canals  to  carry  off  the  stag- 
nant water  which  venders  this  district  so.  unhealthy.  The 
entire  pliun  between  the  mountains  of  Carrara  and  the  hills 
back  of  Leghorn  has  been  gradually  formed  by  the  deposits 
of  the  Arno  and  the  receding  of  the  Mediterranean,  which 
ia  so  shallow  along  the  whole  eoast,  that  large  vessels  have  to 
anchor  several  miles  ont.  As  wo  approached  Pisa  over  tlie 
level  marsh,  I  could  see  the  dome  of  the  Cathedral  and  the 
Leaning  Tower  rising  above  the  gardens  and  groves  which 
surround  the  city. 

Our  baggage  underwent  another  examination  at  the  gate, 
where  wo  wore  again  assailed  by  the  vetturini,  one  of  whom 
hung  on  us  like  a  leech  until  we  reached  a  Iiotel,  and  there 
was  finally  no  way  of  shaking  him  off  except  by   engaging 
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liim  to  take  ns  to  I'lorcnco,  The  bargain  having  been  con. 
eluded,  we  had  still  ii  fuw  boura  left,  and  set  off  to  hunt  the 
Cathedral.  We  found  it  on  an  open  sijuaro  near  the  outer 
wall,  and  quite  remote  from  the  main  part  of  tlic  town. 
Emerging  Irom  the  narrow  and  winding  street,  one  takes  in 
at  a  glance  the  Baptistery,  the  Campo  Santo,  the  noble  Catbe- 
dral  and  the  Leaning  Tower — ibrniing  altogether  a  view 
rarely  surpassed  in  Europe  for  architectural  effect.  But  the 
square  is  melancholy  and  deserted,  and  rank,  untrampled 
grass  tills  the  crevicea  of  its  marble  pavement. 

I  was  surprised  at  the  beauty  of  the  Leaning  Tower. 
IiiBteKd  of  on  old,  black,  crumbling  fabric,  as  I  always  supposed, 
it  is  a  light,  airy,  elegant  structure,  of  white  marble,  and  its 
declension,  which  is  interesting  as  a  work  of  art  (or  accident), 
is  at  the  same  time  pleasing  from  its  novelty.  There  have 
been  many  conjectures  as  to  the  cause  of  this  deviation, 
which  is  upwards  of  fourteen  feet  from  the  perpendicular ; 
hut  it  is  now  generally  believed  that  the  earth  having  sunk 
wben  the  building  was  balf  fiuislied,  it  was  continued  by 
the  ai-chitects  at  the  same  angle.  The  upper  gallery,  wbich 
is  smaller  than  the  others,  shows  a  veiy  perceptible  inclina- 
tion back  towards  the  perpendicular,  as  if  in  some  defp-ee 
to  counterbalance  their  deviation.  There  are  eiglit  galleries 
in  all,  supported  by  marble  pillais,  but  the  inside  of  the 
Tower  is  hollow  to  the  very  top. 

We  ascended  by  the  same  stairs  whicli  were  trodden  so 
often  by  Galileo  in  going  up  to  make  his  astronomical  ob- 
servations. In  climbing  spirally  around  the  hollow  cylinder 
in  the  dark,  it  was  easy  to  tell  on  which  side  of  the  Tower 
we  were,  from  the  proportionate  steepness  of  the  staircase. 


There  is  a  fine  view  from  the  top,  embracing  the  whole 
jilain  as  far  as  Leghorn  ou  one  side,  with  its  gardens  and 
grain  fields  spreaJ.  ont  like  a  vast  map.  In  a  valley  of  the 
Carrarese  Mountains  to  the  north,  we  could  see  the  little 
town  of  Lncca,  mucli  frequented  at  this  season  on  account 
of  its  baths  ;  the  blue  summits  of  the  Appeninos  shut  in  the 
view  to  the  east.  In  walking  through  the  city  I  noticed 
two  other  towers,  which  had  nearly  as  great  a  deviation 
from  the  perpendicular.  "Wo  met  a  person  who  had  the  key 
of  the  Baptistery,  which  ho  opened  for  us.  Two  ancient 
columns  covered  with  rich  sculpture  form  the  doorway,  and 
the  dome  is  supported  by  massive  pUlars  of  tho  red  marblo 
of  Elba.  The  baptismal  font  is  of  tho  purest  Parian  mar- 
ble. The  roost  remarkable  thing  was  the  celebrated  musical 
echo.  Our  cicerone  stationed  himself  at  tlie  side  of  the  font 
and  sang  a  few  notes.  After  a  moment's  pause  they  were 
repeated  aloft  in  the  dome,  but  with  a  sound  of  divine  sweet- 
ness— as  clear  and  pure  as  the  clang  of  a  crystal  bell. 
Another  pause — and  we  heard  them  again,  higher,  fainter 
and  sweeter,  followed  by  a  dying  note,  as  if  they  were  fad- 
ing far  away  into  heaven.  It  seemed  as  if  an  angel  lingered 
in  the  temple,  echoing  with  liis  melodious  lips  the  common 
harmonies  of  earth. 

The  Campo  Santo,  on  the  nortli  side  of  the  (jathedral, 
was,  until  lately,  the  cemetery  of  the  city ;  the  space  in- 
closed within  its  marble  galleries  is  filled  to  the  depth  of 
eight  or  tea  feet,  with  earth  from  the  Holy  Land.  The  ves- 
sels which  carried  the  knights  of  Tuscany  to  Palestiiio  were 
filled  at  Joppa  before  returning,  with  this  earth  as  hallast, 
and  on  arriving  at  Pisa  it  was  deposited  iu  the  Cemetery. 
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It  has  a  peculiar  properly  oi'  denom posing  al!  Iiiini.in  bodies 
in  a  very  short  time.  A  colonnade  of  mnrhlo  inclnses  it| 
with  windows  of  exquieite  sculpture  opening  on  the  inside. 
At  each  end  are  two  fine,  green  cypresses,  which  thrive  re- 
niarkabiy  in  the  soil  of  Palestine.  The  dust  of  a  German 
emperor,  among  others,  rests  in  this  consecrated  ground. 
There  are  other  fine  churches  in  Pisa,  but  the  four  build- 
ings I  have  mentioned,  are  the  prineipal  objects  of  inter- 
est. The  tower  where  Count  Ugolino  and  his  Bons  were 
starved  to  death  by  the  citizens  of  Pisa,  who  locked  them 
up  and  threw  the  keys  into  the  Arno,  Las  lately  been 
destroyed. 

An  Italian  gentleman  having  made  a  bargain  in  the 
nieantimo  with  our  Tetturino,  we  found  every  thing  ready 
on  returning  to  the  hotel.  On  the  ontside  of  the  town  wo 
mounted  into  the  vehicle,  a  ricketydooking  concern,  and  as 
it  commenced  raining,  X  was  afi-aid  we  would  have  a  had 
night  of  it.  After  a  great  deal  of  bargaining,  the  vetttirino 
agreed  to  take  us  to  Flore.ice  that  night  for  five  francs 
apiece,  provided  one  person  wotdd  sit  on  the  outside  with 
the  driver.  I  accordingly  mounted  iu  front  protected  by  a 
blouse  and  umbrella,  for  it  was  beginning  to  rain  dismally. 
The  miserable,  bare-boned  horses  were  fastened  with  rope- 
traces,  and  the  vetturino  having  taken  the  rnpe-lines  in  his 
hand,  gave  i  flourish  with  his  whip  ;  one  old  horse  tumbled 
nearly  to  the  ground,  but  he  jerked  him  up  again  and  we 
rattled  off. 

After  riding  ton  miles  in  this  way,  it  became  so  wet  and 
dreary,  that  I  was  fain  to  give  the  driver  two  francs  extra 
for  the  privilege  of  an  inside  seat.      Our  Itahau  conipnnion 
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waB  ngrreable  and  talkative,  but  as  wo  were  etill  ignorant 
of  the  langiingo,  I  inanageil  to  hold  a  scantj  conversation 
with  Lim  in  Freneli.  He  seemed  deliglited  to  learn  tliat  we 
were  from  America ;  Iiis  prilite  reserve  gave  place  to  a 
friendly  familiarity,  and  ho  was  loud  in  liis  praises  of  the 
Americans.  I  asked  him  why  it  was  that  ho  and  tlie  Italians 
generally  were  BO  friendly  towards  us.  "I hardly  know," 
ho  answered  ;  ■'  you  are  so  different  from  any  other  nation  ; 
and  then,  loo,  you  have  so  much  Bincerity." 

The  Appenincs  were  wreathed  and  hidden  in  tliiek  mist, 
and  the  prospect  over  the  flat  cornfields  bordering  the  road 
was  not  particularly  interesting.  Wc  had  made  about'  one- 
third  of  the  way  as  night  set  in,  when  on  ascending  a  bill 

soon  after  dark,  F happened  to  look  out,  and  saw  one 

of  the  axles  bent  and  nearly  broken  off.  We  were  obliged 
to  get  out  and  walk  through  the  mud  to  the  next  village, 
when,  after  two  hours'  delay,  the  vctturino  came  along  with 
another  carriage.  Of  the  rest  of  the  way  to  Florence.  I 
cannot  say  much.  Cooped  up  in  the  narrow  vehicle,  we 
jolted  along  in  the  d;irk,  rumbling  now  and  then  through 
Bome  silcut  village,  whore  lamps  were  burning  before  the 
solitary  shrineH.  Sometimes  a  blinding  light  croswed  the 
road,  where  we  saw  the  tile-makers  sitting  in  the  red  glare 
of  their  kilns,  and  often  the  black  boughs  of  trees  were 
painted  momentarily  on  the  cloudy  sky.  If  the  jolting 
carriage  had  even  permitted  sleep,  the  horrid  cries  of  the 
vctturino,  urging  on  his  horses,  would  have  prevented  it; 
and  I  decided,  while  trying  to  relieve  my  aching  limbs,  that 
three  days'  walking  in  sun  and  Gand  was  preferable  to  one 
night  of  such  travel. 
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Finally  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  carriage 
stopped  ;  my  Italian  friend  awoke  and  demanded  the  cause. 
"  Signor,"  said  the  vetturino,  "  we  are  in  Florence  I  "  I 
blessed  the  man,  and  the  city  too.  The  good-humored 
officer  looked  at  our  passports  and  passed  cur  baggage  without 
examination ;  we  gave  the  gatekeeper  a  paul  and  he  ad- 
mitted us.  The  carriage  rolled  through  the  dark,  silent 
streets — passed  a  public  square — came  out  on  the  Arno^ 
crossed  and  entered  the  city  again — and  finally  stopped  at  a 
hotel.  The  master  of  the  **Lione  Bianco  "  came  down  in 
an  undress  to  receive  us,  and  we  shut  the  growing  dawn  out 
of  our  rooms  to  steal  that  repose  from  the  day  which  the 
night  had  not  given. 


CHAPTER    XXXIII. 

RESIDENCE      IN      FLORENCE. 

Booms  in  Florence— Cost  of  Living— The  Royal  Gallery— The  Venns  de  Medici- 
Titian  and  Raphael— Michael  Angelo— The  Hall  of  Niobe— Value  of  Art  to  Italy— 
A  Walk  to  Fiesole — View  of  Val  d'Amo — Ancient  Roman  Theatre — ^Etruscan 
Walls— The  Tombs  of  Santa  Croce— The  Pitti  Palace— Titian's  "  Bella"— The  Ma- 
donna della  Sedla— Michael  Angelo's  **  Fates" — The  Boboli  Gardens— Boyal  and 
Bepablican  Children. 

Florence,  September ^  1845. 
On  the  day  after  our  arrival  here  we  met  an  American  at 
the  table  d'hote  of  the  Lione  Bianco,  who  was  kind  enough 
to  assist  us  in  procuring  rooms,  and  in  twenty-four  hours  we 
were  comfortably  and  permanently  installed  in  Florence. 
We  have  taken  three  large  and  tolerably  well  furnished 
rooms  in  the  house  of  Signor  Lazzeri,  a  wealthy  goldsmith, 
in  the  Via  Vacchereccia,  for  which  we  pay  ten  scudi  per 
month — a  scudo  being  a  trifle  more  than  an  American  dollar. 
This  includes  lights,  and  the  attendance  of  servants,  to 
whom,  however,  we  are  expected  to  give  an  occasional 
gratuity.  We  live  at  the  Caffe^  and  Traitorie  very  readily 
for  about  twenty -five  cents  a  day,  so  that  our  expenses  will 


not  exceed  twelve  dollars  a  montlij  each.  For  our  dinners  at 
the  Trattoria  del  Cauciatore  wo  pay  about  fourteen  cenlH, 
and  are  furniahed  with  suup,  three  or  four  dishes  of  meat 
and  vegetables,  fruit  and  a  bottle  of  winE  !  These  dinncra 
are  made  exceedingly  pleasant  and  cbeerfiil  by  tlie  society 
iif  several  American  artists  whoso  acquaintance  we  have 
made.  Anotlier  coHntryman,  Mr.  Tandy,  of  Kentucky, 
occupies  a  room  in  the  same  building  with  us,  and  will  make 
OUT  trio  complete  after  the  departure  of  my  cousin,  wlio  will 

leave  shortly  for  Ileidplberg.      B and  I  are  so  charmed 

with  the  place  and  the  beautiful  Tuscan  dialect,  that  we 
shall  endeavor  to  spend  three  or  four  months  here  and  master 
the  language,  before  proceeding  further. 

Our  first  walk  in  Florence  was  to  tlie  Royal  Gallery. 
Crossing  the  neighboring  Pinzza  del  Graniluca,  we  passed 
Michael  Angelo's  colossal  statue  of  David,  and  an  open  gaU 
lery  containing,  besides  some  antir[ues,  the  master-piece  of 
John  of  Bologna.  The  palace  of  the  UlJizi!,  fronting  on 
the  Amo,  extends  along  both  aidea  of  an  avenue  running 
Ijack  to  the  Palazzo  Vecchio.  We  entered  the  portico 
which  passes  around  under  the  great  building,  and  after 
ascending  tliree  or  four  flights  of  steps,  came  iuto  a  long  hall, 
filled  with  paintings  and  ancient  statuary.  Towards  the 
end  of  this,  a  door  opened  into  the  Tribune — that  celebrated 
room,  unsurpassed  by  any  in  the  world  for  the  number  and 
vahio  of  the  gems  it  contains.  I  pushed  aside  a  crimson 
curtain  and  stood  in  the  presence  of  the  Venus  de  Medici. 

It  may  ho  considered  Leresy,  but  I  confess  I  did  not  go 
into  raptures,  nor  at  first  perceive  any  traces  of  superhuman 
lieauty.     The  predominant  feeling  was  satisfattion  ;   the  eye 


dwells  on  its  exquiBitc  outline  with  a  gratified  sense,  that 
nothing  U  wanting  to  render  it  perfect.  It  ia  the  ideal  of  a 
woman's  form — a  faultless  standard  hy  which  all  heauty  may 
he  mpasurefl,  but  without  marked  expression,  except  in  the 
modest  and  graceful  pusition  of  the  limbs.  The  face,  though 
regular,  is  not  handsome,  and  the  body  appears  small,  being 
but  five  feet  in  height,  wliich,  I  think,  is  a  little  below  the 
average  stature  of  women.  Ou  each  aide,  as  if  to  heighten 
its  elegance  by  contrast  with  rude  and  vigorous  niture.  are 
the  statues  of  the  WrestlerB,  and  the  s!a\'e  hsteuiug  to  the 
conaphacy  of  Catiline,  called  also  The  Whetter. 

As  if  to  correspond  with  the  value  of  the  works  it  holds, 
the  Tribune  is  paved  with  precious  marbles  and  the  ceiling 
studded  with  polished  mother-of-peavl,  A  dim  and  subdued 
light  fills  the  hall,  and  throws  over  the  mind  that  half- 
drenmy  toue  necessary  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  such  objects. 
On  each  side  of  the  Venus  de  Medici  hangs  a  Venus  by 
Titian,  the  size  of  life,  and  painted  in  that  rich  and  gorgeous 
style  of  coloring  which  has  been  so  often  and  vaiuly  attempt- 
ed since  his  time.  Ilere  also  are  six  of  Itaphael's  best  pre- 
served paintings.  I  prefer  the  "  St.  John  iu  the  Desert"  to 
any  other  picture  in  the  Tribune.  Hia  glorious  foi-ra,  in  the 
fair  proportions  of  ripening  boyhood — the  grace  of  his  atti- 
tude, with  the  arm  lifted  eloq^uently  on  high — the  divine 
iuspiiation  which  illumines  his  young  features— chain  the 
step  irresistibly  before  it.  It  is  one  of  those  triumphs  of  the 
pencil  which  few  but  Raphael  have  accomplished. 

The  "Drunken  Bacchus"  of  Michael  Angelo  is  greatly 
admired,  and  indeed  it  might  pass  for  a  relic  of  the  palmiest 
limes  of  Grecian  art.      The    face,   amidst   its  half-vacant, 
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sensiinl  oppression,  shows  truces  of  its  imnn 
iliere  is  still  an  a;r  of  diguity  preserved  in  tlie  * 
liis  beautiful  form.  At  one  end  of  the  gitllery  Is  .1  fine  copy- 
in  marble  of  the  Laocoon,  by  Eaildinclli,  one  of  the  rivals 
of  Micbnel  Angelo.  Wlien  it  was  finished,  the  former  boast- 
ed it  waa  better  than  the  original,  to  which  Miuhael  made 
the  apt  reply :  "  It  is  foolish  for  those  who  walk  in  the  foot- 
Bteps  of  others,  to  say  they  go  before  them  !'' 

Let  OS  enter  the  ball  of  Niobe.  One  starts  back  on  seeing 
the  many  figures  in  the  attitude  of  flight,  for  tliey  seem  at 
first  ahont  to  spring  from  their  pedestals.  At  the  head  of 
the  room  staiida  the  afflicted  mother,  bending  over  the 
youngest  daughter,  who  clings  to  her  knees,  with  an  uptnm- 
ed  countenance  of  deep  and  imploring  agony.  In  vain  • 
the  shafts  of  Apollo  fall  thick,  and  she  will  soon  be  childless. 
No  wonder  the  strength  of  that  woe  depicted  on  her  counte- 
nance should  change  her  into  stone.  One  of  her  sons — a 
beautiful,  boyish  form, — is  lying  on  his  hack,  just  expiring, 
with  the  chill  languor  of  death  creeping  over  his  limbs.  We 
seem  to  hear  tbe  quick  whistling  of  the  arrows,  and  look 
involuntarily  into  the  air  to  see  the  hovering  figure  of  the 
avenging  god.  In  a  chamber  near  is  kept  tbe  bead  of  a 
faun,  made  by  Micliael  Angelo,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  in 
the  garden  of  Lorenzo  de  Medici,  from  a  piece  of  marblo 
given  him  by  tiio  workmen. 

Italy  still  remains  the  home  of  Art,  and  it  is  but  just  she 
shonlil  keep  these  treasures,  though  l!ic  age  that  brought 
them  forth  has  passed  away.  They  are  her  only  support 
now ;  lier  people  are  dependent  for  their  subsistence  on  the 
glory   of  the   TfiBt,     The  spii-its  of  liic   old  [jainters,  living 


Btil!  on  their  canras,  caru  froni  year  to  yoar  the  Wcaa  of 
an  ittdigent  and  oppressed  people.  This  ought  to  ailenco 
those  utilitarians  at  home,  who  oppose  the  cultivation  of  the 
fine  arts,  on  the  ground  of  thpir  being  useless  luxuries.  Let 
thcni  look  to  Italy,  where  a  picture  hy  Raphael  or  Oorreggio 
13  a  rieh  legacy  for  a  whole  city.  Nothing  is  useless  that 
gratifies  that  perception  of  Beauty,  which  is  at  ouco  the  most 
delicate  and  the  most  iatense  of  our  mciital  sensations,  bind- 
ing us  by  an  iinconsclous  link  nearer  to  nature  and  to  Him, 
whose  every  thought  is  bora  of  Beauty,  Tnith  and  Love.  I 
envy  not  the  man  wlio  looks  with  a  cold  and  indifferent 
spirit  oa  these  immortal  creations  of  tlie  old  masters — these 
poema  written  in  marble  and  on  the  canvas.  They  who 
oppose  every  thing  which  can  refine  and  spiritualize  the 
nature  of  man,  by  binding  him  down  tu  the  cares  of  the 
work-day  world  alone,  cheat  life  of  half  its  glory. 

The  sky  was  clear  aud  blue,  as  it  always  is  in  this  Ilslinn 
paradise,  when  we  left  Florence  a  few  days  ago  for  Fiesole. 
We  passed  the  Porta  San  Gallo,  with  its  triumphal  arch  to 
the  Emperor  Francis,  striding  the  road  to  Bologna,  anil 
took  the  way  to  Fiesole  along  the  dried-up  bed  of  a  mountain 
torrent.  The  dwellings  of  the  Florentino  nobility  occupy  the 
whole  slope,  surrounded  with  rich  and  lovely  gardens,  The 
mountain  and  plain  are  covered  with  luxuriant  olive  or- 
chards, whose  foliage  of  silver  gray  gives  Ibe  scene  the  look 
of  a  moonlight  landscape.  At  the  base  of  the  mountain  of 
Fiesole  we  passed  one  of  the  summer  palaces  of  Lorenzo  the 
JIagniticent,  and  a  little  distance  beyond,  took  a,  foot-path 
overshadowed  by  magnificent    cypresses,    between  whose 
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dark  trunks  we  looked  dnwn  on  the  lovely  Val  d'Ariio.  But 
I  will  reserve  all  description  of  the  view  until  we  arrive  at 
the  summit. 

The  modem  village  of  Ficsole  occupies  tlio  slle  of  an 
ancient  city,  generally  supposed  to  he  of  Etrurian  origin. 
Just  above,  on  ono  of  the  peaks  of  the  mountain,  stands  the 
Acropolis,  formerly  used  as  a  fortress,  but  now  untenanted 
save  by  a  few  monkg.  From  its  walls,  beneath  the  shade  of 
ft  few  cypresses,  there  is  a  magnificent  view  of  the  whole  of 
Val  d'Amo,  with  Florence — the  gem  of  Italy — in  the  cen- 
tre. Stand  with  me  a  moment  on  the  height,  mid  let  us 
gaze  on  this  grand  panorama,  around  which  the  Apennines 
stretch  with  a  majestic  sweep,  wrapped  in  a  robe  of  purple  air. 
through  which  shimmer  the  villas  and  villages  on  their  sides ! 
The  lovely  vale  lies  below  us  in  its  garb  of  olive  groves, 
among  which  beautiful  villns  are  sprinkled  as  plentifully  as 
white  anemones  iu  the  woods  of  May.  Florence  is  in  front 
of  us,  the  magnificent  cupola  of  the  Duomo  crowning  its 
clustered  palaces.  We  see  the  wry  tower  of  the  Palazzo 
Vecchio — the  new  spire  of  SantaCrocc — and  the  long  front  of 
the  Palazzo  Pilti,  with  the  dark  foliage  of  the  Boboh  Gardens 
behind.  Beyond,  far  to  the  south,  are  the  summits  of  the 
mountains  near  Siena.  We  can  trace  the  sandy  bed  of  the 
Arno  down  the  valley  uiitil  it  disappears  at  the  foot  of  the 
Lower  Appeniiies,  which  mingle  in  the  diataaco  with  the 
mountains  of  Carrara. 

Galileo  was  wont  to  make  observations  "  at  evening  from 
the  top  of  Fiesole,"  and  the  square  tower  of  the  old  church 
is  still  pointed  out  as  the  spot.     Many  a  night  did  he  ascend 


to  its  projecting  terrace,  and  watch  the  stars  as  they  rolle'l 


will  ell  a  pliilosoplier 

fig  trees,  and  vines 
clusters,  nnd  in  a  few 
ipLitbeatre,  in  a  little 
13  a  work  of  Roman 


around  through  the  clearest  heaven  ti 
ever  looked  np. 

We  passed  through  an  orchard  o 
laden  with  heautiftil  purple  and  goldei 
luimites  reached  the  remitins  of  an  a 
nook  on  the  icoantain  side.  This  v 
constiuctioa,  as  its  form  indicates.  Three  or  four  ranges  of 
seats  alone  are  laid  hare,  and  these  have  only  been  dis- 
covered within  a  few  years.  A  few  steps  further  we  camo 
to  a  sort  of  cavern,  overhung  with  wild  fig-trees.  After 
creeping  in  at  the  entrance,  we  found  onrRelvea  in  an  oval 
chamber,  tall  enough  to  admit  of  our  standing  upright,  and 
rudely  but  very  strongly  built.  This  was  obo  of  tlie  dens 
in  which  the  wild  beasts  were  kept ;  they  were  fed  by  a 
hole  In  the  top,  now  closed  np.  This  cell  communicates 
with  four  or  five  others,  by  apertures  broken  in  the  walls.  I 
stepped  into  one,  and  could  sec  in  the  dim  light,  that  it  was 
exactly  similar  to  the  first,  and  opened  into  another  beyond. 

Further  down  the  mountain  we  found  the  ancient  wall  of 
the  city,  without  doubt  of  Etrurian  origin.  It  is  of  immense 
blocks  of  stone,  and  extends  more  or  less  dilapidated  around 
the  whole  brow  of  the  mountain.  In  one  place  there  stands 
a  solitary  gateway,  of  largo  stones,  which  appears  to  have 
been  one  of  the  first  attempts  at  using  the  principle  of  the 
arch.  These  ruins  are  all  gray  nnd  ivied,  and  it  startles 
one  to  think  what  a  history  the  Earth  has  lived  through, 
since  their  foundations  were  laid  ! 

One  of  my  first  visits  was  to  tlio  church  of  Satita  Croce. 
This  is  one  of  the  oldest  ia  Florence,  venerated  alike  by 
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illustrious    [lead    wliose 

I.  gloomy  pile,  the  front  of 

at  tie  base  one  sees  that  it 

covered  with  black  marble. 

iw  the  tomb  of  Michael 

uojibagua  which  contains 

!S,  representing  Sculpture, 


foreigners    and    citizens,    for  the 

remains  it  holds.     It  is  a  plai 

which  is  still  uafinished,  thongl 

was  originally  designed  to  be 

On  entering  the  door  we  first  i 

Angelo.     Around  the  rnarble  sa; 

his  ashes  are  three  mourning  iigiii 

Painting,  and  Architecture,  and  his  bust  stands  above — a 

rough,  stern  countenance,  like  a  man  of  vast  but  impatient 

mind.     Further  on  are  the  tombs  of  Alfieri  and  Machiavdli, 

and  the  colossal  cenotaph  lately  erected  to  Dante.    Opposite 

reposes  Galileo.     "^Vliat  a  world  of  renown  in  these  few 

names  !      It  makes  one  venerate  the  majesty  of  his  race,  to 

stand  beside  the  dust  of  such  lofty  spirits. 

In  that  part  of  the  city,  which  lies  on  the  south  bank  of 
the  Amo.  is  the  palace  of  the  Graud  Duke,  known  by  tho 
name  of  the  Palazzo  Pitti,  from  a  Florentine  noble  of  that 
name,  by  whom  it  was  first  bnilt.  It  is  a  very  large,  impos- 
ing pile,  presei-ving  an  air  of  lightness  in  spile  of  the  rough, 
heavy  masonrv.  It  is  another  example  of  a  magnificent 
failure.  The  Marquis  Strozzi,  having  built  a  palace  which 
was  universally  admired  for  its  beauty,  (which  stands  yet,  a 
model  of  chaste  and  massive  elegance,)  his  rival,  tlie  Marquis 
Pitti,  made  the  proud  boast  that  he  would  Imild  a  palace,  in 
the  court-yard  of  which  could  be  placed  that  of  Strozzi. 
These  are  actually  the  dimensions  of  the  court-yard  ;  hut  in 
building  the  palace,  although  he  was  liberally  assisted  by  the 
Florentine  people,  he  mined  himself,  and  his  magnificent 
residence  passed  into  other  bauds,  while  that  of  Strozsi  is 

labited  by  his  descendants  to  this  very  day. 


The  gallery  of  tlie  Palazzo  Pitti  is  one  of  the  finest  in 
Europe.  Jt  contains  sis  or  seven  Iiundred  paintings,  eelett- 
ed  from  the  best  worlts  of  tlie  Italian  masters.  By  the 
praiseworthy  liberality  of  tbe  Duke,  they  are  open  to  the 
public,  sis  hours  every  day,  and  the  rooms  are  thronged 
with  artists  of  all  nations.  Among  Titian's  works,  there  is 
hia  celebrated  "  Bella,"  a  half-length  figure  of  a  young  wo- 
man. It  is  a  masterpiece  of  warm  and  brilliant  coloring, 
without  any  decided  expression.  The  countenance  is  that 
of  vague,  undefined  thought,  as  of  one  who  knew  as  yet 
nothing  of  the  realities  of  life.  In  another  room  is  his 
Magdalen,  a  large,  voluptuous  form,  with  her  brown  hair 
falling  like  a  veil  over  her  shoulders  and  breast,  but  in 
her  iipturned  countenance  one  can  sooner  read  a  prayer 
for  an  absent  lover  than  repentance  for  sins  she  has  com- 
mitted. 

What  coiild  excel  in  beauty  the  Madonna  tlelia  Sedia  of 
Raphael  ?  It  is  another  of  those  works  of  that  divine  artist, 
on  which  we  gaze  and  gaze  with  a  never- satisfied  enjoyment 
of  its  angelic  loveliness.  Like  his  unrivalled  Madonna  in  the 
Dresden  Gallery,  its  beauty  is  spiritual  as  well  as  earthly ; 
and  while  gazing  on  the  glorious  countenance  of  the  Jesus- 
child,  I  feel  an  impulse  I  ,cau  scarcely  explain — a  longing 
to  tear  it  from  the  eauvas  as  if  it  were  a  breathing  foi-ra,  and 
clasp  it  to  my  heart  in  a  glow  of  passionate  love. 

There  is  a  small  group  of  the  "  Fates,"  by  Michael  Angelo, 
which  is  one  of  the  best  of  the  few  pictures  that  remain  of 
liim.  As  is  well  known,  lie  disliked  the  art,  saying  it  was 
only  fit  for  women.  This  picture  shows,  however,  how  much 
he  might  have  done  for  it,  had  be  been  so  inclined.     The 
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three  wnlrd  EislprB  are  gliostlj-  and  awful — tJie  further  one 
Loldiiig  tbc  distaff,  almost  tVIglitfuI.  iShe  who  stands  ready 
to  cut  the  thread  as  it  is  spun  out,  has  a  alight  trace  of  pity  on 
her  fised  and  nnearthly  lineaments.  It  is  a  fitithful  embodi- 
ment of  the  old  Greek  idea  of  the  Fates.  I  have  wondered 
why  some  ai'tist  has  not  attempted  the  subject  in  a,  different 
way.  In  the  Northern  Jlythology  they  are  represented  as 
wild  maidens,  armed  with  Bwords  and  mounted  on  fiery  conr- 
sers.  Why  might  they  not  also  he  pictured  as  angels,  with 
coantcnances  of  a  euhlime  and  mysterious  beauty— one  all 
radiant  with  hope  and  promise  of  glory,  and  one  with  the 
token  of  a  better  future  mingled  with  the  sadness  with  whicli 
she  severs  tlie  links  of  life  t 

Occupying  all  the  hill  back  of  the  Pitti  Talace,  are  the 
Boboli  Gardens,  three  times  a  week  tlie  groat  resort  of  the 
Florentines.  They  are  said  to  bo  the  most  beantiful  gar- 
dens in  Italy.  Xumhcrless  paths,  diverging  from  a  magni- 
ficent amphitheatre  in  the  old  Kouan  style,  opposite  the 
coui't-yard,  lead  either  in  long  flights  of  steps  and  ter- 
races, or  gentle  windings  among  bods  sweet  with  roses,  to 
the  summit  Long  avenues  entirely  arched  and  embowered 
with  the  thick  foliage  of  the  laurel,  which  here  grows  to  a 
tree,  stretch  along  the  slopes  or  wind  in  the  woods  through 
thickets  of  the  fragrant  hay.  Parterres,  rich  with  flowers  and 
shrubbery,  alternate  with  delightful  groves  of  the  Italian 
p;ne,  acacia,  and  the  laurel-loaved  oak ;  and  along  the  hill- 
side, gleaming  among  the  foliage,  are  placed  statues  of 
mathle,  some  of  which  are  from  the  chisels  of  Michael 
Aogclo  and  Bandinelli.  In  one  part  there  is  a  little  sheet 
of  water,  with  an  island  of  orange-trees  in  the  centre,  from 
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whicli  a  broad  avenue  of  cypresses  and  statues  leads  to  the 
very  summit  of  the  hill. 

We  oftea  go  there  to  watch  the  sun  set  over  Florence 
and  the  vale  of  the  Arno.  The  palace  lies  directly  below, 
and  a  clump  of  pine  trees  on  the  hillside,  that  stand  out  in 
bold  relief  on  the  glowing  sky,  makes  the  foreground  to  one 
of  the  loveliest  pictures  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  I  saw  one 
afternoon  the  Grand  Duke  and  his  family  get  into  their 
carriage  to  drive  out.  One  of  the  little  dukes,  who  seemed 
a  mischievous  imp,  ran  out  on  a  projection  of  the  portico, 
where  considerable  persuasion  had  to  be  used  to  induce  him 
to  jump  into  the  arms  of  his  royal  papa.  I  turned  from 
these  titled  infants  to  watch  a  group  of  beautiful  American 
children  playing,  for  my  attention  was  drawn  to  them  by 
the  sound  of  familiar  words,  and  I  learned  afterwards  they 
were  the  children  of  the  sculptor  Powers.  I  contrasted 
involuntarily  the  destinies  of  each  ; — one  to  the  enjoyment 
and  proud  energy  of  freedom,  and  one  to  the  confining  and 
vitiating  atmosphere  of  a  court.  The  merry  voices  of  the 
latter,  as  they  played  on  the  grass,  came  to  my  ears  most 
gratefully.  There  is  nothing  so  sweet  as  to  hear  one's 
native  tongue  in  a  foreign  land  from  the  lips  of  children  \ 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

A   PILGRIMAGE  TO   VALLOMBROSA. 

A  Pilgrimage  to  Vallombrosa — Tbo  Vulley  of  tho  Arno — Rain — Tuscan  Peasants— 
Pella.To  —  Associations  —  Climbing  tho  Mountain  —  Pastoral  Scenery  —  Monastic 
Woaltli — Arrival  at  Vallombrosa — An  Italian  Panorama — The  Paradisino — An 
Escape  from  the  Devil — A  Captnre  by  the  Devil — The  Chapel — Milton  in  Italy — 
Departure  from  Vallombrosa — Evening  on  the  Mountain  Side — Tho  Charms  of 
Italy. 

A  PILGRIMAGE  to  Vallombrosa  ! — in  sooth  it  has  a  romantic 
sound.  The  phrase  calls  up  images  of  rosaries,  and  crosses, 
and  shaven-headed  friars.  Had  we  lived  in  the  olden  davs, 
such  things  might  verily  have  accompanied  our  journey  to 
that  holy  monastery.  We  might  then  have  gone  barefoot, 
saying  prayers  as  we  toiled  along  the  banks  of  the  Arno 
and  up  the  steep  Appenines,  as  did  Benvenuto  Cellini,  be- 
fore he  poured  the  melted  bronze  into  the  mould  of  his 
immortal  Perseus.  But  we  are  pilgrims  to  the  shrines  of 
Art  and  Genius;  the  dwelling-places  of  great  minds  are  our 
sanctuaries.  The  mean  dwelling,  in  which  a  poet  has  bat- 
tled down  poverty  with  the  ecstasy  of  his  lofty  conceptions, 
and   the  dungeon  in  which   a  persecuted  philosopher  has 


languished,  arc  to  ua  saered;  we  turn  aside  from  tlio  palaces 
of  kings  and  the  battle-fields  of  conqnerors,  to  visit  them. 
The  famed  miracles  of  San  Giovanni  Giiallierto  added  little, 
in  our  eyea,  to  tlic  iiitereat  of  Vallombrosa,  but  there  was 
reverence  and  inapiration  in  the  names  of  Dante,  Milton,  and 

We  left  Florence  early,  taking  the  way  that  leads  from 
the  Porta  della  Croce,  np  the  north  hank  of  the  Arno.  It 
was  a  bright  morning,  but  there  was  a  shade  of  vapor  on  the 
hills,  which  a  practised  eye  might  have  taken  as  a  prognostic 
of  the  rain  that  too  soon  came  on,  Fieaole,  with  its  tower 
and  Acropolis,  stood  out  brightly  from  the  bine  background, 
and  the  hill  of  San  Miuiato  lay  with  its  cypress  groves  in 
the  softest  moraiiig  ligiit.  The  Contadini  were  driving  into 
the  city  in  their  basket  wagons,  and  there  were  some  fair 
yonng  faces  among  tliem,  which  made  ns  think  that  Italian 
beauty  is  not  altogether  in  the  imagination. 

After  walking  three  or  four  miles,  we  entered  the  Appe- 
nines,  keeping  along  the  bank  of  the  Arno,  whose  bed  is 
more  than  half  dried  up  from  the  long  summer  heats.  The 
mountain  sides  were  covered  with  vineyards,  glowing  with 
their  wealth  of  white  and  purple  grapes,  but  the  summits 
were  naked  and  barren.  Wo  passed  through  the  little  town 
of  Ponte  Sieve,  at  the  entrance  of  a  romantic  valley,  where 
our  view  of  the  Amo  waa  made  more  interesting  by  (he 
lofly  range  of  the  Appcnines,  amid  whoso  forests  wo  could 
see  the  white  front  of  the  monastory  of  Vallombrosa.  But 
tbo  clouds  sank  low  and  bid  it  from  sight,  and  the  rain  came 
on  so  Lard  that  we  were  obliged  to  take  shelter' occasionally 
ill  tiio  cottages  by  the  wayaido.      In  one  of  these  we  made 


a  diimt'T  of  the  linrd,  black  bread  of  t}iQ  country,  rendered 
palatable  by  the  addition  of  mountain  choose  and  some  diipB 
of  an  aotique  Bologna  sausage.  We  were  much  amnsed  In 
conyerBing  with  tbe  simple  hosts  and  tbeir  sLy,  gi])sy-like 
cliildren,  one  of  whom,  a  dark-eyed,  curly-haired  boy,  bore 
the  name  of  Raphael.  We  also  became  acquainted  with  a 
shoemaker  and  bis  family,  who  owned  a  little  olive  orchard 
and  vineyard,  wbicli  tbcy  said  prodncwl  enough  to  Enpport 
■  them.  Wishing  to  know  how  much  a  family  of  six  consumi- 
ed  in  a  year,  we  inquired  the  yield  of  their  properly.  They 
answered,  twenty  small  barrels  of  wine,  and  ten  of  oil.  It 
was  nearly  snnset  when  we  reached  Pellago,  and  the  wet 
walk  and  coarse  fare  wo  were  obliged  to  take  on  iho  road, 
well  qualiSod  us  to  enjoy  the  excellent  supper  the  pleasant 
landlady  gave  us. 

This  little  town  is  among  tlie  Appenines,  nt  the  foot  of  the 
magnificent  mountain  of  Vallombrosa.  What  a  blessing  it 
was  for  Jlilton,  that  ho  saw  its  loTelincss  before  bis  eyes 
closed  on  this  beautiful  earth,  aud  gained  from  it  another  hue 
in  which  to  dip  his  pencil,  when  ho  painted  the  bliss  of 
Eden  !  I  watched  the  hills  all  day  as  we  approached  them, 
and  thought  how  often  his  eyes  had  rested  on  their  out- 
lines, and  how  he  had  carried  their  forms  in  his  memory  for 
many  a  suuless  year.  The  banished  Dante,  too,  had  trod- 
den them,  flying  from  his  ungrateful  country  ;  and  many 
another,  whose  genius  has  made  him  a  beacon  lu  the  dark 
sea  of  the  world's  history.  It  is  one  of  those  places  where 
the  enjoyment  is  nil  romance,  nnd  Ihe  blood  thrills  os  wc 
gitze  upon  it. 

Wc  started  early  next  niorniiig,  crossed  tlio  ravine,  nod 


took  tlio  well-payed  waj  to  tlie  monastery  along  t1iQ  moun- 
tain Bide.  The  etones  are  worn  Bmootli  by  the  sleds  in 
which  ladies  anil  provisions  are  conveyed  np,  drawn  by  the 
heaatiful  white  Tuscan  oxen.  The  hilU  are  covered  with 
liiKnriant  chestnnt  and  oak  trees,  of  those  picturesque  forms 
which  they  only  wear  in  Italy  ;  one  wild  dell  in  particular 
Is  much  resorted  to  by  painters  for  the  ready-made  fore- 
grounds it  supplicg.  Further  on.  we  passed  the  Fulcmo, 
a  rich  farm  belonging  to  the  Monks.  The  vines  which  hung 
from  tree  to  tree,  were  almost  breaking  beneath  clusters  as 
heavy  and  rich  as  tlioae  which  the  children  of  Israel  bore 
on  staves  from  the  Promised  Land.  Of  their  flavor,  we  can 
Bay,  from  esperienee,  they  were  worthy  to  have  gi'own  in 
Paradise.  We  then  entered  a  deep  dell  of  tlio  mountain, 
where  little  shepherd  girls  were  sitting  on  the  rocks  tending 
thdr  sheep  and  spinning  with  their  fingers  from  a  distaff,  in 
the  same  manner,  donbtlcss,  as  the  Eoman  shepherdesses 
two  thousand  years  ago.  Gnarled,  gray  olive  trees,  centu- 
ries old,  grew  upon  the  bare  Boil,  and  a  little  rill  fell  in  many 
a  tiny  cataract  down  the  glen.  By  a  mill,  iu  one  of  the 
coolest  and  wildest  nooks  I  ever  saw,  two  of  us  acted  tbo 
part  of  water-sprites  under  one  of  these,  to  the  gveat 
astonishment  of  four  peaKants  wlio  watched  us  from  a  dis- 

Bcyond,  our  road  led  through  forests  of  chestnut  and  oak, 
and  a  broad  view  of  mountain  and  rale  lay  below  ua.  "We 
asked  a  peasant  toy  we  met,  how  much  land  the  Monks  of 
Vallombrosa  possessed,  *'  All  that  you  see  !"  was  the  re- 
ply. The  dominion  of  the  good  fathers  reached  once  even 
to  the  gates  of  Florence.    At  length,  nSwvt  noon.  \\p  emerged 
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frnin  tho  woods  into  a  broad  avenue  leading  across  a  lawn, 
at  the  extremity  of  which  stood  the  ntassiye  buildings  of 
the  monantcry.  On  a  rock  that  towered  above  it,  was 
the  PnradisitiQ,  bej'ond  which  rose  the  iiiountaln,  covered 
with  forests — 

"Shude  abova  shade,  a  n-ooJj  theatre 
Of  etateUGst  view." 

We  were  met  at  tho  entrance  by  a  young  monk  in  cowl 
and  cassock,  to  whom  wo  applied  for  permission  to  stay  until 
the  next  day,  which  was  immediately  given.  Brother  Pla- 
cido  (for  that  was  his  name)  then  asked  ws  if  wo  would  not 
liave  dinner.  We  replied  that  our  appetites  were  none  the 
worse  for  ehnihing  the  mountain  j  and  in  half  an  hour  sat 
doivn  to  a  dinner,  the  like  of  which  we  had  not  booh  for  a 
long  time.  Verily,  thought  I.  it  must  he  a  pleasant  thing  to 
be  a  monk,  after  all ! — that  is,  a  monk  of  Vallombrosn, 

In  the  afternoon  we  walked  through  a  grand  pine  forest 
to  the  western  brow  of  the  mountuin,  where  a  view  opened 
which  it  would  require  a  wonderful  power  of  the  imagina- 
tion for  the  reader  to  see  in  fancy,  as  I  did  in  reality.  From 
the  height  where  we  stood,  tho  view  was  uninterrupted  to 
the  Mediterranean,  a  distance  of  more  than  seventy  miles  ; 
a  valley  watered  by  a  branch  of  the  Amo  swept  far  to  the 
east,  to  the  raouatains  near  the  lake  of  Thrasymcne  |  north- 
westwards the  hills  of  Cai-rara  bordered  tho  horizon;  and 
the  space  between  these  wide  points  was  filled  with  moun- 
tains aud  valleys,  all  steeped  in  that  soft  blue  mist  which 
makes  Italian  landscapes  more  like  heavenly  visions  than 
realities.      Florence  was  visible  afar  off,  and  the  current  of 
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tho  Arno  flashed  in  the  sun.  A  cool  and  almost  cLilling 
wind  blew  constantly  over  tUe  mountain,  although  tho 
countiy  below  baeked  in  summer  heat.  Wo  lay  on  the 
rocks,  and  let  our  souls  lusuriate  in  the  lovely  scene  until 
near  sunset.  Brother  Placido  brought  lis  anpper  in  the 
evening,  with  liis  ever-smiling  countenance,  and  we  soou 
after  went  to  our  bods  iu  the  iient,  plain  chambers,  to  get 
rid  of  the  unpleasant  coldness. 

Next  moming  it  was  ilanip  jiud  niisty,  and  thick  clouds 
rolled  down  the  foresta  towards  the  convent.  I  set  nut  for 
the  "Littlo  Paradise,"  taking  in  my  way  the  pretty  cascade 
wliicK  falls  some  fifty  feet  down  the  rocks.  The  bnilding  is 
not  now  as  it  was  when  Milton  lived  there,  having  been 
rebuilt  within  a  short  time.  I  found  no  one  tlierQ,  and 
satisfied  my  curiosity  by  climbing  over  the  wall  and  looking 
in  at  the  windows.  A  little  chapel  stands  iu  the  cleft  of  the 
i-ock  below,  to  mark  the  miracnloua  oscnpo  of  St.  John 
CJiialberto,  founder  of  tho  monastery.  Being  one  day  veiy 
closely  pursued  by  the  Devil,  lio  took  shelter  nnder  tlio 
rock,  which  immediately  became  soft  and  admitted  him  into 
it,  while  the  fiend,  unable  to  stop,  was  precijiitated  over  the 
steep.  All  this  is  related  in  a  Latin  inscription,  and  we  saw 
a  largo  hollow  in  the  rock  near,  which  must  have  beeu 
intended  for  the  imprint  left  by  his  sacred  person. 

One  of  the  monks  told  us  another  legend,  concerning  a 
little  chapel  which  stands  alone  on  a  wild  part  of  the 
mountain,  above  n  rough  pile  of  crags,  called  the  "'  Peak  of 
the  Bevil."  ■'  In  the  time  of  San  Giovanni  Gualherto,  tho 
holy  founder  of  otir  order,"  said  he,  "there  was  a  young 
man,  of  a  noble  family  in  Florence,  who  was  so  moved  by 
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the  words  of  llio  sn'mtly  falljcr,  that  lie  forsook  the  worlil, 
wherein  lio  had  lived  witli  great  luxury  and  diastpaticin,  and 
became  monk.  But,  after  a  time,  being  young  and  tempted 
sgain  by  this  pleasures  be  bad  renounced,  he  pnt  off  the 
oacred  garments.  The  holy  San  Giovanni  wnmed  bim  of 
the  terrible  danger  in  which  he  stood  ;  and  at  length  tha 
wicked  young  man  returned.  It  was  not  a  great  while, 
however,  before  he  became  diBaatiBfied,  and  in  spite  of  all 
holy  counsel,  did  the  same  thing.  But  behold  what  hap- 
pened !  As  lie  was  walking  along  the  peak  where  the 
chapel  stands,  thinking  nothing  of  his  great  crime,  the  devil 
sprang  suddenly  from  behind  a  rock,  and  catching  the  yonng 
man  in  hia  arms,  before  he  could  escape,  carried  him  with  a 
dreadful  noise  aud  a  great  red  flame  and  smoke  over  the 
precipice,  bi>  that  he  was  never  afterwards  seen." 

The  church  attached  to  the  monastery  ie  small,  but  very 
solemn  and  venerable.  I  wont  several  times  to  muse  in  its 
Btill,  gloomy  aisle,  and  hear  the  murmuring  chant  of  the 
monks,  who  went  through  their  exercises  in  some  of  the 
chapels.  At  one  time  I  saw  them  all,  in  long,  black  cas- 
socks, march  in  solemn  order  to  the  chapel  of  St.  John 
Gualberto,  where  they  sang  a  deep  chant,  which  to  me  bad 
something  awful  and  sepulchral  in  it.  Behind  the  high  altar 
I  saw  their  black,  carved  chairs  of  polished  oak,  with  pon- 
derous gilded  foliants  lyuig  on  the  rails  before  them.  The 
attendant  opened  one  of  these,  that  we  might  see  the  manu- 
script notes,  three  or  four  centuries  old,  from  which  they  eang. 

We  were  mnch  amused  ia  looking  through  two  or  three 
Italiiui  books,  which  were  lying  in  the  travellers'  room.  One 
b  our  friend,  Jfr.  Tandy,  read,  described  tbo 


mirndcB  of  the  patron  saint  witli  an  air  of  the  most  ridicii- 
lons  solemnity.     The  othor  was  a.  description  of  the  Monas- 
tery, its  foTinilatiou,  liistory,  etc.      In  mentioning  its  great 
iind  far-spread  renown,  the  author  stated  that  even  an  Eng- 
lish poet,  hy  t!ie  name  of  Miltoii,  liad  mentioned  it  in  the 
following  lines,  which  I  copied  TOi'batim  from  the  hook  : 
"Thick  09  autumnal  soaves  tlint  tilrow  slie  lirtiuks 
Tn  rallombrosa,  wlierelli  Etrulan  JbcIi?s 
Stigh  over  orcli  li'emLrover  1" 

We  were  so  delighted  with  the  place  that  we  would  have 
stayed  another  day,  but  for  fear  of  trespassing  too  much  on 
the  lavish  ; 
in  the  afternoon  i 
turned  our  backs 
loveliest  spots  of 
gradually  elear  aj 


ling  hospitality  of  the  good  fathers.  So 
shook  hands  with  Brother  Plncldo,  and 
p-etfully  npon  one  of  the  loneliest  and 
lich  earth  can  boast.  Tlie  sky  became 
o  descended,  and  the  mist  raised  itself 
from  the  distant  mountains.  "We  ran  down  through  tie 
same  chestnut  groves,  diverging  a  littlo  to  visit  the  village  ai 
Tofli.  which  is  very  picturosf[ue  when  seen  from  a  distance,  but 
extremely  dirty  to  one  passing  through.  I  stopped  in  the 
ravine  below  to  take  a  sketch  of  the  mill  and  bridge,  and  hb 
we  sat,  the  line  of  golden  sunlight  rose  higher  on  the  monn- 
t-iins  above.  On  walking  down  the  shady  side  of  this  glen, 
we  were  enraptured  with  the  scenery.  A  hrilUant  yet  mel- 
low glow  lay  over  the  whole  opposing  height,  lighting  up 
the  liouses  of  Tusi  and  the  white  cottages,  half  seen  among 
the  olives,  while  the  moi:ntaiji  of  Vallombrosa  stretched  far 
heavenward  like  a  sunny  painting,  with  only  a  miaty  wreath 
floating  and  waving  around  its  summit.  Tho  glossy  foliage 
of  the  chestnuts  was  made  still  brighter  by  the  warm  I'" 
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and  t!ic  old  olives  softened  down  into  a  eilvciy  gray,  whose 
cnntrnst  gave  the  landscape  a,  character  of  the  mellowest 
beauty.  As  we  wound  out  of  the  deep  glen,  the  broad  val- 
leys and  rangps  of  the  Appenines  lay  before  us,  forests,  cas- 
tles, and  yillagps  steeped  in  the  soft,  vapory  blue  of  the  Ita- 
lian atmosphere,  and  the  current  of  the  Arno  flashing  like  a 
golden  belt  tlirough  the  middle  of  the  picture. 

The  sun  was  nearly  down,  and  the  moniitnins  just  below 
him  were  of  a  deep  purple  hue,  while  those  that  ran  out  to 
the  eastward  wore  the  most  aerial  shade  of  blue.  A  few 
scattered  clouds,  floating  above,  soon  put  on  the  sunset  robe 
of  orange,  and  a  band  of  the  same  soft  color  entireled  the 
western  horizon.  It  did  not  reach  half  way  to  the  zenith, 
however ;  the  sty  above  was  blue,  of  such  a  depth  and 
transparency,  lliat  to  gaze  above  was  like  looking  into 
eternity.  Then  how  softly  and  Bootbingly  the  twilight  came 
on  !  How  deep  a  hush  sank  on  the  chestnut  glades,  broken 
only  by  the  song  of  tbe  cicada,  chirping  its  good-night  carol  1 
The  mountains,  too,  how  majestic  they  stood  in  their  ieep 
purple  outlines  !  Sweet,  sweet  Italy  !  I  can  feel  now  Low 
the  soul  may  cling  to  thee,  since  thou  canst  thus  gratify  its 
insatiable  thirst  for  the  Beautiful.  Even  thy  plainest  scene 
is  clothed  in  hues  that  seem  borrowed  of  heaven  !  In  the 
twilight,  moro  radiant  than  light,  and  the  Etillness,  more  elo- 
quent than  mnsic,  ivhiuh  sink  down  over  the  ennny  beauty 
of  thy  shores,  there  is  a  silent,  intense  poetry  that  stirs  the 
soul  throngh  all  its  impasaioaed  depths.  With  warm,  bliss- 
ful tears  filling  the  eyes  and  a  heart  overflowing  with  its 
own  happy  fancies,  I  wander  in  the  selitude  and  calm  of 
such  a  time,  and  love  thee  as  if  T  were  a  child  of  thy  soil ! 


CHAPTER  XXXV, 

FLORENCE  —  EXCURSIONS  AND  INCIDENTS. 

A  Walk  to  Biena—The  Landlady— The  Inn  at  Querciolar— Siena  and  its  Cathedral- 
Parting  from  F The  Grapes  of  Italy— The  Dome  of  the  Duomo— Climbing 

m  the  Dark— A  Cathedral  Scene— Walk  to  Pratolino— The  ViDtage— The  Colossus 
of  the  Appenines— The  Grand  Duke's  Farm— Degeneracy  of  the  Modern  Italians— 
The  Joy  of  Travel— The  Races  at  the  Cascine— The  Holy  Places  of  Florence— The 
Anatomical  Museum — American  Artists  in  Florence — Progress  of  American  Art — 
Brown— Kellogg^Greenough — Ives— Mozler— Powers— The  Statue  of  Eve— The 
Fisher  Boy— Ibraham  Pasha  in  Florence— Tuscan  Winter— Galileo's  Tower— Onr 
Financial  Experiences — Belief—The  Memory  of  Pleasure  and  Privation— An  Inci- 
dent— ^Boat  Voyage  on  the  Arno — Amateur  Starvation — ^The  Ascent  of  Monte 
Morello— The  Chapel  of  the  Medici— A  Farewell  Meditation. 

Florence,  October  22,  1846. 

Towards  the  end  of  September,  my  cousin,  who  was 
anxious  to  reach  Heidelberg  before  the  commencement  of 
the  winter  term  of  the  University,  left  Florence  on  foot  for 
Rome,  whence  he  intended  returning  to  Genoa  by  way  of 
Civita  Vecchia.  We  accompanied  him  as  far  as  Siena,  forty 
miles  from  here,  and  then  returned  to  our  old  quarters  and 
the  company  of  our  friend,  Mr.  Tandy.  The  excursion  was 
very  pleasant,  and  the  more  interesting  because  B and 
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I  intend  taking  the  mountain  road  to  Borne  by  way  of 
Perugia. 

We  dined  the  first  day  seventeen  miles  from  Florence,  at 
Tavenella,  where,  for  a  meagre  dinner,  the  hostess  had  the 
assurance  to  ask  us  seven  pauls.  We  told  her  we  would 
give  but  four  and  a  half,  and  by  assuming  a  decided  manner, 
wuth  a  respectful  use  of  the  word  "  Signora,**  she  was  per- 
suaded to  be  fully  satisfied  with  the  latter  sum.  From  a 
height  near,  we  could  see  the  mountains  coasting  the  Medi- 
terranean, and  shortly  after,  on  descending  a  long  hill,  the 
little  town  of  Poggibonsi  lay  in  the  warm  afternoon  light,  ou 
an  eminence  before  us.  It  was  soon  passed  with  its  dusky 
towers,  then  Stagia  looking  desolate  in  its  ruined  and  ivied 
walls,  and  following  the  advice  of  a  peasant,  we  stopped  for 
the  night  at  the  inn  of  Qucrciola.  As  wo  knew  something 
of  Italian  by  this  time,  we  thought  it  best  to  inquire  the  price 
of  lodging,  before  entering.  The  jHidronc  asked  if  we  meant 
to  take  supj)er  also.  We  answered  in  the  affirmative ;  "  then,'* 
said  he,  "  you  will  pay  half  a  paul  (about  five  cents)  apiece 
for  a  bed.**  We  passed  under  the  swinging  bunch  of  boughs, 
which  in  Italy  is  the  universal  sign  of  an  inn  for  the  common 
people,  and  entered  the  bare,  smoky  room  appropriated  to 
travellers.  A  long  table,  with  well-worn  benches,  was  the 
only  furniture ;  we  threw  our  knapsacks  on  one  end  of  it 
and  sat  down,  amusing  ourselves,  while  supper  was  preparing, 
in  looking  at  a  number  of  grotesque  charcoal  drawings  on 
the  wall,  which  the  flaring  light  of  our  tall  iron  lamp  reveal- 
ed to  us.  At  length  the  hostess,  a  kindly -looking  woman, 
with  a  white  handkerchief  folded  gracefully  around  her  head, 
brought  us  a  dish  of  fried  eggs,  which,  with  the  coartc  black 


bread  of  tLc  peaaanfs  and  a  basket  full  of  licb  gmpca,  made 
MS  ail  cxucUeiit  supper.  We  slept  on  mattresses  stuffed  with 
corn-busks,  placed  on  square  iron  frames,  wbich  are  tbo  bed- 
steads most  used  in  Italy.  A  brigbtly -painted  caricature  of 
some  saint,  or  rougb  ci-ucifis,  trimmed  witb  bay-leaves,  bung 
at  tbe  bead  of  eacb  bed,  and  under  tbeiv  devout  protectian 
we  enjoyed  a  safe  and  unbroken  alumber. 

Next  morning  we  set  out  early  to  complete  tbe  remaining 
ten  miles  to  Siena.  The  only  thing  of  interest  on  tbe  road, 
is  tbe  ruined  wall  and  battlements  of  Castiglione,  circling  a 
Iiigb  bill  and  lookmg  as  old  as  the  days  of  Etruria.  Tbe 
towers  of  Siena  are  seen  at  some  distance,  but  the  traveller 
does  not  perceive  its  romantic  situation  until  he  arrives.  It 
stands  on  a  double  bill,  wbich  is  very  steep  on  some  sides  ; 
tbe  hollow  between  tbe  two  peaks  is  occupied  by  tbo  great 
public  squnre,  ten  or  fifteen  feet  lower  than  the  rest  of  the 
city.  We  left  our  knapsacks  at  a  aifi  and  sought  the  cele- 
brated Cathedral,  which  stands  in  the  highest  part  of  tbe 
town,  forming  witb  its  flat  dome  aiid  lofty  marbio  tower,  an 
apes  to  the  pyi-aniidal  mass  of  btuldings. 

The  interior  is  rich  and  elegantly  perfect.  Tbo  walls  are 
alternate  bands  of  black  and  white  marble,  which  has  a  sin- 
gular but  agreeable  effect.  Tbe  inside  of  the  dome  and  the 
vaulted  ceilings  of  the  chapels,  are  of  blue,  with  golden 
stars  ;  the  pavement  in  the  centre  is  so  precious  a  work  that 
it  is  kept  covered  witb  board.s  and  only  shown  once  a  year. 
In  an  adjoining  chamber,  with  frescoed  walls  and  a  beautiful 
tesselafed  pavement,  is  the  library,  consisting  of  a  few  huge 
old  volumes,  which,  with  their  brown  covers  and  brazen 
clasps,  look  as  much  like  a  collection  of  flat  leather  tnmks 
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AS  any  thing  else.  In  tlie  centre  of  ihc  room  Blanils  tlio 
mutilated  gronp  of  the  Grecian  Grnc.os,  found  in  digging  the 
foundation  of  the  Cathedral.  The  figures  are  still  beaiitiful 
and  graceful,  with  thai  exqnisite  mrve  of  outline  which  is  snch 
a  (iliarm  in  the  antique  statues  Cnnova  has  only  perfected 
tlie  idea  in  his  celebrated  group,  which  is  nearly  a  copy  of 
this. 

We  strolled  through  the  sr|nArc  nnd  ilion   accompanied 

F to  the  Iloniaii  gate,  where  we  took  leave  of  him  for 

six  months  at  least.  He  felt  lonely  at  the  thonght  of  walking 
in  Ituly  without  a  companion,  but  was  cheered  by  the  antici- 
pation of  soon  reaching  Rome.  We  watched  him  awhile, 
walking  rapidly  over  the  hot  plain  ton'arda  Badicofani,  and 
then,  turning  our  faces  towards  Florencei  we  commenced 
the  return  walk,  I  must  not  forget  to  mention  the  delicious 
grapes  which  we  bought,  hefted  aud  stole  on  the  way. 
The  whole  country  is  a  vineyard — and  the  people  live,  in  a 
great  measure,  on  the  fruit  during  this  part  of  the  year. 
"Would  the  reader  not  think  it  highly  romantic  and  agreeable 
to  sit  in  the  shade  of  a  cypress  grove,  beside  some  old 
weather-beaten  statues,  looking  out  over  the  vales  of  the 
Appenines,  with  a  pile  of  white  nnd  purple  grapes  beside 
him,  the  liko  of  which  can  scarcely  be  had  in  America  for 
love  or  money,  and  which  had  been  given  him  hy  a  dark- 
eyed  peasant  girl  1  If  so,  he  may  envy  us,  for  snch  was 
exactly  our  situation  on  the  morning  before  reaching  Flo- 
rence, 

Being  in  the  Rnomo,  two  or  three  days  ago,  I  met  a  G-er- 
man  traveller,  who  has  walked  thmugli  Italy  thus  far,  and 
intends  continuing  his  journey  to  Rome  and  Naples.     His 


name  was  Von  Ranmcr.  He  was  well  acquainted  with  the 
present  state  of  America,  and  I  deriveil  mticli  pleasure  ftom 
his  intelligent  conversation.  Wo  concluilod  to  ascend  the 
cupola  in  company.  Two  hlaek-robed  boys  led  the  way ; 
after  climbing  an  infinite  number  of  steps,  we  reached  the 
gallery  around  the  foot  of  the  dome.  The  glorious  view  of 
that  paradise,  the  vale  of  the  Arno,  shut  in  on  all  sides  by 
mountains,  some  bare  and  deanlatc,  some  covered  with  villas, 
gardens,  and  groves,  lay  in  soft,  haay  light,  with  the  sha- 
dows of  scattered  clouds  moving  slowly  across  it.  They 
next  took  us  to  a  gallery  on  the  inside  of  the  dome,  where 
we  first  saw  the  immensity  of  Its  structure.  Only  from  a 
distant  view,  or  in  ascending  it,  can  one  really  mea.sure  its 
grandeur.  The  frescoes,  vLicL  from  below  appear  the  size 
of  life,  are  found  to  he  rough  and  monstrous  daubs ;  each 
figure  being  nearly  as  many  fathoms  in  length  as  man  is 
feet.  Continuing  our  ascent,  we  mounted  between  tbe  in- 
side and  outside  Bbells  of  the  dome.  It  was  indeed  a  bold 
idea  for  Bvunellescbi  to  raise  such  a  mass  in  air.  The  dome 
of  St,  Peter's,  which  is  scarcely  as  large,  was  not  made 
until  a  ceotnry  after,  and  this  was,  therefore,  the  first  attempt 
at  raising  one  on  so  grand  a  scfile. 

There  was  a  small  door  in  one  of  the  projections  of  the 
lantern,  which  the  sacristan  told  us  to  enter  and  ascend  still 
higher.  Supposing  there  was  a  fine  view  to  be  gained,  two 
priests,  who  had  just  come  up,  entered  it ;  the  German  fol- 
lowed, and  I  after  him.  After  crawling  in  at  the  low  door, 
we  fnuod  ourselves  in  a  boUow  pillar,  little  wider  than  oui 
bodies.  Looking  up,  I  saw  the  German's  legs  just  above 
my  head,  while  the  other  two  were  above  him,  ascending  by 
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means  of  little  iron  bnre  fnstoiied  in  the  mnrblc.  Tbe  priesta 
were  very  niucli  amiiBed,  utid  tLe  Gci'ioau  saitl : — "  Tbie  is 
the  first  time  I  over  Icarnoil  cliimiiey-Hweepiiig  !"  We 
emerged  at  length  into  a  hallow  cone,  hot  and  durk,  vrith  a 
rickety  ladder  going  iqi  somewhere  ;  we  could  Dot  see  where. 
Tho  old  priest  not  wishing  to  trust  himself  to  it,  sent  his 
younger  brother  up,  and  we  shonted  after  him ; — "  What 
kind  of  a  view  have  youf"  He  climbed  up  until  the  cone 
got  so  narrow  that  ho  could  go  no  fnrthcr,  and  answered 
back  in  the  darkness  : — "I  see  nothing  at  all!"  Shortly 
af^or  lie  came  down,  covered  with  dust  and  cobwebs,  and  we 
all  descended  the  chimney  quicker  than  we  went  up.  The 
old  priest  considered  it  a  good  joke,  and  laughed  till  his  fat 
sides  shook.  We  asked  the  sacristau  why  he  sent  us  up, 
and  he  answered  : — "  To  seethe  construction  of  the  (Jhurch  I" 
I  attended  service  in  the  CatlieJral  one  dai'fc,  rainy  morn- 
ing, and  was  never  before  so  deeply  impressed  with  the 
majesty  and  grandeur  of  tho  mighty  edifice.  Tho  thick, 
clotidy  atmosphere  darkened  still  more  the  light  ivliich  came 
through  tho  stained  windows,  and  a  solemn  twilight  i-eigned 
in  the  long  aisles.  The  mighty  dome  sprang  far  aloft,  as  if 
it  inclosed  a  part  of  Jioaven,  for  the  light  that  struggled 
through  the  windows  around  its  base,  lay  in  broad  bars  on 
the  bbie,  liazy  air.  I  should  not  have  been  surprised  at 
seeing  a  cloud  float  along  within  it.  The  lolly  hurst  of  the 
organ  boomed  eclioing  away  through  dome  and  nave,  with 
a  chiming,  metallic  vibration,  shaking  the  massive  pillars 
which  it  would  defy  an  earthquake  to  rend.  All  was  wrap- 
pod  in  dusky  obscurity,  except  where,  in  tbe  side-chapels, 
crowns  of  tiipers  wore  buniiug  around   the  images.     One 
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knows  not  which  most  to  admire,  the  genius  wliich  could 
(onceive,  or  the  perseveriince  which  could  aecompllBh  such 
a  work.  On  ouQ  side  of  the  square,  the  colossal  statue  of 
the  architect,  glorious  old  Bruuelleachi,  is  most  appropriately 
placed,  looking  up  with  pride  at  his  p    f    m 

We  lately  made  an  excnrs  P    t  1  tl     App 

nines,  to  see  the  vintage  and  tli        Ibtd      1  \y 

Johu  of  Bologna.     Leaving  Fl  th     m    ning       th 

a  cool,  fresh  wind  blowing  d  f         th     m       t  w 

began  ascending  by  the  road  t    B  1  ^^     P        *!  -f"       ' 

with  its  tower  and  acropolis  o     tl  !  t  d         1     Ij 

with  t!ie  bold  peak  of  one  of  the  loftiLst  Appemnes  on  our 
left.  The  abundant  fruit  of  the  olive  was  beginning  to  turn 
brown,  and  the  g^rapes  were  all  gatbered  in  from  the  viue- 
yards,  but  we  leai-ned  from  a  peasant-boy  tliat  tlic  vintage 
was  not  finished  at  FratolitiD. 

We  finally  arrived  at  an  avenue  shaded  \^■ith  sycamores, 
leading  to  the  royal  park.  Tlie  vintagers  were  busy  in  the 
fields  around,  uuloading  tbe  vines  of  their  purple  tribute, 
and  many  a  laugh  and  jest  among  the  merry  peasants  en- 
livened the  toil.  We  nasiated  them  in  disposing  of  some  fine 
clusters,  and  then  sought  the  "  Colossus  of  the  Appcnines." 
He  stands  above  a  little  lake,  at  the  bead  of  a  long  moun- 
tain-slope, broken  with  clumps  of  magnificent  trees.  This 
remarkable  figure,  the  work  of  John  of  Bologna,  impresses 
one  like  a  relic  of  the  Titaus.  He  is  represented  as  half- 
kneeling,  supporting  himself  n'ith  one  hand,  while  the  other 
is  pressed  upon  the  head  of  a  dolphin,  from  which  a  little 
Btream  falls  into  the  lake.  The  height  of  tlie  figure,  when 
erect,  would  auiouut  to  move  than  sixty  feet !    We  measured 
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t»n:  of  tilt!  fcet,  wliicli  i^  a  single  piece  of  ruek,  ulimit  eiglit  feet 
long;  from  tlio  ground  to  tbe  top  of  one  kwee  ib  nearly  twenty 
fcot.  The  UmljB  are  formed  of  pieces  of  stone,  joineil  toge- 
ther, aiid  the  body  of  stone  anil  brick.  His  rough  Lair  and 
eyebrows,  and  the  beard,  which  reaches  nearly  to  the  ^onnd, 
are  formed  of  Btalactites,  taken  from  caves,  and  fastened 
together  in  a  dripping  and  crusted  mass.  Tiiese  himg  also 
from  his  limbs  and  body,  and  gave  hitn  the  appearance  of 
Winter  in  his  mail  of  Icicles.  By  climbing  np  the  rocks  at 
his  back,  we  entered  his  body,  which  contains  a  small-sized 
room ;  it  was  even  possible  to  ascend  through  his  neck  and 
look  out  at  his  ear !  The  face  is  in  keeping  with  the  figure 
— Etem  and  grand,  and  tlie  architect  (one  can  liardly  say 
sculptor)  has  given  to  it  the  majestic  air  and  sublimity  of 
the  Appenines.  Bn  t  who  could  buildup  an  imago  of  the  Alp  1 
Wo  visited  the  factory  on  the  estate,  where  wine  and  oil 
are  made.  The  men  had  just  brought  in  a  cart-load  of  large 
wooden  vessels,  filled  with  grapes,  which  they  were  mashing 
with  heavy  wooden  pestlbs.  When  the  grapes  were  pretty 
well  reduced  to  pnlp  and  juice,  they  emptied  them  into  an 
enormous  tun,  which  they  told  us  wonld  be  covered  mr-tight, 
and  left  for  three  or  four  weeks,  after  which  the  wine  would 
be  drawn  off  at  tbe  bottom.  They  showed  ns  also  a  great 
stono  mill  for  grinding  olives ;  this  estate  of  the  Grand 
Duke  produces  five  hundred  barrels  of  wine  and  a  hundred 
and  fifty  of  oil,  every  year.  The  former  article  is  the 
nniversal  beverage  of  the  laboring  classes  in  Italy,  or  I 
might  say,  of  all  classes  ;  it  is,  however,  the  pure  blood  of 
the  grape,  and  although  used  in  such  quantities,  one  sees 
little  drunkenness — fin*  less  (ban  in  our  own  land. 
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indolent  and  effemi- 

L   nature   they  have 

CO  engaged  in  active 

honesty,  jiractia- 


Although  this  Bweet  climate,  with  its  wealth  of  sunlight 
and  halmy  aire,  may  enchant  the  traveDer  for  awhile  and 
make  him  wish  at  times  that  his  whole  life  might  bo  spent 
amid  sucli  scenes,  it  exercises  a  most  enervating  influence  on 
those  who  are  born  to  its  enjoyment.  It  relaxes  mental  and 
physical  energy,  and  disposes  body  and  mind  to  dreamy 
inactivity.  The  Italians,  as  a  race,  a; 
natc.  Of  the  moral  dignity  of  hum 
little  conception.  Those  classes  who 
occupation  seem  even  destitute  of  c 
ing  all  kinds  of  deceits  in  tlie  most  open  n 
rently  without  the  least  shame.  The  state  of  morals  is  low- 
er than  in  any  other  country  of  Europe  ;  wbat  little  virtue 
exists  is  found  among  the  peasants.  Many  of  the  most 
sacred  obligations  of  society  are  universally  violated,  and  as 
a  natural  consei]^uence,  the  people  are  almost  entire  strangers 
to  that  domestic  bnppinesa,  wliicli  constitutes  the  true  enjoy- 
ment of  life. 

This  dark  shadow  in  the  moral  atmosphere  of  Italy  hangs 
like  a  curse  on  her  beautiful  soil,  weakening  the  sympathies 
of  citizens  of  freer  lands  with  her  fallen  condition.  No 
people  can  ever  become  truly  gi'eat  or  free,  who  are  not 
virtuous.  If  the  BOul  aspires  for  liberty — pure  and  perfect 
liberty — it  also  aspires  for  everything  that  is  noble  in  Truth, 
everything  that  is  holy  in  Virtue.  It  is  greatly  to  be  feared 
that  ail  those  nervous  and  impatient  efforts  which  have  been 
made  and  are  still  being  made  by  the  Italian  people  to  bet- 
ter their  condition,  will  be  of  little  avail,  until  they  set  np  a 
better  standard  of  personal  principle  and  improve  the  oha- 
racter  of  their  lives. 


I  attnuWl  to-tlnj-  the  f/ill  rncea  at  tlie  Caticine.  This  ie  a 
dairj-  farm  of  tlic  Orand  l>uke  on  the  Arno,  bekw  tiio  uity  j 
pnrt  of  it,  ehatled  witli  magditieent  trees,  has  been  maJe  into 
It  public  promenade  and  drive,  which  exteuds  for  three  inilea 
down  the  river.  Towards  the  lower  end,  on  a  smooth  green 
lawn,  is  the  race-coiirso.  To-day  was  the  last  of  the  season, 
for  which  the  best  trials  had  been  reserved.  It  was  the  Tcry 
perfection  of  autumn  tetoperature,  and  I  do  not  remember 
to  liave  ever  seen  bo  hluo  hills,  so  green  meadows,  so  fresh 
air  and  so  bright  sunshine  combined  in  one  scene  before. 
Travelling  mcreasea  verj'  much  one's  capacity  for  admira- 
tion. Every  beautifcil  scene  appears  as  beautiful  as  if  it  had 
been  the  first ;  and  although  I  may  have  seen  a  hundred 
times  as  lovely  a  combination  of  sky  and  landscape,  the 
pleaKuro  which  it  awakens  is  never  diminished.  This  is  one 
of  the  greatest  blessings  we  enjoy — the  freshness  and  glory 
which  Nature  wears  to  our  eyes  for  ever.  It  shows  that  the 
soul  never  grows  old — that  the  eye  of  ago  can  take  in  the 
impression  of  beauty  with  the  same  euthusiasttc  joy  which 
leaped  through  the  heart  of  childhood. 

We  found  the  crowd  aiouiid  the  race-course  but  thin ; 
half  the  people  there,  and  all  the  horses,  appeared  to  ba 
EngKsh.  It  was  a  good  place  to  observe  the  beauty  of 
Florence,  which,  however,  may  be  seen  in  a  short  time,  as 
there  is  not  much  of  it.  There  is  beauty  in  Italy,  undoubt- 
edly, but  it  is  either  among  the  peasants  or  the  higher  ranks 
of  the  nobility.  I  will  tell  our  American  women  confiden- 
tially, for  I  know  they  have  too  much  sense  to  be  vain  of  it, 
that  they  snrpass  the  rest  of  the  world  as  much  in  beauty  as 


they  do  in  intelligent 


I  s 


I  one  of  the 
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carriages  the  wife  of  Alesamler  Duraas,  tlie  French  atitiior 
She  is  a  large,  fair-complexioned  woman,  and  is  now,  from 
what  cause  I  Itnow  not,  living  apart  from  her  husb.ind. 

The  jockeys  paeed  up  and  down  the  tields,  preparing  their 
beautiful  animals  for  the  npproaching  heat,  and  as  the  luiur 
drew  nigh  the  mounted  dragoons  busied  themselves  in  eiear- 
ing  the  space.  It  was  a  one-mile  course,  to  the  end  of  the 
lawn  and  back.  At  last  the  bugle  sounded,  and  olV  went 
three  steeds  like  arrows  let  fly.  Tliey  passed  us,  their  light 
limbs  hounding  over  the  turf,  a  beautiful  dark-brown  taking 
the  lead.  We  leaned  over  the  railing  and  watched  them 
eagerly.  The  bell  rang— they  reached  the  other  end — we 
saw  them  turn  and  come  dashing  back,  nearer,  nearer ;  the 
crowd  began  to  shout,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  brown  one 
had  won  it  by  fonr  or  five  lengths.  Tlie  fortunate  horse  was 
led  around  in  triumph,  and  I  saw  an  English  lady,  remark- 
able for  her  betting  propensities,  come  out  from  the  crowd 
and  kiss  it  in  apparent  delight. 

Florence  is  fast  becoming  modernized.  The  introduction 
of  gas,  and  the  construction  of  the  railroad  to  Pisa,  which  is 
nearly  completed,  will  make  sad  havoc  with  the  air  of  poe- 
try which  still  lingers  in  its  silent  streets.  There  is  scarcely 
a  bridge,  a  tower,  or  a  street,  which  is  not  haunted  by  some 
Btin'ing  association.  In  the  Via  San  Felice,  Raphael  used 
to  paint  when  a  boy  ;  near  the  Ponte  Santa  Trinita  stands 
Michael  Angelo's  house,  with  his  pictures,  clothes,  and  paint- 
ing implements,  just  as  lie  left  it  three  centuries  ago  ;  on  the 
south  side  of  the  Arno  is  the  house  of  G-alileo,  and  that  of 
Macbiavclli  stands  in  an  avenue  near  tlie  Dnca!  Palace.  While 
threading  my  way   through   some   darli,  crooked   streets  in 
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an  unfrequented  part  of  tLe  city,  I  noticed  nn  old  tinicnaut 
od  liousei  bearing  a  marble  tablet  al)ovo  the  door.  I  Atqv 
near  and  rend  : — "  In  this  iionse  of  the  Aligliiori  iVas  born 
tbe  Divine  Poet !"     It  was  tlio  birth-place  of  Bante  ! 

We  lately  visited  the  I'lorentine  Musenni.  licsides  the 
usual  collection  of  objects  of  natural  history,  there  is  an 
anatomical  cabinet)  very  celebrated  for  its  preparations  in 
wax.  All  parts  of  the  human  frame  are  represented  so 
wonderfully  esact,  that  students  of  medicine  pnrsne  thwr 
studieB  here  in  eummer  with  the  same  facility  as  from  real 
subjects.  Every  bonci  muscle,  and  nerve  in  the  body  is 
perfectly  counterfeited,  the  whole  forming  a  collection  as 
curious  as  it  is  usefui.  One  chamber  is  occupied  with  reprc- 
eentntions  of  the  plague  in  Rome,  IMilan,  and  Florence. 
They  arc  executed  with  horrible  truth  to  nature,  but  I  re- 
gretted aftenvards  having  seen  them.  There  are  enoagii 
forms  of  beauty  and  delight  in  the  world  on  which  to  em- 
ploy the  eye  w  thout  mik  g  t  faniiliai  with  scenes  which 
can  only  be  leme    bercd  i   th  a  bl  udder. 

We  derive  in  lIi  i  \eis  re  fro  n  the  society  of  the  Ameri- 
are  no  res  d  g  in  Florence.  At  the 
I,  and  Bru  n,  tl  c  painter,  we  spend  many 
!;s  in  the  company  of  our  gifted  country- 
drawn  together  by  a  Uiudred,  social  feeling, 
as  well  as  by  tlieir  mutual  aims,  and  form  among  themselves 
a  society  so  unrestrained,  American-like,  that  the  traveller 
who  meets  them  forgets  his  exile  for  a  time.  These  no- 
ble representatives  of  our  country,  all  of  whom  possess  the 
true,  inborn  spirit  of  republieanisni,  have  made  tiie  Ame- 
rican  name   known    and  respected  in   Florence.     Powers, 
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^specially,  ivho  is  intimate  with  nintiy  of  tlie  principal  Ita- 
lian, families,  is  univerBally  esteemed.  The  Gi'ttncl  Duke  liaM 
more  tlian  once  visited  his  studio  and  eKpressed  the  bigliest 
admiration  of  Lis  talents. 

In  Ploreuce,  and  indeed  through  all  Italy,  there  is  much 
reason  for  our  country  to  be  proud  of  the  high  stand  Lcr 
artists  are  taking.  The  sons  of  our  rude  western  dime, 
brought  \ip  without  other  resources  than  their  own  genius 
and.  energy,  now  fairly  rival  those,  who  from  their  cradle 
upwards  have  drawn  inspiration  and  amhition  from  the  glo- 
rious masterpieces  of  the  old  painter  a  and  scidptors. 
Wherever  our  artists  are  known,  they  never  fail  to  create  a 
respect  for  American  talent,  and  to  dissipate  the  false  notions 
respecting  our  cultivation  and  refinement,  which  prevail  in 
Europe.  There  are  now  eight  or  ten  of  our  paintera  and 
sculptors  in  Florence,  some  of  whom,  I  do  not  hesitate  to 
eay,  take  the  very  first  rank  among  living  artists. 

I  have  been  greatly  delighted  with  the  Italian  landscapes 
of  Mr.  George  L.  Brown  ;  tboy  have  that  golden  mellow- 
ness and  transparency  of  atmosphere  which  gives  such  a 
charm  to  the  real  scenes.  Ho  has  wooed  Nature  like  a 
lover,  and  she  has  not  withheld  her  favors.  Mr.  Kellogg,  who 
has  just  returned  from  the  (iJrient,  brought  with  him  a  rich 
harvest  of  studies,  which  he  is  now  maturing  on  the  canvas. 
His  sketches  are  of  great  interest  and  value,  and  their  re- 
sults will  give  him  an  enviable  reputation.  Greenough,  wlio 
has  been  some  time  In  Germauy,  returned  lately  to  bis  stu- 
dio, where  he  has  a  colossal  group  in  progress  for  the  por- 
tico of  the  Capitol.  It  represents  a  backwoodsman  just 
triumphing  in  the  struggle  with  an  liidinn,  and  promises  to 
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on  work.     Mr.  Ives,  a.  young 

n.n  u  bas  just  completeil  iho  clay 
ks — a  oj  w  h  a  dead  IjirJ,  eliarmingly 
and  a  a  of  Jcplitliah's  Daughter. 
o  he  T  wg  nntrymen  hero,  just  com- 
es n  ow  nil  that  cnthiieinsm  and 
ou  h  h  Le  B  is  no  success  in  Art. 
Mr.  Hoz  e  an  Vm  an  t,  n  eman,  who  liaa  been  resid- 
ing here  f  so  ne  n  e  w  h  h  miJy,  recently  took  a  piece 
of  clay  for  pas  me  anJ  to  I  e  astonUhment  of  bis  friends, 
has  now  nea  I7  cotnp  et  an  admirable  h'tist  of  his  littlo 
daughter  He  has  b  en  s  b  essful  that  he  intends  devot- 
ing himaclf  to  the  art — a  devotion  bo  rare,  that  it  must  Buroly 
meet  with  Bome  return. 

"Would  it  not  be  better  for  some  Bcores  of  onr  rich  mep- 
chants  to  lay  out  their  money  ou  statues  aiid  pictures, 
instead  of  balls  and  spendthrift  sons  1  A  few  such  expendi- 
tures, properly  directed,  would  do  much  for  the  advancenieut 
of  the  fine  arts.  An  oconsioual  golden  blessing,  bestowed 
on  genius,  might  be  returned  to  the  giver,  in  the  fame  he  had 
assisted  in  creating.  There  sectna,  however,  to  be  at  pro- 
sent  a  rapid  increase  in  refined  ta^te,  and  a  better  apprecia- 
tion of  artistic  talent  in  our  country.  And  as  an  American, 
nothing  has  made  me  feel  prouder  than  this,  and  the  steadi- 
ly increasing  reputation  of  our  artists. 

Of  these,  no  one  has  done  more  within  the  last  few  years, 
than  Powers.  With  a  tireless  and  persevering  energy,  Bnch 
as  could  have  belonged  to  few  but  Americans,  he  has  alrea- 
dy gained  an  imperishable  name  in  his  art.  I  cannot  de- 
scribe the  enjoj'ii  ent  I  have  derived  from  looking  at  his 
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■matcblcsa  works.  I  sliould  hesitate  in  giving  nij  own  im- 
perfect juilgmcnt  of  tiieir  excellence,  if  I  had  not  found  it 
to  coincide  with  that  of  many  others  who  arc  better  versed 
in  the  i-ules  of  art.  When  I  read  a  notice  seven  or  eight 
years  ago,  of  the  young  sculptor  of  Ciuciunati,  whose  husta 
cxhihiteil  so  mncli  evidence  of  geuiiis,  I  little  dreamed  that 
I  should  meet  him  in  Florence,  with  the  experience  of  years 
of  toil  added  to  his  early  euthusiastn,  and  every  day  increas- 

Thc  statue  of  Eve  ia  in  my  opinion  one  of  the  finest  works 
of  modern  times.  So  completely  did  tlie  first  view  excite  my 
surprise  aaid  delight,  and  thrill  every  feeling  that  awakes  at  the 
sight  of  the  Beautiful,  that  my  mind  dwelt  intensely  on  it  for 
days  afterwards.  This  is  the  Eve  of  Scripture — the  Eve  of 
Milton — mother  of  mankind  and  fairest  of  all  her  race. 
With  the  full  and  majestic  beauty  of  ripened  womanhood, 
she  wcai-8  the  purity  of  a  world  as  yet  unknown  to  sin. 
With  the  bearing  of  a,  qnecn,  there  is  in  her  countenance  the 
softness  and  grace  of  a  tender,  loving  woman  ; 

"God-like  erect,  witli  Dutive  honor  clad 
In  naked  mftjeaty." 

She  holds  the  fatal  fruit  extended  in  her  hand,  ani  her  face 
expresses  the  stmggle  lietwoen  conscience,  dread,  and  desire. 
The  serpe^t,  whose  coiled  length  under  the  leaves  and 
flowers  entu'cly  snrrounds  her,  thus  forming  a  beautiful 
allegoricsl  symbol,  is  watching  her  decision  from  an  ivied 
tmnk  at  her  side. 

Powers  has  now  nearly  finished  nn  exquisite  figure  of  a 
fisher-hoy,  standing  ou  the  ahoie,  witli  his  not  and  rudder  in 
17 


.lUf  liand.  wljilc  witli  tlio  otiier  lie  holds  a  shell  to  hia  ear, 
Buil  listens  if  it  murnitir  to  liim  of  a  gathering  atorm,  H» 
slight,  boyish  limbs  are  full  of  grace  and  delicacy — yon  feel 
that  the  yonthfiil  fratue  could  grow  up  into  nothing  less  than 
an  Apollo.  Then  the  head — liow  beautiful  I  Slightly  bent 
on  one  side,  with  the  rim  of  tho  slicll  thrust  under  his  locks, 
lips  gently  partocl,  and  the  face  wrought  up  to  the  most 
hushed  and  breathless  expression,  be  listens  whether  the 
soKud  bo  deeper  than  its  wont.  It  makes  you  hold  your 
breath  and  listen,  to  look  at  it.  Mrs.  Jameson  somewhere 
remarks,  that  repose  or  suspended  motion  should  be  always 
chosen  for  a  statue  that  shall  present  a  perfect,  unbroken 
impression  to  the  mind.  If  this  bo  true,  the  enjoyment  must 
be  much  more  complete  where  not  only  tho  motion,  but 
hi-eath  and  thought  arc  suspended,  and  all  the  faculties  are 
wrought  into  one  hushed  and  intense  sonsation.  In  gazing 
on  this  esijuisite  conception,  I  feel  my  admiration  filled  to 
the  utmost,  without  that  paiiifid,  aching  impression,  so  often 
left  by  beautiful  works.  It  glides  into  my  vision  like  a  form 
long  missed  from  the  gallery  of  beauty  I  am  forming  in  my 
mindj  and  I  gaze  on  it  with  an  ever  new  and  increasing 
delight. 

Tho  other  day  I  saw  Ibrahim  Pacha,  the  son  of  old  Mo- 
hemct  All,  driving  in  his  carriage  through  the  stri'uls.  He 
is  here  on  a  visit  from  Lucca,  where  he  has  been  spending 
some  time  on  account  of  his  health,  He  is  a  man  of  ap- 
parently fifty  years  of  age  ;  his  countenance  wears  a  stern 
and  almost  savage  look,  very  consistent  with  the  character 
he  bears  and  the  political  part  he  has  played.  He  is  rather 
portly  in  person,  the  pale  olivo  of  his  complexion  contrasting 
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etroiigly  with  a  board  perfectly  white.  In  couimon  with  all 
Ilia  attendants,  he  wears  tlie  liigli  red  cap,  picturesque  blua 
jacket,  and  full  trowsers  of  the  Egyptians.  There  is 
scarcely  a  man  of  tliem  whose  face  with  its  wild,  oriental 
beauty,  docs  not  show  ti>  advantage  auieug  us  civilized  and 
prosaic  Christiaus- 


Pei-embcr  19,  1S45. 

I  took  a  walk  lately  to  the  tower  of  Galileo.  In  company 
with  throe  friends,  I  left  Florence  by  tho  Porta  Romana,  aad 
ascended  the  Pogi^ie  Impcriak.  This  beautiful  avenue,  a 
mile  and  a  q^uarter  in  length,  leading  up  a  gradual  ascent  to 
a  villa  of  the  Grand  Duke,  is  bordered  with  splendid 
cypresses  and  evergreen  oaks,  and  the  grass  banks  are 
always  fresh  and  green,  so  that  even  in  winter  it  calls  up  a 
rcmemhvanco  of  summer.  In  fact.  Winter  does  not  wear  the 
scowl  here  that  he  has  at  home ;  he  is  robed  rather  in  a 
threadbare  garment  of  autumn,  and  it  is  only  high  up  on  the 
mountain  tops,  out  of  the  reach  of  his  enemy,  the  sun,  that 
he  dai'es  to  throw  it  off,  and  blaster  about  with  his  storms 
and  scatter  down  his  snow-flakes.  The  roses  still  bud  and 
bloom  iu  the  hedges,  the  emerald  of  the  meadows  is  not  a 
whit  paler,  tho  sun  looks  down  lovingly  as  yet,  and  there 
are  only  tho  white  helmets  of  some  of  the  Appenincs,  witli 
the  leafless  mulberries  and  vines,  to  tell  us  that  we  have 
cliangcd  seasons. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour's  walk,  part  of  it  by  a  path  tlirougli 
an  olive  orchard,  brought  us  to  the  top  of  a  bill,  which  was 
surmounted  by  a  square,  broken,  ivied  tower,  forming  part  of 
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a  storeliousc  for  tlio  prodiico  of  tlio  estato.  We  putereil, 
snluted  by  a  dog,  and  passing  throtigli  a  coart-yard,  in  wliicli 
stood  two  or  three  carts  full  of  brown  olives,  found  oiu'  wny 
to  tlid  rickety  staircase,  I  spared  my  sentiment  in  going 
up,  tbiuking  the  steps  might  have  been  renewed  since  Ga,- 
liloo'a  time,  but  tbe  glorioas  landscape  wliich  opened  around 
us  when  we  reached  tlie  top,  time  could  not  cbango,  and  I 
gazed  upon  it  with  interest  and  emotion,  as  my  eye  took  in 
those  forma  which  had  once  been  mirrored  in  the  pliilosoplier's. 
Our  Tuscan  life  is  at  last  at  an  eud.  After  a  residence  of 
nearly  four  months,  we  shall  take  leave  of  beautiful  Floreneo 
to-morrow.  Our  departure  lias  been  somewhat  delayed  hy 
the  necessity  of  waiting  for  remittances  from  home.  By  the 
first  of  November,  our  means  were  entirely  exhausted,  but 
oar  friend,  Mr.  Tandy,  generously  shared  Lis  purse  with  us 
until  the  long-expected  letters  arrived.  Finally,  I  received 
a  draft  for  one  hundred  dollars,  sixty  of  which  were  due  to 
BIr.  T.,  who,  in  bis  turn,  was  beginning  to  look  anxiously 
for  remittances,  and    had   stinted    liimself  for  our   sakea. 

B was  out  of  money,  and  does  not  expect  to  get  any 

more  until  we  reach  Paris,  so  that  wo  had  only  forty  dollars 
between  us,  for  the  journey  to  Rome  and  thence  to  I'aris. 
We  had  already  pushed  economy  to  its  furthest  point,  and 
it  was  evident  that  the  thing  waa  impossible.  But  it  was 
efinally  impossible  to  give  up  onr  plan  of  travel.  I  finally 
went  to  Mr.  Powers,  who  has  treated  me  with  the  greatest 
kindness  and  hospitality  duriug  our  residence  here,  and 
asked  him  to  lend  me  fifty  dollars  for  two  or  three  montfas. 
He  complied  with  a  readinesa  and  cordiality  which  was  most 
grateful,  and  relieved  me    of  the   painful    embarrassmeht 
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wliicli  I  could  not  help  feeling.  IVo  Lave  now  ninety 
dollars,  wLicli  we  are  confident  will  carry  us  through,  But 
Greece — Greece  is  lost  to  us  !  Oh  for  a  hundred  dollars, 
that  I  might  see  the  Parthenon  hefore  I  die  ! 

My  residence  in  Florence  lias  boon  thoronghly  happy  and 
delightful,  and  I  leave  it  with  sincere  regret.  These  priva- 
tions, and  anxieties,  and  eniharrasBmenta,  are  forgotten  the 
moment  they  are  over,  while  the  memory  of  pleasure  re- 
mains as  distinct  as  the  reality.  I  know  I  shall  liereafter 
find  eveu  a  delight  in  thinking  of  the  hardest  of  my 
experiences;  one  of  them  ia  already  Bufficlentiy  amusing, 
and  may  amuse  the  reader  also.  Mr.  Tandy,  as  I  said, 
shared  his  own  means  with  us,  kftar  our  own  had  failed, 
until  what  he  had  in  Florence  was  nearly  exhausted.  TTin 
hanker  lived  in  Leghorn,  and  he  detenuined  to  go  there  and 
draw  for  more,  instead  of  having  it  sent  through  a  corres- 
pondent.    B decided  to  accompany  liim,  and  two  yoang 

Englishmen,  who  had  just  arrived  on  foot  from  Geneva, 
joined  the  party.  They  resolved  on  making  an  adventure 
out  of  the  expedition,  and  it  waa  accordingly  agreed  that 
they  should  take  one  of  the-market-hoata  of  the  Amo,  and 
sail  down  to  Pisa,  more  than  fifty  miles  distant,  by  the 
river.  "We  paid  one  or  two  visits  to  the  western  gate  of  the 
city,  where  numbers  of  these  craft  always  lie  at  auciior,  and 
struck  a  bargain  with  a  sturdy  boatman,  tliat  he  sliouhl  take 
theJn  for  a  scudo  each, 

The  hour  of  starting  waa  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and 
I  accompanieil  them  to  the  starting-place.  The  boat  had  a 
slight  canvas  covering,  and  the  crew  consisted  only  of  the 
owner  and  Ida  son  Antonio,  a  Ijoy  of  ten.    I  ahiiU  not  recount 
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tlieir  voyage  all  tliat  night  (wLicli  was  so  cold,  that  lliiiy  tied 
path  other  np  in  the  boatinou'ii  meal-bags,  aronnil  the  n£c^, 
and  lay  down  in  r  heap  oit  the  ribbed  buttum  of  the  boat}, 
nor  their  adventures  in  I'isa  and  I,cghora.  They  were  to  ba 
absent  tbrcc  or  four  days,  and  Uud  left  ma  inuncy  enough  to 
live  upon  in  the  moaiitimo,  but  the  next  morning  our  bill  for 
washing  came  in,  and  consumed  nonrly  the  whole  of  it.  I 
had  about  four  cnaie  (three  cents)  a  day  left  for  my  me^s, 
and  by  spending  one  of  these  for  bread,  and  the  remainder 
for  ripe  iigs,  of  which  one  crazie  will  pui-chase  fifteen  or 
twenty,  and  roasted  chestnuts,  I  managed  to  make  a  diminu- 
tive breakfast  and  dinner,  but  was  careful  not  to  take  much 
exercise,  on  account  of  the  increase  of  hunger.  As  it  hap- 
pened, my  friends  remained  two  days  Inngcr  than  I  had  ex- 
pected, and  the  last  two  crazie  I  had  were  expended  for  one 
day's  provisions.  I  then  decided  to  try  the  next  day  with- 
out anything,  and  actually  felt  a  curiosity  to  know  what 
one's  sensations  would  be,  on  experiencing  two  or  three  days 
of  starvation.  I  knew  that  if  the  feeling  should  become  insup- 
portahle,  I  could  easily  walk  out  to  the  mountain  of  Fieaole, 
where  a  fine  fig  orchard  shades  tiie  old  Koinnn  amphitheatre. 
But  the  experiment  was  broken  ofl'  in  its  commencement,  by 
the  arrival  of  the  absent  ones,  in  tlie  middle  of  tlic  following 
night.  Such  is  the  weakness  of  human  nature,  that  on  find- 
ing I  should  not  want  for  breakfast,  I  arose  from  hed,  and 
ate  the  two  or  three  remaining  figs  which,  by  a  strong  exer- 
tion, I  had  saved  frora  the  scanty  allowance  of  the  day.  I 
began  to  experience  a  powerful  feeling  of  weakness  and 
vacuity,  and  my  breakfast  tlie  next  day — the  most  doliciouB 
meal  I  ever  ate — cost  me  at  least  ten  cents 
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Wlioevor  looks  on  the  valley  of  the  Arno  from  San  Miniaf  o, 
and  observes  tho  Apponino  range,  of  which  Fiesolo  is  one, 
bounding  it  on  the  north,  will  immediately  notice  to  tho 
northwest  a  doublo  peak  rising  high  above  all  tho  others. 
The  bare,  brown  forehead  of  this,  known  by  the  name  of 
Mo/ite  MorcUo,  seemed  bo  provokingly  to  challenge  an 
ascent,  that  we  determined  to  try  it,  So  wo  started  early, 
a  few  days  ago,  from  the  Porta  San  Gallo,  with  nothing  but 
the  frosty  grass  and  fresh  air  to  remind  lis  of  the  middle  of 
December.  Leaving  tho  Prato  road,  at  the  base  of  the 
mountain,  -we  passed  Careggi,  a  fovotite  farm  of  Lorenzo  the 
Magnificent,  and  entered  a  nan'ow  glen  whore  a  litJJc  brook 
was  brawling  down  ita  rocky  channel.  Here  and  there  stood 
a  rustic  mil!,  near  which  women  were  busy  spreading  their 
washed  clothes  on  the  grass.  Following  the  footpath,  we 
ascended  a  long  eminence  to  a  chapel  where  some  boys  were 
amusing  themselves  with  a  common  country  game.  They 
have  a  small  wheel,  around  which  they  wind  a  rope,  and, 
mnuing  a  little  distance  to  iucrcase  the  velocity,  let  it  off  with 
a  sudden  Jerk.  On  a  level  road  it  can  be  thrown  upwards  of 
a  quarter  of  a  mile. 

From  the  chapel,  a  gradual  ascent  along  the  ridge  of  n 
lull  brought  us  to  the  foot  of  the  peak,  which  rose  high  be- 
fore na,  covered  with  bare  rocks  and  stunted  oaks.  The 
wind  blew  coldly  from  a  snowy  range  to  the  nrwth,  as  we 
commenced  ascending  with  a  good  will.  A  few  shepherds 
were  leading  their  flocks  along  the  sides,  to  browse  on  the 
grass  and  withered  bushes,  and  we  started  up  a  largo  have 
occasionally  from  his  leafy  covert.  The  ascent  was  very 
toilsome ;  I  was  obliged  to  stop  frci|uenlly  on  account  of  tl 
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painful  tlirobUing  of  my  Iji-art,  wliii-ii  mado  it  difficult  to 
breathe.  Whyn  the.  summit  ivas  ga'ineU,  we  lay  dowu  awbile 
ou  the  leeward  side  to  cnvcr  ourselves, 

We  looked  on  tie  great  valley  of  tUo  Arno,  pi>rbApB 
twenty-five  miles  long,  and  five  or  six  broad,  lying  like  a 
long  elliptical  basin  sunk  among  the  hills.  I  cun  liken  it  to 
nothing  bnt  a  vast  sea ;  for  a  dense,  blue  mist  cMrivered  the 
level  Eurfncc,  through  which  the  domes  of  Florence  rose  np 
like  a  craggy  island,  while  the  thousands  of  scattered  villas 
resembled  ships,  with  spread  sails,  afloat  on  its  surface.  Tlio 
sharp,  cutting  wind  soon  drove  us  down,  with  a  few  hundred 
bounds,  to  the  path  again.  Three  more  hungry  mortals  did 
not  dine  at  the  Cicciatorc  that  day. 

The  chapel  of  the  Medici,  which  wc  visited,  is  of  wonder- 
ful beauty.  The  walls  are  entirely  encrusted  with  jiielra 
ilurii  and  the  most  precious  kinds  of  marble.  The  ceiling  is 
covered  with  gorgeous  frescoes  by  Benevonuto,  a  modern 
painter.  Around  the  sides,  in  niagnificent  sarcophagi  of 
marble  and  jasper,  repose  the  ashes  of  a  few  Cosmos  and 
Ferdinands.  I  asked  the  sacristan  for  the  tomb  of  Lorenzo 
the  Magnificent.  "  Oh !"  said  he,  "  he  lived  during  the  Ee- 
public — he  has  no  tomb;  these  are  only  for  Dukes!"  I 
could  not  repress  a  sigb  at  the  lavish  waste  of  labor  and 
treasure  on  thi.s  one  princely  chapel.  They  might  have 
slumbered  unnoted,  like  Lorc«zo,  if  they  had  done  as  much 
for  their  countiy  and  Italy. 


It  is  with  a  beavy  beart.  tbat  I  sit  down  to-night  to  make 
my  closing  note  in  this  lovely  city  aud  in  the  journal  which 
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has  recorded  my  thoughts  and  impressions  since  leaving 
America.  I  should  find  it  difficult  to  analyse  my  emotions, 
but  I  know  that  they  oppress  me  painfully.  So  much  rushes 
at  once  over  the  mind  and  heart — memories  of  what  has 
passed  through  both,  since  I  made  the  first  note  in  its  pages 
— alternations  of  hope  and  anxiety  and  aspiration,  but  never 
despondency — that  it  resembles,  in  a  manner,  the  closing  of  a 
life.  I  seem  almost  to  have  lived  through  the  common  term 
of  a  life  in  this  short  period.  Much  spiritual  and  mental  ex- 
perience has  crowded  into  a  short  time  the  sensations  of 
years.  Painful  though  some  of  it  has  been,  it  was  still  wel- 
come. Difficulty  and  toil  give  the  soul  strength  to  crush,  in 
a  loftier  region,  the  passions  which  draw  strength  only  from 
the  earth.  So  long  as  we  listen  to  the  purer  promptings 
within  us,  there  is  a  Power  invisible,  though  not  unfelt,  which 
protects  us — amid  the  toil  and  tumult  and  soiling  struggle, 
there  is  ever  an  eye  that  watches,  ever  a  heart  that  over- 
flows with  Infinite  and  Almighty  Love  !  Let  us  trust  then 
in  that  Eternal  Spirit,  who  pours  out  on  us  his  warm  and 
boundless  blessings,  through  the  channels  of  so  many  kin- 
dred human  hearts ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

WINTER  TRAVELLING  AMONG  THE  APPENINKS. 

Departure  from  Florence — ^Rain  among  the  Appcnines — ^The  Inn  at  Gaeinaf— Talks 
with  the  Tuscan  Peasants — Central  Italy — Arezzo — Italian  Country  Inns — ^Engaging 
a  Calesino— Lake  Thrasymenc— The  Battle-field— Night-Ride  to  Perugia— Journey 
to  Foligno— Vale  of  the  Clitumnus — Our  Fellow  Passengers — Spoleto  and  Monto 
Somnia— Terni  without  the  Cascade — Nami — Otricoli— Travelling  hy  Vetturino— 
Soracte  at  Sunset— Walking  with  the  Dragoon— The  Campagna— First  Sight  of  St. 
Pfter's— Entering  Rome — ^The  Pantheon  by  Starlight— The  Dragoon's  Adieu — 
Rome. 

Rome,  December  28,  1846. 
We  left  Florence  on  the  20tb,  while  citizens  and  strangers 
were  vainly  striving  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  Emperor  of 
Russia.  He  is,  from  some  cause,  very  shy  of  being  seen,  in 
his  journeys  from  place  to  place,  using  the  greatest  art  and 
diligence  to  prevent  the  time  of  his  departure  and  arrival 
from  being  known.  I  waited  some  time  in  front  of  his  hotel 
to  see  him  drive  out,  and  at  that  very  time  he  was  in  the 
Pitti  Palace,  with  the  Grand  Duke.  The  sky  did  not  pro- 
mise much,  as  we  set  out ;  and  when  we  had  entered  the 
Appeniues  and  taken  a  last  look  at  the  lovely  valley  beliind 
us,  and  the  great  dome  of  the  city  where  we  had  spent  four 
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dcliglitful  raontlis,  it  bcgnn  to  rain  lioavily.  Determinod  to 
conquer  tlic  weatlier  at  the  beginning,  we  kept  on,  aJtliough 
befofB  many  miles  were  passed,  it  became  too  penetrating 
tn  be  agreeable.  Tbe  mountains  grow  nearly  black  under 
tbe  shadow  of  the  clouds,  and  the  storma  swept  drearily 
down  their  passes  and  defiles,  until  the  scenery  was  more  like 
the  Harta  than  Italy.  We  were  obliged  to  stop  at  Ponto 
Sieve  and  dry  our  saturated  garments :  when,  as  the  vain 
slackened  eomewliat,  we  rounded  tbe  foot  of  the  mountain 
of  Vallombrosa,  above  the  swollen  and  luiisy  Arno,  to  the 
little  village  of  Cucina. 

We  entered  the  only  inn  in  the  jjlaee,  followed  by  a  crowd 
of  wonilcring  boys,  for  two  such  travellers  had  probably 
never  been  seen  there.  They  made  a  blazing  fire  for  ns  in 
the  broad  chimney,  and  after  the  pohce  of  the  place  had  satis- 
fied themselves  that  we  were  not  dangerous  characters,  they 
asked  many  questions  about  our  country.  I  excited  the 
sympathy  of  the  women  greatly  in  our  behall'  by  telling 
them  we  had  three  thousand  miles  of  sea  between  us  and 
our  homes.  They  exclaimed  in  tbe  most  sympathizing 
tones  :  "  Poverini  I  80  far  to  go  ! — three  thousand  miles  of 
water !" 

The  next  morning  wo  followed  the  right  bank  of  the  Amo. 
At  laciaa,  a  large  town  on  the  river,  the  narrow  pass  broad- 
ens into  a  large  and  fertile  plain,  bordered  on  the  north  by 
the  mountains,  Tbe  snow  storms  were  sweeping  aronnd 
their  summits  tbe  whole  day,  and  T  thought  of  the  desolate 
situation  of  tbe  good  monks  who  Lad  so  hospitably  enter- 
tained ns  three  monthg  before,  It  was  weary  travelling ;  bnt 
at  Lovanc  oui-  fatigues  were  soon  forgotten.     Two  or  tbrco 
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l»cnsantB  were  sitting  fit  niglit  beside  tlic  Ijli^itig  fivo.  anc!  we 
WP4*  amiuoil  to  hear  thorn  talking  iiltout  us.  I  rtve.rheard 
one  asking  nnother  to  ennverse  with  us  awhilu.  "  Wliy 
slioulil  I  spoak  to  them  1"  smd  he  ;  ■'  thpy  nto  not  of  our 
profession — we  are  swineherds,  and  ihoy  do  not  care  to  talk 
■witU  us."  However,  his  curiosity  prevailed  at  last,  and  w« 
had  n  long  conversation  together-  It  seemed  difficult  for 
thorn  to  comprehend  how  there  could  lie  so  ranch  water  to 
cross,  witliout  any  land,  hefore  reaching  our  country.  Find- 
ing we  were  going  to  Rome,  I  overheard  one  remark  that 
wo  were  pilgrims,  which  seemed  to  l>e  the  general  auiiposition, 
as  there  are  few  foot-travoUers  in  Italy.  The  people  said  to 
ono  another  as  we  passed  along  the  road  : — "  Thoy  ara 
making  a  journey  of  penance  !"  Tliese  peasants  cspressed 
thcmaelves  very  well  for  persons  of  their  station,  hut  they 
were  remarkably  ignorant  of  every  thing  beyond  their  own 
olive  orcliarJs  and  vine  fields, 

On  leaving  Levane,  the  morning  gave  a  promise,  and  the 
sun  winked  at  us  once  or  twice  through  the  broken  clouds, 
with  a  watery  eye ;  but  our  cup  was  not  yet  full.  After 
crossing  one  or  two  shoulders  of  the  range  of  hills,  we  de- 
Bcended  to  the  great  upland  plain  of  Central  Italy,  watered 
by  the  sources  of  the  Arno  and  tlie  Tiber.  The  scenery  is 
of  a  remarkable  character.  The  hills  appear  to  have  been. 
washed  and  swept  by  some  mighty  flood.  They  are  worn 
into  every  shape — pyramids,  castles,  towers — standing  deso- 
late and  brown,  in  long  ranges,  like  the  ruins  of  mountMns. 
The  plain  is  scarred  with  deep  gullies,  adding  to  tiio  look  of 
decay  which  accords  so  well  with  the  Cyclopean  relics  of  tho 
country.     A  storm  of  hail  which  rolled  away  before  us,  dis- 
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closcil  the  city  of  Arcz7,o,  on  a  hill  at  the  other  enil  of  the 
plain,  its  heavy  cathedral  crownltig  the  pyramidal  mass  of 
buildiugs.  Our  first  care  was  to  fiiid  a  good  trattoria,  for 
hunger  spoke  louileJ  then  sentiment,  and  then  we  sought 
the  house  where  Petrarch  was  horn.  A  young  priest  show- 
ed it  to  us  on  the  summit  of  tho  hill.  It  Las  not  been 
changed  since  he  lived  in  it. 

On  leaving  riorence,  we  determined  1 1  pursue  the  same 
plan  as  in  Germany,  of  stopping  in  tlie  inns  frequented  by 
the  common  peiiple.  They  treated  us  here,  as  elsewhere, 
with  great  kindnosa  and  Bympathy,  and  wo  were  freed  from 
the  outrngeona  impositions  practised  at  the  greater  hotels. 
They  alwaya  built  a  large  firo  to  dry  ua,  after  our  day's 
walk  in  the  raiu,  and  placing  chairs  in  the  heaiiib,  which  was 
raised  several  feet  above  the  floor,  stationed  us  there,  like 
the  giants  Gog  and  Magog,  while  the  children,  assembled 
below,  gazed  up  at  our  elevated  greatness.  They  even 
invited  us  to  share  their  simple  meals  with  them,  and  it  was 
arausing  to  hear  their  good-hearted  exclamations  of  pity  at 
finding  wo  were  so  far  from  home.  "We  slept  in  llie  great 
beds  (for  the  most  of  the  Italian  beds  are  calculated  for  a 
mail,  wife,  and  four  children !)  without  fear  of  being  assas- 
sinated, and  only  met  with  banditti  in  dreams. 

This  is  a  very  unfavorable  time  of  the  year  for  foot-travel- 
ling, as  we  found  before  the  close  of  the  third  day.  We 
walked  until  noon  over  the  Val  di  Chiana  to  Camuscia.  tlie 
Irist  post-station  in  the  Tuscan  dominions.  On  a  moanfain 
near  it  is  the  city  of  Cortona,  still  inclosed  within  its  Cyclo- 
pean walls,  built  long  before  the  foundation  of  Home,  llero 
our  patience  gave  way,  melted  down  by  the  mn'oniitririg 
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rains,  and  while  eating  tliiiner  wo  miule  a  bargain  for  a 
vehicle  to  lake  ub  to  Perugia.  We  gave  a  Uttle  more  than 
hnlf  of  what  the  votturino  deraaiiileil,  which  wns  still  an 
exorbitant  prica — two  Bcudi  each  for  a  ride  of  thirty  milos. 

In  a  short  time  we  were  called  to  take  our  Beats.  I  be- 
held with  consternation  a  rickety,  nncovered,  two-wheelod 
vehicle,  to  which  a  single  lean  horse  was  attached.  "  Wbat !" 
said  I :  "is  that  the  carriage  yoa  promised  ?  "  "  Yon  bar- 
gnined  for  a  calmito,"  said  he,  "  and  there  It  is  !  "  adding, 
moreover,  that  there  was  nothing  else  in  the  place.  So  we 
clambered  iip,  thrust  our  feet  among  the  hay,  and  tho 
machine  rolled  off  with  a  kind  of  Gaw-mill  motion,  at  the 
rate  of  five  miles  an  hour.  Soon  after,  in  ascending  the 
mountain  of  the  Spelunca,  a  sheet  of  blue  water  was  re- 
vealed below  US — the  lake  of  Thrasj-meae  !  From  the  emi- 
nence around  which  wo  drove,  we  looked  on  the  whole  of 
its  broad  surface  and  the  mountains  which  encompass  it.  It 
is  a  m.igmficent  sheet  of  water,  in  size  and  shape  somewhat 
like  New  York  Bay.  While  our  caJesino  was  stopjicd  at 
the  papal  custom-house,  I  gazed  on  the  mcmorahlo  field 
below  us.  A  crescent  plain,  between  the  mountain  and  the 
lake,  was  the  arena  where  two  mighty  empires  met  in  com- 
bat. The  place  seems  marked  by  nature  for  the  scene  of 
some  great  event.  I  experienced  a  thrilling  emotion,  such 
as  no  battle  plain  lias  excited,  since,  when  a  schoolboy,  I 
rambled  over  the  field  of  Brandywine.  I  looked  through 
the  long  arcades  of  patriarchal  olives,  and  tried  to  cover  tlio 
ield  with  the  shadows  of  the  Roman  and  Cavthaginian 
myriads.  I  recalled  the  shock  of  meeting  legions,  the  clash 
of  swords  and  bucklers,  and  the  waving  uf  standards  amid 
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!  stood    oil    tljc   mnnntaiti  nmplii- 
ivisibie,  tUo  protuethig  (leities  of 


tlio  dust  of  Ijattlc, 
theatre,  trembling  ai 
Borne. 

We  rode  over  tiic  plain,  passed  tiirougli  the  dark  old  town 
of  PasRigaano,  built  on  a  rocky  point  by  the  lake,  and 
dashed  along  the  shore.  A  ditrb,  stormy  sky  bent  over  us, 
and  the  roused  waves  broke  in  foam  on  the  rocks.  The 
winds  whistled  among  the  bare  oak  boughs,  and  shook  the 
olives  until  they  twinkled  all  over.  The  vetturino  whipped 
our  old  horse  into  a  gallop,  and  wo  were  borne  on  in  unison 
with  the  scene,  which  would  have  answered  for  one  of  Hoff- 
man's wildest  Btoriea. 

Ascending  a  long  bill,  wo  took  a  last  look  in  the  dnsk  at 
Tlirasymene,  and  continued  our  journey  among  the  Ap- 
penines.  The  vetturino  was  to  have  changed  horses  at 
Magione,  thirteen  miles  from  Perugia,  but  there  were  none 
to  bo  had,  and  our  poor  beast  was  obliged  to  perform  the 
whole  journey  without  rest  or  food.  It  grew  very  dark, 
and  a  storm,  with  thunder  and  lightning,  swept  among  the 
hills.  The  clouds  were  of  pitchy  darkness,  and  we  conld 
see  nothing  beyond  the  road,  escept  the  lights  of  peasant- 
cottages  trembling  through  the  gloom.  Now  and  then  a  flash 
of  lightning  revealed  the  black  masses  of  the  mountains,  on 
which  the  solid  sky  seemed  to  rest.  Tlie  wind  and  cold  rain 
swept  wailing  past  us,  as  if  an  evil  spirit  were  abroad  on  the 
darkness.  Three  hours  of  such  nocturnal  travel  brought  us 
to  Pcnigia,  wet  and  chilly,  as  well  as  our  driver,  but  I  pitied 
the  poor  horse  more  than  him. 

Wlien  we  looked  out  the  window,  on  awaking,  the 
doKtcred  lionse-tops  of  the  city,  and  the  summits  of  the 
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monntuins  ucnr,  were  covered  witli  snow.  As  tliP  rwn  con- 
tinued, we  left  fur  Follguo  the  next  nioniiiig,  in  n  close  but 
cnvcred  vcliiclp,  aiiJ  clc§ceniling  the  mountain,  crosseil  the 
inndily  and  rnpid  Tiber  iii  the  vnlley  bolow.  All  Hay  we 
roilo  slowly  among  the  hills ;  where  the  aBccnt  was  steep, 
t«'o  or  four  large  oxen  were  hitched  before  the  liorsea.  I 
siiw  little  of  the  scenery,  for  our  Italian  companions  wonld 
not  bear  the  windows  open.  Once,  whoa  wo  stopped,  I  got 
oat  and  found  we  were  in  the  region  of  snow,  at  the  foot  of 
a  stormy  peak,  which  towered  Bublimcly  above.  At  dusk, 
we  entered  Foligiio,  and  were  driven  to  the  "  Croce  Biaucft" 
—glad  to  bo  thirty  miles  further  on  our  way  to  Rome. 

After  some  discussion  with  a  vetturino,  who  was  to  leave 
next  luorniiig,  we  mado  a  contract  with  him  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  journey,  for  the  rain,  which  fMl  in  torrents, 
forbade  all  thought  of  pedes trianism.  At  five  o'clock  we 
rattled  out  of  the  gate,  and  drove  by  the  waning  moon  and 
morning  starlight,  down  the  vale  of  the  Clitumnus.  As  the 
dawn  stole  on  I  watched  e.igcrly  the  features  of  the  scene. 
Instead  of  a  narrow  glen,  as  my  fancy  had  pictured,  we 
were  in  a  valley,  several  miles  broad,  covered  with  rich 
orchards  and  fertile  fields.  A  glorious  range  of  mountains 
bordered  it  on  tho  north,  resembhng  Alps  in  their  winter 
gai-meuts.  A  rosy  flush  stole  over  the  snow,  which  kindled 
with  the  growing  mom.  The  Ciitnmnus,  beside  us,  was  the 
purest  of  streams.  The  heavy  rains  which  had  fallen,  had 
not  soiled  in  tho  least  its  limpid  crystal. 

When  it  grew  light  enoagh,  I  looked  at  our  companions 
for  the  three  days'  journey.  The  two  other  inside  eoata 
were  occupied  by  a  tradesman  of  Trieate,  with  his  wife  and 
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cliili!  ;  an  old  soUUir,  and  a  young  dragoon  going  to  -visit  Lis 
parents  after  seven  years'  absence,  occupied  the  front  seat. 
Persons  travelling  together  in  a  carriage  are  not  long  in 
becoming  acijaainted — close  coinpanionsbip  soon  breeds 
familiarity.  Before  night,  I  had  made  a  fast  friend  of  tha 
young  soldier,  learned  to  bear  the  perverse  humor  of  the 
child  with  aa  much  patience  aa  its  father,  and  even  drawn 
looks  of  grim  kindness  from  the  crusty  old  vetturino. 

Our  mid-day  resting-place  was  Spoleto.  As  there  wei-o 
two  hours  given  us,  we  took  a  ramble  through  the  city, 
visited  the  ruins  of  its  Homan  theatre,  and  saw  the  gate 
erected  to  commemorate  the  victory  gained  here  over  Han- 
nibal, which  stopped  Lis  triumphal  march  towards  Rome. 
A  great  part  of  the  afternoon  was  spent  in  ascending  the 
defiles  of  Monte  Somma,  the  highest  pass  on  the  road 
hetween  Ancona  and  Rome.  Assisted  by  two  yoke  of  oxen 
we  slowly  toiled  up  through  the  snow,  the  mountains  on 
both  sides  covered  with  thickets  of  box  and  evei^een  oaks. 
among  whoso  leafy  screens  the  banditti  hide  themselves.  It 
is  not  considered  dangerous  at  present,  hut  as  the  dragoons 
who  used  to  patrol  this  pass  have  been  sent  off  to  Bologna, 
to  keep  down  tho  rebellion,  the  robbers  will  probably  return 
to  their  old  haunts  again.  We  Baw  many  suspicious  looking 
coverts,  where  they  might  have  hidden. 

"We  slept  at  Tomi  and  did  not  see  the  falls — not  exactly 
on  Wordsworth's  principle  of  leaving  Yarrow  unvisited,  but 
because,  under  the  circumstances,  it  was  impossHjle.  The 
vetturino  did  not  arrive  there  until  after  dark ;  he  was  to 
leave  before  dawn;  the  distance  was  five  miles,  and  tho 
roads  very  bad.      Besides,  wc  had  seen  falls  quite  as  grand. 


TiKWs  A-rooT, 


wliii'li  Ticwlcil  only  n  Byron  lo  make  tliem  as  renowned — wo 
knd  been  told  that  tboso  of  Tivuli,  wliicli  wo  slial]  Bee,  were 
oijually  fine.  Tiic  Volino,  which  wo  crossed  near  Temi, 
was  not  a  large  Htream — iu  short,  we  sought  as  many  reasons 
as  possible,  why  the  falls  need  not  he  soon. 

liCaving  Tomi  before  day,  we  druTe  np  the  long  \Tile 
towards  Nami.  The  roads  were  froacn  hard;  the  aBcent 
becoming  more  diffienlt,  the  votturino  was  obliged  to  stop  at 
a  farm-bouae  and  got  another  pair  of  horsee,  with  which, 
find  a  handsome  young  contadino  aa  postillion,  we  reached 
Nami  in  a  short  time,  Iu  climbing  the  hill,  we  had  a  view 
of  the  whole  valley  of  Tcrni,  shut  in  on  all  sides  by  snow- 
crosted  Apponines,  and  threaded  by  the  Nar.  At  Otricoli, 
while  dinner  was  preparing,  I  walked  around  the  crambling 
battlements  to  look  down  into  the  valley  and  trace  the  far 
windings  of  the  Tiber.  In  rambling  through  the  crooked 
streets,  we  saw  everywhere  the  remains  of  the  splendor 
which  this  place  boasted  in  the  days  of  Rome,  Fragments 
of  fluted  pillars  stood  horo  and  there  iu  the  streets ;  large 
blocks  of  marble  covered  with  inscriptions  were  built  into 
tlio  houses,  defaced  statues  were  used  as  door-ornaments,  and 
the  stepping-stone  to  our  mde  inn,  worn  every  day  by  the  foet 
of  grooms  and  vetturini,  contained  some  letters  of  an  inscrip- 
tion which  may  have  recorded  the  glory  of  an  emperor. 

Travelling  with  a  vettnrino,  is  unquestionably  the  plea- 
santcst  way  of  seeing  Italy.  The  easy  rato  of  the  journey 
allows  time  for  boeoming  wj?1!  acquainted  with  the  country, 
and  the  tourist  is  freed  from  the  annoyance  of  quarrelling 
with  cheating  landlords.  A  translation  of  our  written  con- 
tract will  best  explain  this  mode  of  travelling  : 


"Cakeiagk  fob  Rome. 
"  Our  contract  la,  to  be  coiniootod  to  Rome  for  tho  smn  of  twentj 
fraDCS  eacli,  say  20f.  and  the  buona  maito,  if  tve  are  well  serred, 
"We  innst  Lave  from  the  vetturmo,  Gioseppe  Nerpiti,  sapper  eaoh 
night,  a  free  eliaraher  with  two  beds,  sad  fire,  nntil  we  sliall  nrrive 
at  Home.  I,  Gerotijmo  Sartarelli,  steward  of  the  Imi  of  the  WliitB 
Gross,  At  Foligno,  in  tfistimony  of  the  above  oontraet." 

Beyond  Otricoli,  we  passed  through  eomo  relics  of  an  ago 
anterior  to  Borne.  A  few  soiled  masses  of  masonry,  black 
with,  age,  stood  along  tho  brow  of  the  mount^n,  on  tbo 
extremity  of  whicli  were  the  ruins  of  a  castle  of  the  middle 
ages.  We  crossed  the  Tiber  on  a  bridge  built  by  Augustus 
Cfcsar,  and  reached  Borghetto  as  tlio  sun  was  gilding  with 
its  laat  rays  the  ruined  citadel  above.  As  tho  carriage  with 
its  four  horses  was  toiling  slowly  np  the  hill,  we  got  out  and 
walked  in  advance,  to  gaze  on  the  green  meadows  of  tho 
Tiber. 

On  descending  from  Karni,  I  noticed  a  high,  prominent 
mountain,  whose  ridgy  back,  somewhat  like  tho  profile  of  a 
face,  reminded  mo  of  the  Traunstcin,  in  Upper  Austria.  As 
we  approached,  its  form  gradually  changed,  until  it  stood  on 
tho  Campagna 

.  "  Like  a  long-awept  wave  obout  to  break, 
TliHt  ou  tbo  curl  bangs  pausing  " — 


and  by  that  token  of  a  great  bard,  I  recognized  Mnnte  So- 
racto.  Tho  dragoon  took  jib  by  the  arms,  and  away  we 
scampered  over  the  Campngna,  witli  one  of  the  loveliest  sun- 
sets before  us,  that  ever  painted  itself  oa  my  retina.     I  can- 
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not  jiorlray  in  woids  tlio  glory  lliat  flooded  the  wliolo  west- 
ern heaven.  It  was  a  sun  of  melted  ruby,  amethyst  and 
topaz — deep,  dazzling  and  of  crystal  transparency.  Tha  * 
color  clinnged  in  tone  every  few  minutes,  till  in  lialf  an 
hour  it  sank  away  before  the  twilight  to  a  belt  of  deep 
orange  along  the  west. 

We  left  Civita  Castellana  before  daylight.  Tbe  sky  was 
red  with  dawTi  as  we  approached  Nepi,  and  wo  got  out 
to  walk  in  the  clear,  frosty  air.  The  dragoon,  who  had  become 
my  bosom  friend,  threw  one  arm  around  my  neck  and  gave 
Die  half  of  his  thick  Miil'itary  cloak,  and  thns,  muffled  up 
together,  we  walked  nearly  nil  forenoon.  In  traversing  the 
desolate  Campagna,  wo  saw  many  deep  chambers  4iig  il 
tbe  earth,  used  by  the  charcoal  burners  ;  the  air  was  filled 
with  sulphureous  exhalations,  very  offensive  to  the  Bmolli 
which  rose  from  the  ground  in  many  places.  Milca  and 
miles  of  the  dreary  waste,  covered  only  with  flocks  of  graz- 
ing sheep,  were  passed, — and  about  noon  wo  reached  Bnc- 
eauo,  a  small  post  station,  twenty  miles  from  Rome.   A  long 
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on  earth  combine  in  one  glance  such  a  myriad  of  mighty 
associations,  or  bewilder  the  mind  with  such  a  crowd  of  con- 
fused emotions. 

As  we  approached  Rome,  my  dragoon  became  anxious  and 
impatient.  He  had  not  heard  from  his  parents  for  a  long 
time,  and  knew  not  if  they  were  living,  His  desire  to 
reach  the  end  of  his  journey  finally  became  so  great,  that 
he  hailed  a  peasant  who  was  driving  past  in  a  light  vehicle, 
left  our  slow  carriage  and  went  out  of  sight  in  a  gallop. 

As  we  descended  to  the  Tiber  in  the  dusk  of  evening,  the 
domes  and  spires  of  Rome  came  gradually  into  view,  St. 
Peter's  standing  like  a  mountain  in  the  midst  of  them.  Cross- 
ing the  yellow  river  by  the  Ponte  Molle,  two  miles  of  road, 
straight  as  an  arrow,  lay  before  us,  with  the  light  of  the 
Porta  del  Popolo  at  the  end.  I  felt  strangely  excited  as  the 
old  vehicle  rumbled  through  the  arch,  and  we  entered  a 
square  with  fountains  and  an  obelisk  of  Egyptian  granite  in 
the  centre.  Delivering  up  our  passports,  wc  waited  until 
the  necessary  examinations  had  been  made,  and  then  went 
forward.  Three  streets  branch  out  from  the  square,  the 
middle  one  of  which,  leading  directly  to  the  Capitol,  is  the 
Corso,  the  lloman  Broadway.  Our  vetturino  chose  that  to 
the  left,  the  Via  della  Scrota,  leading  off  towards  the  bridge 
of  St.  Angelo.  I  looked  out  the  windows  as  we  drove  along, 
but  saw  nothing  except  butcher-shops,  grocer-stores,  etc. — 
horrible  objects  for  a  sentimental  traveller ! 

Being  emptied  out  on  the  pavement  at  last,  our  first  care 
was  to  find  rooms ;  after  searching  through  many  streets, 
with  a  coarse  old  Italian  who  spoke  like  an  angel,  wc  ar- 
rived at  a  square  where  the  music  of  a  fountain  was  heard 
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through  tlic  Jusk,  anJ  nn  olu'lisk  cut  mil  comp  ol'  tlio  star- 
light. At  tbo  other  end  I  saw  a  portico  tlirougli  the  dark- 
ness, and  my  heart  gave  a  Iireiitlile.ts  hound  an  Tecognisui|* 
the  Pa«'^co«— the  matchless  tcmploof  Ancient  Roma!  And 
now  while  I  am  writing,  I  henr  the  gush  of  the  foutitnin — 
and  if  I  step  to  the  window,  I  aeo  the  time-worn  but  still 
glorious  edifiL-e. 

On  returning  for  our  baggage,  we  met  the  fiiiicral  proces- 
sion of  the  Friuccss  Altieri.  Priests  in  white  and  gold  car- 
ried flaming  torches,  and  t!ic  eoffin,  covered  with  a  magnifi- 
cent golden  pall,  was  borne  in  a  splendid  licarse,  attended 
by  four  priests.  As  we  were  settling  oiir  account  with  tlie 
vctturino,  who  demanded  much  more  iuona  inano  than  we 
were  willing  to  give,  the  young  dragoon  returned.  He  waa 
greatly  agitated.  "I  have  been  at  home!"  said  he,  in  a 
voice  trembling  with  emotion.  I  was  about  to  ask  him  fiir- 
thor  concerning  bis  family,  hut  ho  stopped  me  by  saying ; 
"  I  have  only  como  to  say  '  addio  !'  I  Iiiipe  we  shall  meet 
again."  lie  then  threw  his  arms  around  me,  kissed  me 
twice,  said  "  addio  I "  with  an  unsteady  Yoice,  and  was  gone, 
I  almost  wish  wo  had  not  met,  for  I  shall  never  see  him 
again.  I  stop  writing  to  ramble  through  Rome,  This  eity 
of  all  cities  to  me — this  dream  of  my  boyhood — giant,  god- 
like, fallen  Rome — is  around  mo,  and  I  revel  in  a  glow  of 
anticipation  and  exciting  thought  that  seems  to  change  my 
whole  state  of  being. 


CHAPTER    XXXVII. 

ROME. 

The  First  Day  in  Eome— The  CJorso— Wo  find  the  Forum— Trajan's  Column— Papql 
Profanation— St  Peter's  Found— The  Square  and  Obelisk— The  Interior  of  St, 
Peter's— The  Galleries  of  the  Vatican — Statues — Ancient  Art— Ilemicycle  of  the 
BeMdere — ^The  Laocoon— The  Divine  Apollo — ^New  Tear's  Day  in  Komo — The 
Quirinal  Hill— St.  John  Lateran— The  Temple  of  Vesta— The  Pyramid  of  Ccstius^ 
The  Tombs  of  Keats  and  Shelley — ^The  Ruins  of  Rome — The  ColisQum  at  Sunset- 
Mausoleum  of  Augustus— Crawford's  Studio— The  Square  of  the  Pantheon — Pro- 
fene  and  Pious  Beggars— The  Trattoria  del  Sole — Impressions  of  Roman  Ruin*-- 
The  Coliseum  by  Moonlight 

Rome,  December  29,  1845. 
OiVE  day's  walk  through  Eome — how  shall  I  describe  it  ? 
The  Capitol,  the  Forum,  St.  Peter's,  the  Coliseum — what 
few  hours'  ramble  ever  took  in  places  so  hallowed  by  poetry, 
history  and  art  ?  It  was  a  golden  leaf  in  my  calendar  of 
life.  In  thinking  over  it  now,  and  drawing  out  the  threads 
of  recollection  from  the  varied  web  of  thought  I  have  woven 
to-day,  I  almost  wonder  how  I  dared  so  much  at  once ;  but 
within  reach  of  them  all,  how  was  it  possible  to  wait  1  Let 
me  give  a  sketch  of  our  day's  ramble. 

Hearing  that  it  was  better  to  visit  the  ruins  by  evening  or 
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nioonligljt  {aliw  !  thcrp  is  no  moon  now),  wc  set  ont  to  htirt 
El  Peter's.  Going  in  the  direction  of  tJio  Corao,  we  passed 
tlie  mined  front  of  the  mngnificent  Temple  of  Antoninus, 
now  used  as  the  Pniial  Custom  House.  We  turned  to  tho 
right  on  enteriT  g  llio  Corao,  expecting  to  Lave  a  view  of  the 
city  from  tho  hill  at  its  southem  end.  It  is  a  magnificent 
street,  lined  with  pnlaces  and  splendid  edifices  of  every  kind, 
and  always  filled  with  crowds  of  carriages  and  people.  On 
Icacing  it,  however,  we  became  bewildered  among  the  narrow 
streets — passed  through  a  market  of  vegetables,  crowded 
with  beggars  and  contadini — threaded  many  by-ways  between 
dark  old  buildings — saw  one  or  two  antique  fountains  and 
many  modern  churches,  and  finally  arrived  at  a  hill. 

We  ascended  many  steps,  and  thou  descending  a  little 
towards  the  other  side,  saw  snddenly  bolow  us  tho  Roman 
Faru  Ji  .'  I  know  it  at  once — and  those  three  Corinthian 
columns  that  stood  near  us — what  could  they  be  but  the  re- 
mains of  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Stator  ?  We  stood  on  the 
CapitoHne  Hill ;  at  the  foot  was  the  Arch  of  Septimus  Se- 
verus,  brown  with  age  and  shattered  ;  near  it  stood  the  ma- 
jestic front  of  the  Temple  of  Fortune,  its  pillars  of  polished 
granite  glistening  in  the  sua,  as  if  they  had  been  erected 
yesterday,  while  on  the  left  the  rank  grass  was  waving  fttyta 
the  arches  and  mighty  walls  of  tho  Palace  of  tho  Csasars  ! 
In  front  ruin  upon  ruin  lined  the  way  for  half  a  mile,  where 
the  Oolisenm  towered  grandly  through  the  blue  morning 
mist,  at  the  base  of  the  Esquiline  Hill !  Rood  heavens, 
what  a  scene  I  Grandeur,  such  as  the  world  has  never 
sioi'c  beheld,  onco  rose  through  that  blue  atmosphere; 
splendor  inconceivable,  the  spoils  of  a  world,  the  triumphs 


of  a  tliouaancl  armies  Iiad  passed  over  that  earth ;  minds, 
which  for  ages  moved  the  ancient  world,  had  thought  there  ; 
and  words  of  power  and  glory,  from  the  lips  of  immortal 
men,  had  been  ayllahled  on  that  hallowed  air.  To  call  hack 
a!I  this  on  the  very  spot,  while  the  wreck  of  what  once  was 
rose  mouldering  and  desolate  around,  kindled  a  glow  of 
thought  and  feeling  too  powerful  for  words. 

Returning  at  hazard  through  the  streets,  we  came  sud- 
denly upon  the  column  of  Trajan,  standing  in  an  excavated 
square  below  the  level  of  the  city,  amid  a  number  of  broken 
granite  columns,  which  formed  part  of  the  Forum  dedicated 
to  iiim  by  Rome,  after  the  conquest  of  Oacia.  The  column 
is  one  hundred  and  thirty-two  feet  high,  and  entirely  coTor- 
ed  with  bas-reliefs  representing  liis  victories,  winding  about 
it  in  a  spiral  line  to  the  top.  The  number  of  figures  is  com- 
puted at  two  thousand  five  hundred,  and  they  were  of  such 
excellence  that  Raphael  used  many  of  them  for  his  models. 
They  are  now  much  defaced,  and  the  column  is  surmounted 
hy  a  statue  of  some  eaiut.  The  inscription  on  the  pedestal 
has  hcen  erased,  and  the  name  of  Siitua  V.  substituted. 
Nothing  can  exceed  the  ridiculous  vanity  of  the  old  popes 
in  thus  mutilfiting  the  finest  monuments  of  ancient  art. 
You  cannot  look  upon  any  rclie  of  antiquity  in  Rome,  bnt 
your  eyes  are  assailed  by  the  words  "  Pontifbx  Maximus," 
in  staring  modem  letters.  Even  the  magnificent  bronaes  of 
the  Pantheon  were  sti'ipped  to  make  the  baldachin  under  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's. 

Finding  our  way  hack  again,  we  took  a  fresh  start,  happi- 
ly in  the  right  direction,  and  after  walking  some  time  came 
out  on  the  Tiber,  at  the  Bridge  of  St.  Angelo.      The  river 


rollci'l  bcilow  in  his  muddy  gl»ry,  and  in  front,  on  the  oppo- 
site bank,  staoA  "  tUo  pile  which  Ilmtriau  reorod  on  high  " — 
»ou>,  tlie  Castle  nf  St.  Angelo.  Knowing  that  St.  Petor'a 
wna  to  bn  Bcun  from  this  bridge,  I  looked  about  in  Beorcli  of 
it,  'I'here  was  only  one  dome  in  siglit.  large  and  of  beauti- 
ful projiortious.  T  said  at  once,  "  surely  cka/  cannot  bo  Si. 
I'cter's  !"  On  looking  again,  however,  I  saw  the  top  of  a 
inn§sivo  range  of  huilding  near  it,  which  corresponded  so 
nearly  with  the  pictures  of  the  Vatican,  that  I  wae  imwil- 
lingly  forced  to  bclicTo  the  mighty  dome  was  really  before 
me,  I  recognised  it  as  one  of  those  wo  had  seen  from  the 
Capitol,  but  it  appeared  so  much  smaller  when  viewed  from 
a  greater  distance,  that  I  was  qaito  deceived.  On  considor- 
ing  wo  were  still  three  fourths  of  a  mile  from  it,  and  that 
we  could  sec  its  minutest  parts  distinctly,  the  illusion  was 
esplained. 

Going  directly  down  the  Borgo  Veoc/iio,  it  seemed  a  long 
time  before  we  arrived  at  the  aijn.are  of  St.  Peter's  ;  and 
when  at  length  we  stood  in  front,  with  the  majestic  colonnade 
swooping  around— the  fountains  on  each  side  sending  up 
their  showers  of  silvery  spray — the  nuglity  obelisk  of  Egyp- 
tian granite  piercing  the  sky — and  beyond,  the  great  facade 
and  dome  of  the  Cathedral,  I  confessed  tny  unminglcd  ad- 
miration. It  recalled  to  my  mind  the  grandeur  of  anciont 
Borne,  and  mighty  as  her  edifices  must  have  been,  I  doubt 
if  she  could  hoast  many  views  more  overpowering  than  this. 
The  fai;ade  of  St.  Peter's  seemed  close  to  us,  but  it  was 
a  third  of  a  mite  distant,  and  the  people  ascending  the  stops 
dwindled  to  pigmies. 

I  passed  the  obelisk,  went  tip  the  loug  ascent,  crossed  the 
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portico,  piisLeil  aside  the  heavy  leathern  curtain  at  the 
entranue,  and  atood  in  the  great  nave.  I  need  not  describe 
tny  foelings  at  the  sight,  hut  I  will  give  the  diiaeusious,  ami 
the  reader  may  then  fancy  what  they  were.  Before  me 
was  a  marble  plain  six  hundred  feet  long,  and  under  the 
cross  four  hundred  and  Bcventeen  feet  wide  1  One  hundred 
and  fifty  feet  above,  sprang  a  glorioua  arch,  dazzling  with 
inlaid  gold,  and  in  the  centre  of  the  cross  there  were  four 
hundred  feet  of  air  between  me  and  the  top  of  the  dome  ! 
The  sunbeam,  stealing  through  the  lofty  window  at  ono  end 
of  the  transept,  made  a  har  of  light  on  the  blue  air,  hazy 
with  incense,  one  tenth  of  a  mile  long,  before  it  fell  on  the 
mosaics  and  gilded  shrines  of  the  other  extremity.  The 
grand  cupola  alone,  including  lantern  and  cross,  is  two  huu 
drod  and  eighty -five  feet  high,  or  sixty  feet  higher  than  the 
Bunker  Hill  Monument,  and  the  four  immense  pillars  on 
which  it  rests  arc  each  one  hundred  and  thirty-seven  feet  in 
circumference  !  It  seems  as  if  human  art  had  outdone 
itself  in  producing  this  temple— the  grandest  which  the 
world  ever  erected  for  the  worship  of  the  Living  God  !  The 
awe  I  felt  in  looking  up  at  the  colossa!*arch  of  marble  and 
gold,  did  not  humble  me;  on  the  contrary,  I  felt  exalted, 
ennobled — beings  in  the  form  I  wore  planned  the  glorious 
edifice,  and  it  seemed  that  in  godlike  power  and  persever- 
ance, they  were  indeed  but  a  little  lower  than  the  angels. 
I  felt  that,  if  fallen,  my  race  was  still  mighty  and  immortal. 
The  Vatican  is  only  open  twice  a  week,  on  days  which 
are  not  fentaa;  most  fortunately,  to-day  happened  to  he  one 
of  these,  and  we  took  a  run  through  its  endless  halls.  The 
estent   and   magnificence    of    the    gallery    of  sculpture   is 
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nitia/.iiig.  Tho  lin!lB,  wliidi  are  filW  to  overflowing  with 
tbo  finest  works  of  ancient  art,  would,  if  jilooeil  side  Ly  eide, 
make  a  vow  more  ttan  two  miles  in  length  !  You  pnter  at 
once  into  a  ball  of  marble,  with  n  magnificent  arclied  ceiling, 
n  tliird  of  a  mile  long;  the  sides  are  covered  for  a  great 
distance  with  Roman  inscriptions  of  every  klniil,  divided  into 
compartments  according  to  the  era  of  the  empire  to  wliich 
they  refer.  One  which  I  examined,  appeared  to  be  a  kind 
of  index  of  the  roads  in  Italy,  with  the  towns  on  them  ;  and 
wo  conld  decipher  on  that  time-worn  block,  tho  very  ronto 
we  bad  foUowed  from  Florence  hither. 

Then  came  the  statues,  and  here  I  am  bewildered,  how  to 
describe  them.  Hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  flgures— Btatnea 
of  citizens,  generals,  emperors,  and  gods — fauns,  satyrs,  and 
nymphs^ children,  cupids,  and  tritons — ia  fact,  they  seemed 
inesliaustiblo.  Many  of  them,  too,  were  forms  of  matchlcsa 
beauty  ;  there  were  Venuses  and  nymphs,  born  of  tlio 
loftiest  dreams  of  grace  j  fauns  on  whosa  faces  shone  the 
very  soul  of  humor,  and  heroes  and  divinities  with  an  air 
of  majesty  worthy  the  "  land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men  1" 

I  am  lost  in  astnnisiiment  at  the  perfection  of  art  attained 
by  the  Greeks  and  Romans.  Tliere  is  scarcely  a  form  of 
beauty,  that  has  ever  met  my  eye,  which  is  not  to  be  found 
in  this  gallery.  I  should  almost  despair  of  such  anotber 
blaze  of  gtory  on  the  world,  were  it  not  my  devout  belief 
that  what  has  been  done  may  be  done  again,  and  had  I  not 
faith  that  the  dawn  in  which  we  live  will  bring  on  another 
day  equally  glorious.  And  why  should  not  America,  with 
the  experience  and  added  wisdom  which  three  thousand 
years  have  slowly  yielded  to  tho  old  world,  joined  to  the 


^ant  energy  of  her  youth  anil  freedom,  re-hestow  on  the 
world  the  divine  creations  of  Art  1 

Bnt  let  us  step  on  to  the  hemicycle  of  the  Belvidere,  and 
view  some  worka  greater  than  any  we  liave  yet  seen,  or 
even  imagined.  The  adjoining  gallery  is  filled  with  master- 
pieces of  sculpture,  hut  we  will  keep  onr  eyes  unwearied 
and  merely  glance  along  the  rows.  At  length  we  reach  a 
circular  court  with  a  fountain  flinging  up  its  waters  in  the 
centre.  Before  us  is  an  open  cabinet ;  there  is  a  heautiful, 
manly  form  within,  but  you  would  not  for  an  instant  take  it 
for  the  Apnllo.  By  the  Gorgon  head  it  holds  aloft,  we  re- 
cognise CanoTa'fl  Perseus — he  has  copied  the  form  and  atti- 
tndo  of  the  Apollo,  hut  he  could  not  breathe  into  it  tlie  same 
warming  fire.  It  seemed  to  me  particularly  lifeless,  and  I 
greatly  preferred  his  Boxers,  who  stand  on  either  side  of  it. 

Now  we  look  on  a  scene  of  the  deepest  physical  agony. 
Mark  how  every  muscle  of  old  Laocoon's  body  is  distended 
to  the  utmost  in  the  mighty  struggle  !  What  intensity  of 
pain  in  the  quivering,  distorted  features !  Every  nerve, 
which  despair  can  call  into  action,  is  excited  in  one  giant 
effort,  and  a  scream  of  anguish  seems  just  to  have  quivered 
on  those  mai'ble  lips.  The  serpents  have  roUed  their  stran- 
gling coils  around  father  and  sons,  but  terror  lias  taken  away 
the  strength  of  the  latter,  and  they  make  bnt  feeble  resist- 
ance. After  looking  with  indifference  on  the  many  casts  of 
this  group,  I  was  the  more  moved  by  the  magnificent 
original.  It  deserves  all  the  admiration  that  has  been 
heaped  upon  it, 

I  absolutely  trembled  on  appro.iclung  tlic  cahiiipt  of  the 
Apollo.    I  had  built  up  in  fancy  a  glorioua  ideal,  drawn  from 
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all  that  bardt)  linvc  anng  or  nriists  linve  rliapsoilizcil  nboBt 
Us  diviue  beauty.  I  iearoil  ilisajipointmeiit— I  drcaJed  to 
Iiove  my  ideal  displaced  and  my  ftuth  in  the  power  of  Luman 
genius  overthrown  by  a  fOlro  less  thau  perfect.  However, 
with  a  feoliiig  of  desperate  excitement,  I  entered  and  looked 
upon  it.  Nnw;B-bat  shall  I  say  of  it?  How  describe  it« 
immortal  beauty  1  To  wbat  shall  I  liken  its  glorious  per- 
fection of  form,  or  the  fire  that  imbues  the  cold  marble  with 
the  8oui  of  a  god  ?  Not  with  sculpture,  for  it  stands  alone 
and  above  all  other  works  of  art — nor  with  men,  for  it  bas 
a  majesty  more  than  human.  I  gazed  on  it,  lost  in  wonder 
and  joy — ^joy  that  T  could,  at  last,  take  into  my  mind  a  fault- 
less ideal  of  god-like,  exalted  manliood.  Tho  figure  seems 
actually  to  poasoi;s  a  soul,  and  I  looked  on  it,  not  as  on  a  piece 
of  marble,  but  as  on  a  being  of  loftier  mould,  and  waited  to 
see  him  step  forward  when  the  arrow  had  reached  its  mark. 
I  would  gl*e  worlds  to  feel  one  moment  the  sculptor's 
triumph  when  his  work  was  completed ;  that  one  exulting 
tlirill  must  have  repaid  him  for  every  ill  he  might  have  suf- 
fered on  earth. 


JimuaTJj  1,  1848. 

Now  Year's  Dny  m  the  Etoraal  City  I  It  will  be  some- 
thing to  say  in  after  years,  that  I  have  seen  one  year  open 
in  Rome — that,  while  my  distant  friends  wore  making  up 
for  tho  winter  without,  with  good  cheer  around  the  merry 
hoard,  I  have  walked  in  siinshino  by  tho  ruins  of  tlie 
Coliseum,  watched  the  oi-ange  groves  gleaming  with  golden 
fruitage  in  the  Faraese  gardens,  trodden  the  daisied  meadow 


around  tlic  sepulchre  of  GaiDs  Cestiiis,  anil  mnsed  by  tlio 
graves  of  Shelley,  Keats  and  Salvator  llosa !  TLo  Palace 
of  the  Cfeaars  looked  even  more  mournful  in.  the  pale,  slant 
Bunshme,  aad  the  yellow  Tiber,  us  he  flowed  tlirough  the 
"marble  wilderneBs,"  seemed  sullenly  counting  up  the  long 
centuries  during  which  degenerate  slaves  li«ve  ti-odUen  hia 
banks.  A  leaden- colored  haze  clothed  the  seven  hills,  and 
heavy  silence  reigned  among  the  ruins,  for  all  work  was 
prohibited,  and  the  people  were  gathered  in  their  churchea. 
Rome   never    appeared    so    desolate    and    melancholy    as 

In  the  morning  I  climbed  the  Quirinal  Ilill,  now  called 
Monte  Cavallo,  from  the  colossal  statues  of  Castor  and 
Pollux,  with  their  steeds,  supposed  to  be  the  work  of  Phi- 
dias and  Praxiteles.  They  stand  on  each  side  of  an  obelisk 
of  Egyptian  granite,  beside  which  a  strong-stream  of  water 
gushes  up  into  a  magnificent  bronze  hnsin,  found  in  the  old 
Forum,  The  statues,  entirely  browned  by  age,  are  consider- 
ed masterpieces  of  Grecian  art,  and  whether  or  not  from  the 
grent  masters,  show  in  all  their  proportions,  the  conceplionB 
of  lofty  genius. 

We  kept  on  our  way  between  gardens  filled  with  orange 
groves,  whose  glowing  fruit  reminded  me  of  Mignon's  beau- 
tiftil  reminiscence — "  Im  ditnkeln  Lauh  die  gold-Orangen 
glllhn!"  Itomo,  although  subject  to  cold  winds  from  the 
Appeninos,  enjoys  so  mild  a  climate  that  oranges  and  palm 
trees  grow  in  the  open  air,  without  protection.  Daisies  and 
violets  bloom  the  whole  winter,  in  the  meadows  of  never- 
fading  green.  The  basilica  of  the  Lateran  equals  St.  Pet cv's 
in  splendor,  though  its  size  is  much  smaller.     The  walls  are 
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covered  with  gorgi^oua  liniigings  of  Telvct  emliroidcrcd  wil.li 
gold,  and  bcii>ro  the  high  nltar,  wliich  glitters  nith  pi-ei:it>us 
stones,  are  four  pillars  of  gilt  hroazo,  said  to  he  those  whioU 
Augustus  made  of  the  spars  of  Egyptian  vesBols  captm-ed  at 
the  battle  of  Actiuni. 

We  descended  the  bill  to  the  Colisuum,  and  passing  undci 
the  Arch  of  Oonstantiae,  walked  along  tlie  ancient  trimnphal 
way,  at  tlie  foot  of  tbc  Palatine  llill,  which  is  entirely 
covered  with  the  ruina  nf  the  Caisars'  Palaco.  A  road, 
rounding  its  southern  base  towards  the  Tiber,  brought  us  to 
the  Temple  of  Vesta — n  beautiful  little  relic  which  bas  been 
singularly  spared  by  the  devastations  that  have  overthrown 
BO  many  mightier  fabrics.  It  is  of  circular  form,  surrounded 
by  nineteen  Corinthian  columns,  thirty-six  foot  in  height ;  a 
clumsy  tiled  roof  now  takes  the  place  nf  the  elegant  cornice 
which  once  gn\s  the  crowning  charm  to  its  perfect  propor- 
tions. Oloso  at  hand  aru  the  remains  of  the  temple  of  For- 
tana  Virilis,  of  which  some  Ionic  pillars  alone  are  left,  aud 
the  house  of  Cola  di  Rienzi — the  last  Tribune  of  Rome. 

As  we  approached  the  walls,  the  sepulchre  of  Cains  Gestiua 
came  in  sight — a  single  solid  pyramid,  one  hundrgil  feet  m 
height.  The  walls  are  bujlt  against  it,  and  the  light  apex  rises 
far  above  the  massive  gate  bcsido  it,  which  was  erected  by 
Belisarius.  But  there  were  other  tombs  at  hand,  for  which 
we  had  more  sympathy  than  that  of  the  forgotten  Roman, 
and  we  turned  away  to  look  for  the  graves  of  Shelley  and 
Keats,  They  Lo  in  tho  Protestant  burying  ground,  on  the 
side  of  a  mound  that  slopes  gently  up  to  the  old  wall  of 
Rome,  beside  the  pyramid  of  Cestiua.  The  meadow  around 
is  still  verdant  and  sown  thick  with  daisies,  and  tho  soft 
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green  of  the  Ilaliim  pine  mingles  witli  the  rlart  cypress 
above  the  slumhcrers.  Huge  aloes  grow  in  the  shade,  and 
the  sweet  bay  and  bushes  of  rosemary  make  the  air  fresh 
and  fragrant.  There  ia  a  aolemu,  moumfiil  beauty  about  the 
place,  green  and  lonely  as  it  is,  beside  the  tottering  walls  of 
ancient  Rome,  that  takes  away  the  gloomy  associations  of 
death,  and  makes  one  wish  to  lie  there,  too,  when  bis  thread 
shall  bo  span  to  the  end. 

We  found  first  the  simple  head-atone  of  Keats,  alone,  in 
the  grassy  meadow.  Its  inscription  states  that  on  his  death- 
bed, in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart,  at  the  malice  of  his 
enemies,  he  desired  these  words  to  be  written  on  his  tomb- 
atone  :  "  Here  lies  one  whose  name  was  wr'Men  in  jeater." 

Shelley  lies  at  the  top  of  the  shaded  slope,  in  a  lotjely 
spot  .by  the  wall,  surrounded  by  tall  cypresses.  A  little 
hedge  of  rose  and  bay  surrounds  his  grave,  which  bears  the 
simple  inBcription— "Percv  Dysshe  Shellev;    Ct/r   Cur- 

"Kothiiig  of  hira  that  doth  fade, 
But  dolh  BiifTer  a  sea-ihange 
lotiO  tumGthing  I'icli  aud  etrauge." 

Glorious  Shelley  !  He  sleeps  calmly  now  in  that  silent 
nook,  and  the  air  around  his  grave  is  filled  with  sighs  from 
those  who  mourn  that  so  pure  a  star  of  poetry  should  have 
been  blotted  out  before  it  reached  its  meridian.  I  plucked 
a  leaf  from  the  fragrant  bay,  as  a  token  of  his  fame,  and  a 
sprig  of  cypress  from  the  bough  that  bent  lowest  over  hia 
grave  ;  and  passing  between  tombs  shaded  with  blooming 
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Aiiiiil  thp  excitPtnent  of  ontini 
hnvc  forgotten  to  mcMition  our  first  visit  to  tlio  Colisoum. 
Tlio  liny  nfter  our  arrivnl  wp  sut  out  with  two  English 
fi-iond»,  to  Boe  it  by  aunset.  Pasa'mg  by  the  glorious  foun- 
tain of  Trei'i,  we  madu  our  vay  to  the  Forum,  and  from 
thonco  took  tlio  roiid  to  tlio  CoHsenm,  lined  on  Loth  sides 
with  the  reuiBiiia  of  splendid  edificea.  The  grass-grown 
mina  of  the  Palnco  of  the  Ccesara  stretched  along  on  cmr 
right ;  on  onr  left  we  passed  in  succession  the  granite  front 
of  the  Temple  of  Antoninus  and  Faustina,  the  three  grand 
nrches  of  the  Tcmjilu  of  Peace  and  the  ruina  of  the  Temple 
uf  Venus  ftud  Rome.  Wc  went  under  the  mined  triumphal 
arch  of  Titus,  with  hrokcn  friezes  representing  the  taking  of 
Jenisalem,  and  the  mighty  walls  of  the  Coliseum  gradually 
rose  heforo  «a.  They  grew  in  grandeur  as  we  approached 
them,  and  when  at  length  we  stood  in  the  centre,  with  the 
shattered  arches  and  grassy  walls  rising  ahove  and  beyond 
OHO  another,  far  around  us,  the  red  light  of  simset  giving 
them  a  sotl  and  melancholy  honuty,  I  was  fain  to  confess 
that  another  form  of  grandeur  had  entered  my  mind,  of 
which  I  know  not  before. 

A  majesty  like  that  of  nature  clothea  this  wondcrfnl  edi- 
fice. Walla  rise  above  walls,  and  arches  above  arches  from 
every  side  of  the  grand  arena,  like  a  sweep  of  craggy,  pin- 
nacled mountains  around  an  oval  lake.  The  two  outer  chr- 
cles  have  almost  entirely  disappeared,  torn  away  by  the  ra- 
paciona  nobles  of  Rome,  during  the  middle  nfjes,  to  build 
their  palaces.      When  entire,   am!  fillcil  with  its   hundred 


tlioiwftud  spectators,  it  must  have  exceeded  any  pageaut 
whicU  the  world  can  now  produce.  While  standing  in  the 
arena,  impressed  with  the  spirit  of  the  Hcene  around  me, 
which  grew  more  spectral  and  melancholy  as  the  dusk  of 
evening  hogan  to  fill  up  the  broken  arches,  my  eye  was  as- 
sailed by  the  shrines  ranged  around  the  space,  douhtleaa  to 
remove  the  pollution  of  paganism.  In  ihe  centre  stands 
also  a  cross,  with  an  inscription,  granting  an  ahsolution  of 
forty  days  to  all  who  kiss  it.  Now,  although  a  simple  cross 
in  the  centre  might  he  vety  appropriate,  both  as  a  token  of 
the  heroic  devotion  of  the  martyr  Telemachus  and  the 
triumph  of  a  true  roli^on  over  the  burharities  of  the  Past, 
this  congregation  of  shrines  and  bloody  pictures  mars  very 
much  the  unity  of  association  so  necessary  to  the  perfect 
enjoyment  of  any  such  scene  We  saw  the  flush  of  sunset 
fade  behind  the  Gapitoline  Hill,  and  passed  liomeward  by 
the  Forum,  as  its  shattered  pillars  were  growing  solemn  and 
spectral  in  the  twilight. 

In  the  Via  de'  Ptmte/ici,  not  far  distant  from  the  Borghese 
Palace,  wo  saw  the  Mausoleum  of  Augustas.  It  ia  a  large 
circular  structure  somewhat  after  the  plan  of  that  of  Hadrian, 
but  on  a  mucli  smaller  scale.  The  interior  has  been  cleared 
out,  seats  ci'ectod  around  the  walls,  and  the  whole  is  now  a 
summer  theatre,  for  the  amusement  of  the  peasantry  and 
tradesmen.  What  a  commentary  on  greatness  !  Ilarleqiiin 
playing  his  pranks  in  the  tomb  of  an  Emperor,  and  the 
spot  which  nations  approached  with  reverence,  resounding 
with  the  mirtli  of  beggars  and  degraded  vassals  ! 

1  was  in  the  Studio  of  Crawford,  the  sculptor ;  he  had  at 
present  notiiing  finished  in  the  marble.      Th' 
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casts  of  Ilia  former  works,  which,  juclging  from  tlipir  apponr- 
aucii  ill  i)liiJitcr,  must  bo  of  no  conimon  excelleiico — for  tlie 
sculptor  can  oul^-  he  justly  judgetl  in  marhle.  I  saw  some 
fine  bas-rcliol's  of  claasical  eubjocts,  and  an  exquisite  group 
of  Mercury  and  Psyche,  but  bis  masterpiece  is  uudoubtedly 
the  Orpbens.  Tbe  face  is  full  of  tbe  inspirution  of  tbc  poet, 
softonod  by  ibo  lover's  toudernoss,  and  tbc  whole  fervor  of 
his  soul  is  expressed  in  the  eageraess  witb  wbich  be  gazes 
forward,  on  stopping  past  tbe  sleeping  C'erbems. 

We  are  often  amused  witb  tbe  groups  in  tbe  square  of  tbe 
Pantbeon,  which  we  can  see  from  our  cbambcr  window, 
Shoemakers  and  tinkers  carry  ou  their  husiness  along  the 
sunny  side,  while  the  venders  of  oranges  and  roasted  chest- 
nuts form  a  circle  around  tbe  Egyptian  obelisk  and  fountain. 
Across  tbe  end  of  an  opposite  street  we  get  a  glimpse  of  tbe 
vegetable  market,  and  now  and  then  the  shrill  voice  of  a 
pedlar  makesitB  nasal  solo  audible  above  the  confused  chorus. 
As  tbe  heggara  choose  tbo  Corso,  St.  Peter's,  and  tbe  luins 
for  tbeir  principal  haunts,  we  are  now  spared  tbe  bearing 
of  their  lamentations.  Every  time  we  go  out  we  are 
assailed  witb  them.  "  Maladetta  I'a  la  caatra  testa  .'" — 
"  Curses  ho  upon  your  head!" — said  ono  whom  I  passed 
without  notice.  Tbe  priests  are,  however,  the  greatest  bag- 
gars.  In  every  cbnreb  are  kept  offering-boxes,  for  the  sap- 
port  of  the  church  or  some  unknown  institution ;  they  even 
go  from  bonse  to  house,  imploring  support  and  assistance  in 
tbe  name  of  tbe  Virgin  and  all  the  saints,  while  tbeir  bloat- 
ed, sensual  countenances  and  capacious  frames  tell  of  any- 
thing but  fasts  and  privations.  Once,  as  I  was  sitting  among 
the  ruins,  I  was  auddeidy  startled  by  a  loud,  rattling  sound; 
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turning  my  hoail,  I  saw  a  figure  clotheil  in  white  from  Lead 
to  foot,  with  only  two  small  Lolea  lor  the  eyes.  He  Lolil  in 
Lis  hand  a  money-box,  on  which  was  a  figure  of  tlio  Virgiu, 
which  he  held  close  to  my  lipa,  -that  I  might  ktMS  it.  This  I 
declined  doing,  hut  dropped  a  baiocco  into  hia  bos,  when 
making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  he  silently  disappeared. 

Our  present  lodging  ^Trattoria  del  Sole)  is  a  good  speci- 
men of  an  Italian  inn  for  mechanics  and  common  tradesmen. 
Passing  through  tbe  front  room,  which  is  an  eating-place  for 
tiie  common  people — with  a  barret  of  wine  in  the  corner, 
and  bladders  of  lard  hanging  among  orange  boughs  in  the 
window — we  entera  davk  court-yard  filled  wilii  heavy  carts, 
and  noisy  with  the  neighing  of  horses  and  singing  of  grooms, 
for  the  stables  occupy  part  of  the  bouse.  An  open  staircase, 
I'unning  all  around  this  hollow  square,  leads  to  tho  iseconil. 
third,  and  fourth  stories.  On  tho  second  story  is  the  dining 
room  for  the  better  class  of  travellers,  who  receive  ihe  same 
provisions  as  those  below  for  double  the  price,  and  the  ad- 
ditional privilege  of  giving  the  waiter  two  baiocchi.  The 
sleeping  apartments  are  in  the  fourth  story,  and  are  named 
according  to  tbe  fancy  of  a  former  landlord,  in  mottos  above 
each  door.  Thus,  on  arriving  here,  the  Triester,  with  his 
wife  and  child,  more  fortunate  than  our  first  parents,  look 
refiige  in  "Paradise,''  while  wo  Americans  were  ushered 
into  the  "  Chamber  of  Jove."  Wo  have  occupied  it  ever 
since,  and  find  a  paul  (ten  cents}  apiece  cheap  enough  for  a 
good  bed  and  a  window  opening  on  tho  Pantheon. 

I  have  been  now  several  days  loitering  and  sketching 
among  tho  ruins,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  could  willingly  wander 
for  months  beside  these  mournful  relics,  and  draw  mspiration 
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from  tlic  lofty  yet  mcUnclioIy  lore  tlicy  toach.  Tliere  ia  a 
spirit  haunting  lliem,  ipal  and  undoubtoil.  Every  shattered 
coliimu,  every  broken  arcb  aud  mouliltring  wall,  but  ealla 
Up  more  vividly  to  miud  tlie  glory  that  has  passed  away. 
Each  lonely  pillar  etauds  as  proudly  as  if  it  stUl  helped  lu 
bear  up  the  front  of  a  glorious  tempJe.  and  the  air  seems 
Bcarccly  to  havo  ceased  vibrating  with  the  clarions  that 
Lcralded  a.  conqueror's  triumph. 

I  have  seen  the  flush  of  mora  and  eve  rest  on  the  Coli- 
seum ,  I  have  seen  the  noonday  sky  franieil  in  its  broken 
loopholos,  like  plates  of  polished  sapphire ;  and  last  night, 
as  tlifi  moon  has  grown  into  the  zenith,  I  went  to  view  it 
with  her.  Around  the  Forum  all  was  silent  and  spectral — 
a  sentinel  challenged  us  at  the  Arch  of  Titua,  under  which 
we  passed,  and  along  the  Cassar'a  wall,  which  lay  in  black 
shadow.  Dead  stillness  brooded  around  the  Coliseum  ;  the 
pale,  silvery  lustre  streamed  through  its  arches,  and  over 
the  grassy  walls,  ^ving  them  a  look  of  shadowy  grandeur 
which  day  could  not  bestow.  The  acene  will  remain  fresh 
in  my  memory  for  ever. 


CHAPTER    XXXVIII. 

TIVOLI    AND     THE    ROMAN     CAMPAGNA. 

iJxcursion  to  Tlvoli— A  Sulphur  Bath— The  Temple  of  the  Blbyl— A  Windy  Night— 
The  Cascade  of  the  Anio— The  Cascatelles — The  Campagna — Museum  of  the 
Capitol — The  Dying  Gladiator— Ruins  on  the  Campagna — Tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella 
— ^The  Aqueducts — ^Egeria's  Grotto — The  Villa  Borghese — Tasso's  Tomb — Passport 
Fees  in  Italy— The  Turning  Point  of  the  Pilgrimage— FarewoU ! 

Rome,  Jan.  9,  1846. 
A  FEW  days  ago  we  made  an  excursion  to  Tivoli,  one  of  the 
loveliest  spots  in  Italy.  We  left  the  Eternal  City  by  the 
Gate  of  San  Lorenzo,  and  twenty  minutes'  walk  brought 
us  to  the  bare  and  bleak  Campagna,  which  was  spread 
around  us  for  leagues  in  every  direction.  Here  and  there  a 
shepherd-boy  in  his  woolly  coat,  with  his  flock  of  browsing 
sheep,  were  the.  only  objects  that  broke  its  desert-like 
monotony.  At  the  fourth  mile  we  crossed  the  rapid  Teve- 
rone,  the  ancient  Anio,  formerly  the  boundary  between 
Latium  and  the  Sabine  dominions,  and  at  the  tenth,  came 
upon  some  fragments  of  the  old  Tiburtiue  way,  formed  of 
large  irregular  blocks  of  basaltic  lava.  A  short  distance 
further  we  saw  across  the  plain  the  ruins  of  the  bath  of 
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Agrippa,  buiU  by  tlie  siJo  of  the  Tartarean  Lake.  The 
wind,  blowing  from  it,  liore  to  ii9  an  overjiowcriDg  emcU  of 
Biil^iliur ;  tlie  waters  of  tlio  little  river  Solfatara,  wliicli 
crussca  the  roaU,  are  of  a  rnilky  blue  culur,  and  carry  those 
of  tbo  lake  into  the  Anio.  Finding  the  water  quite  warm, 
we  (letermlneil  to  have  a  hath.  So  wo  ran  down  the  plidn. 
which  was  covered  with  a  thick  coat  of  sulphur,  and  sounded 
liollow  to  our  tread,  until  we  reached  a  convenient  place, 
where  we  threw  off  our  clothes,  and  plunged  m.  The  warm 
wave  was  delightful  to  the  skiu,  hut  extremely  offensive  lo 
tbo  Braell,  and  when  we  came  out.  our  mouths  and  throats 
were  filled  with  the  Ktifling  gas. 

It  was  growing  dark  as  wc  mounted  through  the  narrow 
streets  of  Tivoli,  but  we  endeavored  to  gain  soino  sight  of 
the  renowned  beauties  of  the  spot,  before  going  to  rest. 
From  a  platform  ou  a  brow  of  the  hill,  we  looked  down  into 
the  defile,  at  the  bottom  of  which  the  Anio  was  roaring,  and 
caught  a  sideward  glance  of  the  Cascatelles,  sending  up 
their  spray  amid  the  cvei'grcen  bushes  that  fringe  the  rocks. 
Above  the  deep  glen  that  curves  into  the  mountain,  stands 
the  beautiful  temple  of  the  Sibyl — a  budding  of  the  most 
perfect  and  graceful  proportinu.  It  treats  the  rocky  brow 
like  a  fairy  dwelling,  and  looks  all  the  lovelier  for  the  wOd 
caverns  below.  Gazing  downward  from  the  bridge,  one 
sees  the  waters  of  the  Anio  tumbling  into  the  picturosiiue 
grotto  of  the  Sirens ;  around  a  rngged  comer,  a  cloud  of 
white  spray  whirls  up  continually,  wliilc  the  boom  of  a 
cataract  rumbles  down  the  glen.  All  tjiesc  wo  marked  in 
the  deepening  dusk,  and  then  hnntisd  an  alhergo. 

The  shrill-voiced  hostess  gave  us  a  good  supper  and  clean 
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beds ;  and  in  return  we  diveiteil  tLo  pcojile  very  tnucli  by 
the  doscviption  of  our  sulphur  batli.  We  were  awakened  iu 
the  night  by  the  wind  shaking  the  very  bouI  ont  of  our  loosp 
cascniont.  I  fancied  I  beard  torrents  of  rujn  diisbing  against 
the  panes,  and  groaned  iu  bitterness  of  spirit  on  tbiukiug  of 
a  walk  back  to  Eomo  in  such  weatber.  When  the  morning 
came,  we  found  it  was  only  a  burricane  of  wind  which  was 
strong  enough  to  tear  off  pieces  of  the  old  roofs.  I  saw  some 
capuchins  nearly  overturned  iu  crossing  the  square,  by  the 
wind  seizing  tbeir  wide  robes. 

I  had  my  fingers  frozen  and  my  eyes  filled  with  sand,  in 
trying  to  draw  the  Sibyl's  temple,  and  therefore  left  it  to 
join  my  eompaaions,  who  had  gone  down  into  the  glen  to 
see  tbe  great  cascade.  The  Auio  bursts  out  of  a  cavern  in 
the  mountain-side,  aud  bke  a  prisoner  giddy  with  recovered 
liberty,  reels  over  tbe  edge  of  a  precipice  more  than  two 
hundred  foot  deep.  The  bottom,  ia  bid  in  a  cloud  of  boiling 
spray,  which  shifts  from  side  to  side,  and  driven  by  tbe  wind, 
sweeps  wbiatling  down  tbe  uaiTow  pass.  It  stuns  tbe  ear 
with  a  perpetual  boom,  giving  a  dash  of  grandeur  to  tbe 
enrapturing  beauty  of  tbe  scene.  I  tried  a  foot-path  that 
appeared  to  lead  down  to  the  Cascatelles,  but  after  advanc- 
ing some  distance  along  tbe  aide  of  an  almost  perpendicular 
precipice,  I  came  to  a  corner  that  looked  so  dangerous,  espe- 
cially as  tjie  wind  was  nearly  strong  enough  to  carry  me  off, 
that  it  seemed  safest  to  return.  We  made  another  vain 
attempt  to  get  down,  by  creeping  along  tbe  bed  of  a  torrent, 
filled  with  briars.  Tbe  CascatBlles  are  formed  by  that  part 
of  tbe  Anio  which  is  iised  in  tbe  iron  works,  made  out  of  tbe 
ruins  of  Meeaenas'  villa.     They  gush  out  from  under  tbe 
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nurient  nrdins,  nnd  tumble  inoTO  tlinn  n  liandrod  Feot  down 
iLc  precipice,  thoir  while  watoi-s  gleaming  out  from  tlie  dark 
and  foatjiery  foliago.  Not  far  distant  are  the  reninitia  of  tbc 
villa  of  Horace. 

Ou  our  return  to  Komo  wo  took  the  road  to  Friucati,  and 
walked  for  miles  among  cane-swampa  and  over  plaius  cover- 
ed with  ahecp.  TLo  people  we  aaw,  were  most  degraded 
and  forocio US-looking,  and  there  were  many  I  would  not 
willingly  meet  alone  after  niglitfaJl.  Indeed  it  is  still  con- 
ridered  f|uitc  unsafe  to  venture  without  the  walls  of  Rome. 
afler  dark.  The  women,  with  their  yellow  complexions, 
and  the  V>right  red  blankets  they  wear  folded  around  the 
head  nnd  shoulders,  resemble  Indian  siiuatra. 

I  lately  spent  throe  hours  in  the  Museum  of  the  Capitol, 
on  the  summit  of  the  sacred  hill.  In  the  hall  of  the  Gladia- 
tor I  noticed  an  exquisite  statue  of  Diana.  Tiio  Faun  of 
PraiitcloB,  in  the  same  room,  ia  a  glorious  work ;  it  ia  the 
perfect  embodiment  of  that  wild,  merry  race  the  Grecian 
poets  dreamed  of.  One  looks  on  the  Gladiator  with  a  hnshcd 
breath  and  an  awed  spirit.  He  is  dying ;  the  blood  Bows 
more  slowly  from  the  deep  wound  tti  hia  side ;  his  head  ia 
sinking  downwards,  and  the  arm  that  supports  his  body 
becomes  more  and  more  nerveless.  You  feel  that  a  dull 
mist  is  coming  over  his  vision,  and  wait  to  see  bis  relaxing 
limbs  sink  suddenly  on  his  shield.  That  the  rude,  barba- 
rian form  has  a  soul,  may  be  read  in  his  touchiugly  espres- 
sive  countenance.  It  waraia  the  Bympathios  like  reality  to 
look  upon  it.  Yet  bow  many  Eomans  may  have  gazed  on 
this  work,  moved  nearly  to  tears,  who  have  seen  hun- 
dreds periab  in  the  arena  without  a  pitying  emotion  !     Wiy 
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13  it  that  Art  lias  a.  voiuo  freqnently  more  powerful  tlian 
Nature  ; 

Two  days  ago  we  took  ,i  ramlile  outside  tlic  walls.  Paus- 
ing tlie  Coliseiun  and  CaracaUa'a  Baths,  we  reached  the 
tumb  of  Scipio,  a  small  Bcpulchral  vault,  near  the  roadside. 
The  ashes  of  the  warrior  were  scattered  to  the  winds  long 
ago,  and  his  manBoIeum  is  fast  falling  to  decay.  The  old 
arch  over  the  Appian  way  is  still  standing,  near  the  modern 
Porta  San  Scbaaliano,  through  "which  wo  entered  on  the  far- 
famed  road.  Here  and  there  it  is  q^uite  entire,  and  we  walk- 
ed over  the  stones  once  worn  by  the  feet  of  Virgil  and 
Horace  and  Cicero.  After  passing  the  temple  of  Romulus 
^a  shapeless  and  ivy-grown  ruin — and  walking  a  mile  or 
more  beyond  the  walls,  we  readied  the  Circus  of  Caracalln, 
whose  long  and  shattered  walls  fill  the  hollow  of  one  of  the 
little  della  of  the  Campagno.  The  original  structure  must 
have  been  of  great  size  and  splendor,  hut  those  twin  Vaa- 
dals — Time  and  Avarice — have  stripped  away  evei-ything 
hut  the  lofty  brick  masses,  whose  nakedness  the  pitying  ivy 
strives  to  cover. 

Further,  on  a  gentle  slope,  is  the  tomh  of  "  the  wealthiest 
Roman's  wife,"  familiar  to  every  one  through  Cliildc  Har- 
old's mnsing;s.  It  is  a  round,  loassive  tower,  faced  with  large 
blocks  of  marble,  and  still  bearing  the  name  of  Cecilia 
Metella.  One  side  is  much  ruined,  and  the  top  is  overgrown 
with  grass  and  wild  hushes.  The  wall  is  about  thirty  feet 
thick,  BO  that  hut  a  small  round  space  is  left  in  the  interior, 
which  is  open  to  the  rain,  and  filled  with  nihbish.  The  echoes 
pronounced  hollowly  after  us  the  name  of  the  dead  for  whom  it 
Was  built,  but  they  could  tell  us  nothing  of  her  life's  history. 
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I  made  a  hurried  drnwing  of  it,  and  we  then  tnrnpd  tn 
the  left,  across  the  CanipHgiia,  tu  B«ek  the  grottu  dF  Kgeria. 
Before  us,  across  the  brown  plain,  extended  the  Sabine 
Mountains;  in  the  clear  air  the  houses  of  Tivoli,  twenty 
miles  distaut,  were  plainly  visible.  The  giant  aqueduct 
Btretclied  in  a  long  line  across  the  Camjiagna  to  the  moun- 
tain of  Albuno,  its  broken  and  disjointed  arches  resembling 
the  vertebru3  of  some  mighty  monster.  With  the  ruiua  of 
temples  and  tombs  strewing  the  plain  for  miles  around  it, 
it  might  be  called  the  spine  of  the  skeleton  of  Rome. 

We  passed  many  ruins,  made  beautiful  by  the  clinging 
ivy,  and  reached  a  solemn  grove  of  evergreen  oak,  overlook- 
ing a  secluded  valley.  I  was  soon  in  the  rueudow,  leaping 
ditches,  rustling  thi'oiigh  cane-brakes,  and  climbing  «p  tu 
mossy  arches  to  find  the  fountain  of  Niima's  nymph,  while 
my  companion,  who  had  less  taste  for  the  romantic,  looked 
on  complacently  from  the  leeward  side  of  the  hill.  At 
length  wo  found  an  arched  vault  in  the  hill  side,  overhung 
with  wild  vines,  and  shaded  in  summer  by  umbrageous  trees 
which  grow  on  the  soil  above.  At  the  further  end  a  stream 
of  water  gushed  out  ftom  beneath  a  broken  statue,  and  an 
aperture  in  the  wall  revealed  a  dark  eaveni  behind.  This, 
then,  was  "  Egeria's  grot."  The  ground  was  trampled' by 
the  feet  of  cattle,  and  the  taste  of  the  water  was  anything 
but  pleasant.  I  tried  to  creep  into  the  grotto,  but  it  was 
nnplcaaantly  dark,  and  no  nymph  appeared  to  chaso  away 
the  shadow  with  her  lustrous  eyes. 

I  went  afterwards  to  the  Villa  Borghese,  outside  the  Porto 
del  Popolo.  The  gardens  occupy  thirty  or  forty  acres,  and 
are  alw.iys  thronged  in  the  afternoon  with  the  carriages  of 


the  Roman  ami  foreign  noLility.  Iii  summer,  it  must  Le  a 
heavenly  place  ;  evea  now,  with  ita  musical  fountains,  long 
avenues,  and  grassy  slopes  crowned  with  the  fan-like  branches 
of  the  Italian  pine,  it  reminds  one  of  the  fiury  landscapes  of 
Boccaccio.  "We  threaded  onr  way  tlirough  the  press  of  car- 
riages on  the  Pincian  hill,  and  saw  the  enormous  bulk  of 
St.  Peter's  loom  up  against  the  sunset  sky.  I  counted  forty 
domes  and  spii-es  in  tbat  part  of  Rome  which  Jay  below  us — 
hut  on  what  a  marble  glory  looked  tbat  snn  eighteen  centu- 
ries ago  !  Modern  Koine — it  is,  in  comparison,  a  den  of  filth, 
cheats  and  beggars  ! 

Yesterday,  while  taking  a  random  stroll  through  the  city, 
I  visited  the  church  of  St.  Onofrio,  where  Tasso  is  buried. 
It  is  not  far  from  St.  Peter's,  on  the  summit  of  a  lonely  hill. 
The  building  was  closed,  but  an  old  monk  admitted  us  on 
application.  The  interior  is  quite  small,  but  very  old,  and 
the  floor  is  covered  wit!i  the  tombs  of  princes  and  prelates 
of  a  past  century.  Near  the  end  I  found  a  sma!!  slab  with 
the  inscription: — "  TOBttUATr  tassi  :  ossa  :  hic  jacent." 
That  was  all — hut  what  more  was  needed  1  Wlio  knows 
not  the  name  and  fame  and  sufferings  of  the  glorious  hard  ? 
The  pomp  of  gold  and  marble  aro  not  needed  to  deck  the 
slumber  of  genius.  On  the  wall,  above,  hanga  an  old  and 
authentic  portrait  of  him,  very  similar  to  the  engravings  in 
circulation.  A  crown  of  laurel  encircles  the  lofty  brow, 
and  the  eye  has  that  wild,  mournful  expression  which  ac- 
eonls  so  well  witli  the  mysterious  tale  of  his  love  and 
madness. 

Owing  to  the  mountain  storma,  which  imposed  on  ns  the 
expense  of  a  ciirri;i;xn -journey  to  Rome,  we  shall  be  prevent- 


vH  from  going  farther.  Oiio  great  caaso  of  tLis  i§  the  heavy 
fee  rcfjuired  ioT  paasportB  in  Italy.  In  most  of  the  Italisa 
cities,  tho  coat  of  iho  dJfToreut  vises  nmouuts  to  SI  or  S5; 
aiiil  a  fow  such  visits  as  tbeso  reduce  oar  funds  verj'  materi- 
ally. The  American  Consurs  fee  is  S2,  owing  to  tbe  illibe- 
ral coarse  of  our  government,  in  withholding  all  salary  from 
her  Consuls  in  Europe.  Mr,  Brown,  however,  in  whosa 
family  we  spent  Ust  evening  very  pleasantly,  on  ourroquest- 
ing  that  ho  would  deduct  sometliing  from  tho  uBual  fee, 
kindly  declined  accepting  anything.  We  felt  tUis  kindness 
the  more,  as  from  the  character  which  Bome  of  our  late  Con- 
suls bear  in  Italy,  we  had  not  antidpated  it,  We  shall  re- 
member him  with  deeper  gi'atitude  than  many  would  sup- 
poBo,  who  have  never  known  what  it  is  to  bo  a  foreigner. 

To-morrow,  therefore,  we  leave  Rome — here  is,  at  last, 
the  limit  of  our  wanderings.  We  have  endured  much  toil 
and  privation  to  roach  here,  and  now,  atler  two  weeks' 
rambling  and  musing  among  tho  mighty  relics  of  past  glory, 
we  turn  our  faces  homeward.  The  thrilling  hope  I  eheriiih- 
ed  during  tho  wholo  pilgrimage — to  climb  Parnassus  and 
drink  from  Castaly,  under  the  blue  heaven  of  Greece — to 
sigh  for  fallen  Art,  beneath  the  broken  friezes  of  the  Par- 
thenon, and  look  with  a  pilgrim's  eye  on  the  isles  of  Hoinor 
and  Sappho — must  be  given  up,  unwillingly  and  sorrowfiiUy 
though  it  be.  Those  glorious  anticipations — among  the 
brightest  that  blessed  my  boyhood— are  slowly  wrung  from 
me  by  sti t;i  necessity.  Even  Naples,  tho  lovely  Parthenopc, 
where  tho  Mantuan  bard  sleeps  ou  the  sunny  shore,  by  tho 
bluest  of  summer  seas,  with  the  disinterred  Pompeii  beyond, 
and  Pajstum  amid  its  roacs  on  the  lonely  Calabrinn  plain — 
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even  this,  almost  within  sight  of  the  cross  of  St.  Peter's,  is 
barred  from  me.  Farewell  then,  since  it  must  be  I  Fare- 
well Greece,  that  I  shall  not  see — and,  Rome,  for  all  thou 
hast  taught  me,  take  in  return  a  pilgriui's  blessing! 
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our  rapiJlj-  tlet-lining  means  made  us  blind  to  dJBcoinfort.  Be- 
Bidaa,  tlicre  was  a  linudsome  Italian  sailor  at  the  inn,  who 
treated  tne  with  the  greatest  kindness,  and  to  whom  I  took 
n  strong  liking.  Ho  UBYoted  himself  to  making  mo  as  com- 
fortable as  the  place  would  allow,  and  in  sjiite  of  our  despe- 
rate  ciroum stances,  his  bright,  honest,  affoctionato  face  made 
me  entirely  happy. 

About  the  old  town  of  Civita  Vecehia  there  is  not  much 
to  be  said,  escept  that  it  has  the  same  little  harbor  which 
TfHJati  dug  for  it,  and  is  as  dirty  and  disagreeable  as  a  town 
can  well  be.  We  saw  nothing  except  a  little  cburcb,  and 
the  prison-yard,  foil  of  criminals,  where  the  celebrated  ban- 
dit, Gasparoni,  has  been  confined  for  eight  years. 

The  Neapolitan  Company's  boat,  MangihcUo,  was  adver- 
tised to  leave  on  the  IStli,  so,  after  procuring  out  passports, 
we  went  to  the  ofSce  to  take  passage.  Tlie  official,  however, 
refused  to  give  us  tickets  for  tlio  third  place,  because,  for- 
sooth, wo  were  not  servants  or  common  laborers !  and  words 
were  wasted  in  trying  to  convince  bim  that  it  would  make 
no  difference.  As  the  aeeond  cabin  fare  was  nearly  three 
limes  as  high,  and  would  have  exhausted  all  our  money  at 
once,  we  went  to  the  office  of  the  Tuscan  Company,  whose 
boat  was  to  leave  in  two  days.  Through  the  infiuence  of  an 
[talinn  gentleman,  whom  we  accidentally  met  in  the  street. 
the  agent  agreed  to  take  us  for  forty-five  francs,  on  deck, 
the  faro  on  the  Neapolitan  boat  being  thirty. 

Rather  than  stay  two  days  longer  in  tho  dull  town,  wa 
went  again  to  the  latter  Company's  office  and  offered  forty- 
five  francs  to  go  that  day  in  their  boat.  This  removed  the 
former  scruples,  and  tickets   wore  immediafely  made  out. 


After  a  plentifiil  dinner  at  the  albergo,  to  prepare  ourselves 
for  the  exposure,  we  filled  our  pockets  with  a  supply  of 
bread,  cheese,  and  figs,  for  the  voyage.  We  then  engaged 
a  boatman,  who  agreed  to  row  us  out  to  the  steamer  for  two 
pnuls,  but  after  he  had  us  on  board  and  au  oar's  length  from 
the  quay,  he  said  two  pauls  apiece  was  his  bargain.  The 
other  boatmen  took  his  part,  and  as  our  kind  sailor  friend 
was  not  there,  we  were  obliged  to  pay. 

The  hour  of  starting  was  two  o'clock,  hut  the  boat  lay 
quietly  in  the  harbor  until  four,  when  we  ghded  out  on  the 
open  sea,  and  went  northward,  with  the  blue  hills  of  Corsica 
far  on  our  left.  A  gorgeous  sunset  faded  away  over  the 
water,  and  the  moon  rose  behind  the  low  mountains  of  the 
Italian  coast.  Having  found  a  warm  and  sheltered  place 
near  the  chimney,  I  drew  my  Iiat  further  over  my  eyes,  to 
keep  ont  the  moonlight,  and  lay  down  on  the  deck  with  my 
knapsack  under  my  head.  It  was  a  hard  bed,  indeed  j  and 
the  first  time  I  attempted  to  rise,"  I  found  m3-self  glued  to 
the  floor  by  the  pitch  which  was  smeared  along  the  seams 
of  the  boards  !  Our  fellow-sufferers  were  a  company  of 
Swiss  soldiers  going  home  after  a  four  years'  aer^-ice  under 
the  King  of  Kaples,  bnt  they  took  to  their  situation  more 
easily  than  wo. 

Sleep  was  next  to  impossible,  so  I  paced  the  deck  occa- 
sionally, looking  out  on  the  moonlit  sea  and  the  dim  sliorea 
on  either  side.  A  little  after  midnight  wc  passed  between 
Elba  and  Corsica.  The  dark  crags  of  Elba  rose  on  our 
right,  and  the  bold  headlands  of  Napoleon's  isle  stood  oppo- 
site, at  perhaps  twenty  miles*  distance.  There  was  some- 
thing dreary  and  mysterious  in  "  '  at  such  a 
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time — llie  grandeur  of 

exiled  to  tbe  otliev.  gni 

We  made  the  ligbt-t 

dawn,  and  by  BunnBO  v 


i  cnreer,  who  was  horn  on  one  and 
it  a  strange  and  tlirilltng  interest. 
BPi  before  the  harbor  of  l.pgbom  at 
o  ajichorcd  witbin  the  molo.    I  sat 


on  the  deck  tbe  whole  day.  watching  the  jiictiireariiie  vessels 
that  skimmed  ahout  with  their  lateen  sails,  and  wondering 
how  soon  the  sailors,  on  the  deck  of  a  Boston  brig  anchored 
near  ua,  would  see  my  distant  cmintry.  Leaving  at  four 
o'clock  we  dashed  away,  along  the  inountnin  coast  of  Car- 
rara, at  a  rapid  rate.  The  wind  waa  strong  and  cold,  but  1 
lay  down  behind  the  boiler,  and  though  the  hoards  were  as 
hard  as  ever,  slept  two  or  three  hours.  TVlicn  I  awoke  at 
half-past  two  in  the  morning,  after  a  short  rest,  Genoa  was 
close  at  hand.  We  glided  between  the  two  revolving  lights 
on  tbe  mole,  into  the  harbor,  with  the  amphitheatre  on  which 
the  superb  city  sits,  dark  and  silent  around  us.  It  began 
raining  soon,  the  engine-fire  sank  down,  and  as  there  waa 
no  place  of  shelter,  we  were  shortly  wet  to  the  skin.  How 
long  those  dreary  hours  seemed,  until  the  dawn  caine !  All 
was  cold  and  rainy  and  dark,  and  we  waited  in  a  kind  of 
torpid  misery  for  daylight.  I  passed  the  entire  day,  sitting 
in  a  coil  of  rope  under  the  eaves  of  the  cabin,  and  even  tba 
beauties  of  the  glorious  city  scarce  affected  me.  We  lay- 
opposite  the  Doria  palace,  and  the  constellation  of  villas  and 
towers  still  glittered  along  the  hills ;  hut  who,  with  his  teeth 
chattering  and  limbs  numb  and  damp,  could  feel  pleasure  in 
looking  on  Elysium  itself? 

We  got  under  way  again  at  tliree  o'clock.  The  rain  very 
ionn  bid  the  coast  from  view,  and  the  waves  pitched  out 
boat  ahout  in  a  most  violent  and  disagreeable  manner.     I 
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aooTi  esperieuceil  sea-sickiics3  in  all  its  horrors.  We  liad 
nccidentally  made  the  acc^minlaoce  of  one  of  the  B«iIorB,  a 
Bwai-thy  Neapolitan,  who  had  lieea  in  Americai.  He  was 
one  of  those  rough,  honest  natures  which  abound  in  liis  class 
— tender-hearted  aa  women,  with  all  their  rudeneBa  and  pro- 
fanity. As  we  were  standing  by  the  chimney,  wet,  cold  and 
Bick,  reflecting  dolefully  how  we  should  pass  the  coming 
night,  ho  came  op  and  said ;  "  I  am  in  trouble  about  you, 
poor  fellows !  I  don't  think  I  shall  sleep  three  hours  to- 
night, for  thinking  of  yon.  I  shall  tell  the  officers  to  give 
you  beds.  They  Rhould  see  yon  are  gentlemen,  and  I  will 
tell  them  so  !"  The  noble  fellow  was  as  good  as  his  word. 
I  knew  not  what  he  said  or  did,  but  in  half  an  hour  a  ser- 
vant called  us  into  the  second  cabin,  gave  us  first  some  warm 
soup,  and  then  pointed  out  out  berths. 

I  turned  in  with  a  feeling  of  relief  not  easily  imagined,  and 
forgave  the  fleas  willingly,  in  the  comfort  of  a  shelter  from 
the  storm.  When  I  awoke,  it'was  broad  day.  A  fresh 
breeze  was  drying  the  deck,  and  the  sun  was  half-visible 
among  breaking  clouds.  We  had  just  passed  the  Isle  of  the 
Titan,  one  of  the  hlu  des  Hij%e».  and  tho  bay  of  Toulon 
opened  on  our  right.  It  was  a  rugged,  rocky  coast,  but  the 
hills  of  sunny  Provence  rose  beyond.  The  sailor  came  up 
with  a  smile  of  satisfaction  on  his  rough  countenance,  shook 
hands  with  us  heartily,  and  said  :  "  Ah,  yon  slept  last  night, 
I  think!  I  told  the  officers,  every  one  of  them,  and  they 
would  be  cursed  rascals  not  to  give  beds  to  you  gentlemen  I" 

Wo  ran  along,  beside  the  brown,  bare  crags,  until  nearly 
noon,  when  we  reached  the  eastern  point  of  the  Bay  of  Mar- 
seilles.    A  group  of  small  islands,  formed  of  haie 
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rising  in  precipices  three  or  foar  hundreil  feet  liigii.  gaards 
the  point  i  on  turning  into  the  Gulf,  v.e  enw  on  tliu  left  the 
rocky  islanJa  of  Pomegues,  and  If,  witli  tlie  castle  crowning 
the  latter,  in  which  Mirabenti  was  confioed.     The  ranges  of 

hills  which  rosu  around  the  great  hay,  were  spotted  and 
sprinkled  over  with  thousands  ol'  the  country  cottages  of  the 
JIarseilles  morcliants,  called  Bastilles;  the  city  itself  was 
hidden  from  viow.  We  eaw  apparently  the  whole  baj-,  but 
there  waa  no  crowd  of  vessels,  such  as  would  hefit  a  great 
sea-port;  a  few  spires  peeping  over  a  hill,  with  some  fortifi- 
cations, were  all  that  was  visible.  At  length  we  tnmed 
suddenly  aside  and  entered  a  narrow  strait,  between  two 
forts.  Immediately  a  broad  harbor  opened  before  us,  locked 
in  the  very  heart  of  the  hills  on  which  the  city  stands. 
It  waa  covered  with  vessols  of  all  nations ;  on  leaving  the 
boat,  we  rowed  past  the  "  Atistides,"  bearing  the  blue  cross 
of  Greece,  and  I  searched  eagerly  and  found,  among  the 
crowded  masts,  tlie  starry  banner  of  America. 

As  we  were  preparing  to  go  ashore,  the  servant  who  had 
summoned  us  to  the  second  cabin,  and  who  had  behaved 
very  civilly  towards  us,  came  up  and  hade  us  welcome  to 
Marseilles.  I  thanked  him,  whereupon  the  other  servant, 
who  had  not  taken  the  least  notice  of  us,  laughed  sneering- 
ly.  I  gave  the  former  a  two-franc  piece  for  his  courtesy, 
which  stopped  the  other's  laugh  at  once.  Ho  came  up  very 
respectfully,  and  began  to  make  some  polite  remarks,  which 
I  answered  by  turning  my  hack  on  him  and  walking  off. 
We  lodged  in  a  neat  little  tavern,  frequented  by  the  Pro- 
vencal teamsters,  and  found  it  a  pleasant  change  from  the 
Italian  inns.     In  the  evening,  as  we  were  walking  on  the 
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quay,  we  were  sudilenly  bailed  hy  a  clieerfiil  voice.  It  waa 
tlie  Neapolitan  Bailor,  who  greeted  ua  with  an  oath  of  delight. 
I  thanked  !iim  once  more  for  iiis  kindness,  but  he  answered, 
bluntly  :  "Don't  say  anything  more  about  it — I  saw  you 
were  gentlemen !" 

I  have  rambled  through  all  the  principal  parts  of  Mai'- 
seilloB,  and  am  very  favorably  impressed  with  its  appear- 
ance. Its  cleanliness,  and  the  air  of  life  and  business  which 
marks  the  streets,  are  the  mors  pleasant  after  coming  from 
the  dirty  and  depopulated  Italian  cities  The  broad  avenues 
lined  with  trees,  which  traverse  its  whole  length,  must  be 
delightful  in  summer.  1  am  often  reminded,  by  its  spacioiiB 
and  crowded  tborougUfares,  of  our  American  cities.  Al- 
though founded  by  the  Phoceans,  three  thousand  years  ago, 
it  bos  scarcely  an  edifice  of  greater  antiqnity  than  three  or 
four  centuries,  and  the  tourist  must  content  Iiimself  with 
wandering  throiigb  the  narrow  streets  of  the  old  town,   ob- 
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Paris.     Our  boots,  f        afl 

show  signs  of  failing  in  this 
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We  left  Marseilles  about  nine  o'clock,  on  a  dull,  rainy  morn- 
ing, for  A^-ig^on  and  the  Ithono,  intcuJing  to  take  in  our 
way  tlic  glen  of  Vaucluse.  The  dirty  J"  uhourgx  stretch  out 
along  the  ro.iil  for  a  groat  distance,  and  wc  trndged  throngli 
them,  pnat  fonndriea,  furnaces  and  manufactories,  considera- 
bly disheartened  with  the  prospect.  Wc  wound  among  the 
bleak  stony  bills,  continually  ascending,  for  nearly  three 
lioura.  Great  numbers  of  cobarett,  frequented  by  the  com- 
mon people,  lined  the  roads,  and  we  met  continually  trains 
of  heavily  laden  wngona,  drawn  by  large  mules.  TJie  coun- 
try is  very  wild  and  barren,  and  would  have  been  tlresomS) 


except  for  the  pino  groves  with  their  beautiful  green  foliage. 
We  got  Bomething  to  eat  with  difficulty  nt  an  inn,  for  the 


people  Hpoke  nothing  but  the  Pre 
waH  so  cold  and  cheerless  we  wt 
the  storm.     It  mattered  little  to  wb, 
guage  in  w]iich  the  gay  troubadour! 
songs  of  love.     We  tliouglit  more 
and  numb,  cold  limbs,  and  would  h 


n;al  dialect,  and  the  place 
glad  to  go  out  again  into 
,  that  we  heard  the  lan- 
s  of  King  Rcui  sang  their 
of  our  dripping  clothes 
been  glad  to  hear  in- 


stead, the  strong,  hearty  German  tongue,  full  of  warmth  and 
kindly  sympathy  for  the  stranger.  The  wind  swept  dreari- 
ly among  the  hills ;  black,  gusty  clouds  covered  the  sky, 
and  the  incessant  rain  filled  the  road  with  muddy  pools.  Wo 
looked  at  the  country  chateaux,  so  comfortable  in  the 
midst  of  their  sheltering  poplars,  with  a  sigh,  and  thought 
of  homes  afar  off,  whoso  doors  were  never  closed  to  ui. 

This  wBi  all  forgotten,  when  we  reached  Air,  and  the 
hostess  of  the  Cafe  d'Afrique  filled  her  little  stove  with  fresh 
coal,  and  hung  our  wet  garments  around  it,  while  her  dangh- 
ter,  a  pale-faced,  crippled  cliild,  smiled  kindly  on  na  and 
tried  to  talk  with  us  in  French.  Putting  ou  our  damp,  heavy 

coats  again.  B and  I  rambled  through  the  Streets,  while 

our  frugal  supper  was  preparing.  Wo  saw  the  statue  of  the 
Bon  Jtoi  Rene,  who  held  at  Aix  his  court  of  shepherds 
and  troubadours— the  dark  Cathedral  of  St  Sauvcur— the 
ancient  walls  and  battlements,  and  gazed  down  the  valley 
at  the  dark,  precipitous  mass  of  Mont  St.  Victor,  at  the  base 
of  which  Marius  obtahied  a  splendid  victory  over  the  bar- 
barians. 

T!ie  shallow,  elevated  va  we  passed  in  the  forenoon's 

wa]k    next    dai  m,  but    covered 
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witli  Inrgo  orclmr'la  of  nlninml  treps,  the  ftnit  of  wliicli 
forma  a  considerablo  article  of  export,  Tliia  district 
borders  on  tho  desurt  of  the  Crau,  n  viist  plnin  of  etonee, 
reacliing  to  tlie  month  of  tho  Rhone,  and  almost  entirely  un- 
inhabited. We  cauglit  occasional  glimpses  of  its  sea-like 
■waste,  between  the  flummita  of  the  liills.  At  length,  after 
threading  a  high  ascent,  we  eaw-  the  valley  of  the  Durance 
suddenly  below  ua.  The  sun,  breaking  through  the  eloutls, 
shone  on  tho  mountain  wall,  which  stood  on  the  opposite 
aide,  touching  with  Ins  glow  the  bare  and  rocky  precipices 
that  frowned  far  above  the  stream.  Descending  to  the 
valley,  we  followed  ita  conrao  towards  the  llhone,  with  tlie 
ruins  of  feudal  bourgs  crowning  the  craga  above  ua. 
It  was  dusk,  when  wo  reached  the  village  of  Se: 
with  tho  day's  march.  A  landlord,  standing  in  his 
tho  look-out  for  eustoniers,  invited  us  to  enter,  in  b 
BO  polite  and  pressing,  we  could  not  choose  but  do  f 
19  a  universal  castum  with  the  conntry  innkeepei 
little  village  which  wo  passed  towards  evening,  there  was  a 
tavern  with  the  sign  :  "  T/ie  Mother  of  Soldieri."  A  portly 
woman,  whose  face  beamed  with  kindness  and  cheerfulness, 
stood  in  the  door,  and  invited  us  to  stop  there  for  the  night, 
"No,  mother!"  I  ana  were  d ;  "we  must  go  much  further 
to-day."  "  Go,  then,"  said  she,  "  with  good  luck,  my  chil- 
dren !  a  pleasant  journey  !"  O 
two  or  three  bronzed  soldiers  w 
French  vocabulary  happening  ti 
consultation  about  eggs  aud  on 
to  my  assistance  and  addressed  i 
Fuldn,  in  Hesse  Cassel,  and  had 
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I  entering  the  inn  at  Senna, 
ere  sitting  by  the  table.  My 
1  give  oiit  in  the  middle  of  a 
ion-soup,  one  of  them  came 
le  in  German.  He  was  from 
served  fifteen  rears  in  Africa 


Two  otlieT  j-oung  soldiers,  from  the  western  border  of  Get- 
manj',  came  dunng  the  evening,  and  one  of  them  being  part- 
ly intoxicated,  created  Bucb  a  tumult,  that  a  quarrel  arose, 
■which  ended  in  his  being  beaten  and  turned  out  of  the 
house.  We  all  hivouacked  together  in  the  loft,  and  there 
waa  ao  much  noiae  that  I  got  very  little  sleep.  We  met 
every  day,  large  numbera  of  recruits  in  companies  of 
one  or  two  hundred,  on  their  way  to  Marseilles  to  em- 
bark for  Algiers.  They  were  mostly  youths,  from  sixteen 
to  twenty  years  of  age,  and  seemed  little  to  forebode  their 
probable  fiito. 

Leaving  nest  inoming  at  day-break,  we  walked  on  before 
breakfast  to  Orgon,  a  little  village  in  the  corner  of  the 
clifis  which  border  the  Durance,  and  crossed  the  muddy  river 
by  a  suspension  bridge  a  short  distance  below,  to  Cavaillon, 
wliere  the  country  people  were  holding  a  great  market. 
From  this  place  a  road  led  across  the  meadow-land  to  L'Isle, 
six  miles  distant.  This  little  town  is  so  named,  because  it 
is  situated  on  au  island  formed  hj  the  crystal  Sorgnea, 
which  flows  from  the  fountains  of  Vaucluse.  It  is  a  very 
picturesque  and  pretty  place.  Great  mill-wheels,  turning 
slowly  and  constantly,  stand  at  intervals  iu  the  stream, 
whose  grassy  hanks  are  now  as  green  as  in  spring-time.  We 
walked  along  the  Sorgiies,  which  is  quite  as  beautiful  and 
worthy  to  be  sung  as  the  Clitumniis,  to  the  end  of  the  vO- 
lage.  to  take  the  road  to  Vaucluse.  Beside  its  banks  stands 
a  dirty,  modern  "Hotel  de  Petrarque  et  Laure." 

The  bare  mountain  in  whose  heart  lies  the  poet's  eolitnde, 
now  ram  before  us,  at  the  foot  of  the  lofty  Mont  Ventous, 
whose  summit  of  snows  extended  lieyoi.d.      We    loft   the 
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river  and  walked  otm  a  bairBD  plain>  acrnss  whicli  the  wind 
blew  most  drearily.  The  sky  was  rainy  and  dark,  and  com- 
pleted the  desolatencBH  of  the  sccue.  which  in  no  w-iae 
Iicighlt'ned  our  anticipations  of  tlie  renowned  glen.  At 
length  we  rejoined  tlio  Sorgues  and  entered  a  little  green 
valley  running  up  into  the  mountain.  Tiie  narrowness  nf 
the  entrance  entirely  shut  out  the  wind,  and  escept  the  roll- 
ing of  the  waters  over  their  pebbly  Led,  all  was  still  and 
lonely  and  beautiful.  The  sides  of  the  dLdl  wore  covered 
with  olive  trees,  and  a  narrow  strip  of  emerald  meadow  lay 
at  the  bottom.  It  grew  more  hidden  and  sequestered  as  we 
approached  the  little  village  of  Vaucluse.  Here,  the  moun- 
tain towers  far  above,  and  precipices  of  grey  rock,  many 
hundred  feet  high,  hang  over  the  narrowing  glen.  On  a 
crag  over  the  village  are  the  remains  of  a  castle  ;  the  slope 
below  this,  now  rugged  and  stony,  was  once  graced  by  the 
cottage  and  garden  of  Petrarch.  All  tracea  of  them  have 
long  since  vanished,  but  a  simple  column,  bearing  tbe  in- 
Bcription,  "A  FifTRARQCB,"  stands  beside  the  Sorguea. 

We  ascended  into  the  defile  by  a  path  among  the  roeks, 
overBliadowcd  by  olive  and  wild-fig  trees,  to  the  celebrated 
fountains  of  Vaucluse.  The  glen  seems  as  if  struck  into  the 
mountain's  depths  by  one  blow  of  an  enchanter's  wand  ;  and 
just  at  the  end,  where  the  rod  might  have  rested  in  its  down- 
ward sweep,  is  the  fathomless  well  whose  overbrimming  ful- 
ness gives  birth  to  the  Sorgues.  We  climbed  up  over  the 
mossy  rocks  and  sat  down  in  the  grot,  beside  the  dark,  still 
pool.  It  was  the  most  absolute  solitude.  The  rocks 
towered  above  and  over  us,  to  the  Lcigbt  of  six  hundred 
feet,  and  the  gray  walls  of  the  v/Ud  glen  heiow  shut  out  aD 


THE    FOUNTAIN    OP    ViCOlTtSK.  445 

appearance  of  life.  I  leaned  over  the  rock  and  drnnk  of  the 
bine  cryBtal  that  grew  gradually  darker  towarda  the  centre, 
until  it  became  a  mirror,  auJ  gave  liack  a  perfect  roflection 
the  crags  above  it.  Thcro  was  no  bubbling — no  gushing 
I^P  from  its  deep  bosom — but  the  iveakh  of  sparkling  waters 
oontinuaily  welled  over,  as  from  a  too-full  goblet. 

It  was  with  actual  sorrow  that  I  turned  away  from  the 
Bilent  spot.  I  never  visited  a  place  to  which  the  fancy  clung 
more  suddenly  and  fondly.  There  ia  something  holy  in  its 
solitude,  making  one  envy  Petrarch  the  years  of  calm  and 
unsullied  enjoyment  which  blessed  him  there.  Aa  some 
persoGH,  whom  we  puss  as  strangers,  strike  a  hidden  chord 
in  our  spirits,  compelling  a  silent  sympathy  wiih  them,  so 
some  landscapes  have  a  character  of  beauty  which  harmo- 
nizes entirely  with  the  mood  in  which  wo  look  upon  them, 
until  we  forget  admiration  in  the  glow  of  spontaneous  attach- 
ment. They  seem  like  abodes  of  the  Beautiful,  whicli  the 
soul  in  its  wanderings  long  ago  visited,  and  now  recognises 
and  loves  as  the  home  of  a  forgotten  dream.  It  was  thus  I 
felt  by  the  fountaina  of  Vaucluae ;  sadly  and  with  weary 
steps  I  turned  away,  leaving  its  loneliness  unbroken  as 
before. 

We  returned  over  the  plain  in  the  wind,  under  the  gloomy 
sky,  passed  L'Isle  at  dusk,  and  after  walking  an  liour  with 
a  rain  following  close  behind  us,  stopped  at  an  auberge  iii  Le 
Thor,  where  wo  rested  our  tired  frames  and  broko  our  long 
day's  fasting.  Wo  were  greeted  ia  the  morning  with  a  dis- 
mal rain  and  wet  roads,  as  wo  began  the  march.  After  a 
time,  however,  it  poured  down  in  such  torrents,  that  we.  were 
obbged  to  take  shcker  in  a  renti^  side,  where  a 


Son^  woman  ivim  mMresseJ  us  in  lli.i  (u/LiilL-llisiUo  Troven- 
tol,  kin'lled  up  a  blazing  lire  to  diy  na.  On  climbing  a.  long 
Iiill,  when  the  storm  had  abated,  we  experienced  a  delight- 
ful sarprise.  Bolow  us  lay  tho  broad  valley  of  the  Rboue, 
its  meadows  looking  fresh  and  sjiring-like  after  the  rain.  Tlia 
clouds  were  breaking  away  ;  clear  blue  sky  was  visible  over 
Avignfn,  and  a  belt  of  sunlight  Iny  warmly  along  the  moun- 
tains of  Languedoc.  Many  villages,  with  their  tall,  picttir- 
eBt|ue  towers,  dotted  the  landscape,  and  the  groves  of  green 
olivo  enlivened  the  baiTenness  of  winter.  Two  or  three 
hours'  walk  over  the  plain,  by  a  road  fringed  with  willows, 
brought  us  to  the  gates  of  Avignon, 

We  walked  around  its  picturesqne  turreted  wall,  and 
rambled  through  its  narrow  streets,  washed  here  and  there 
by  streams  which  turn  the  old  mill-wheels  lazily  around. 
We  climbed  to  the  massive  palace,  which  overlooks  the  citjr 
from  its  craggy  seat,  atCesting  the  splendor  it  enjoyed,  when 
for  thirty  years  the  Papal  Court  was  held  there,  and  tha 
gray,  weather-beaten,  irregular  building,  resembling  a  pile 
of  precipitous  roeke,  echoed  with  the  reveU  of  licentious  pre- 
lates. We  could  not  enter  to  learn  the  terrible  secrets  of 
the  Infjuisition,  here  unveiled,  but  we  looked  np  at  tho  tow- 
er, from  which  the  captive  Rienzi  was  liberated  at  the  inter- 
cession of  Petrarch. 

After  leaving  Avignon,  we  took  the  road  up  the  Rhone 
for  Lyons,  turning  our  backs  npon  the  rainy  Soiith.  We 
reached  the  village  of  Sorgnes  by  dusk,  and  accepted  the 
invitation  of  an  old  dame  to  lodge  at  her  inw,  which  proved 
to  be  a  bUcksraitli's  shop  !  It  was  nevertheless  clean  and 
comfortable,  and  we  snt  down  in  one  cr-,rnpr,  out  of  the  reneh 
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of  the  sliowers  of  spavka,  wLich  fiew  liissing  from  a  rcd-lint 
horBO-ahoe,  which  the  smith  and  his  apprentice  were  hammer- 
ing. A  Piedmontese  pedlar,  -who  carried  the  "  Song  of  the 
Holy  St,  Philom.'me"  to  sell  among  the  peasants,  came  in 
directly,  and  bargained  for  a  sleep  on  some  hay,  for  two  sons. 
For  a  bed  in  the  lofl  over  the  ^hop,  we  were  charged  five 
sous  each,  which,  with  seven  bdub  for  supper,  made  our  ex- 
penses for  the  night  about  eleven  cents  !  Our  circumstajiceB 
demanded  the  greatest  economy,  and  wo  began  to  fear 
whether  even  this  spare  allowance  wonld  otiablG  ua  to  reach 
Lyons.  Owing  to  a  day's  delay  in  MaiaeOIea,  we  had  left 
that  city  with  hut  fifteen  francs  each  ;  the  incessant  storms 
of  winter  and  the  worn-out  state  of  our  shoes,  which  were 
no  longer  proof  against  water  or  mud,  prolonged  our  jour- 
ney considerably,  so  that  by  starting  before  dawn  and  walk- 
ing until  dark,  we  were  only  able  to  make  thirty  miles  a 
day.  We  could  always  procure  beds  for  five  sous,  and  as 
in  the  country  inns  one  is  only  charged  for  what  lie  chooses 
to  order,  our  frugal  suppers  cost  us  bat  little.  We  purchas- 
ed bread  and  cheese  iii  the  villages,  and  made  our  breakfasts 
and  dinners  on  a  bank  by  the  roadside,  or  climbed  the  rocks 
and  sat  down  by  the  source  of  some  trickling  rill.  This 
simple  fare  bad  an  excellent  relish,  and  although  we  walked 
in  wet  clothes  from  morning  tiU  night,  often  lying  down  on 
the  damp,  cold  earth  to  rest,  onr  health  was  never  affected. 
It  is  worth  all  tlie  toO  and  privation  wc  have  as  yet  under- 
gone, to  gain,  from  actual  experience,  the  blessed  knowledge 
that  man  always  retains  a  kindness  and  brotherly  83'mpathy 
towards  his  follow — that  under  all  the  weight  of  vice  and 
misery  which  a  grinding  oppressinn  of  soul  and  body  brings 
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on  the  lahnrcrs  of  tnith.  tlicre  slUI  remtiin  DiAny  bHgbt 
tokens  of  H  better  nitture.  Among  the  starving  mouiitaineflra 
of  the  Hailz — tlie  degraded  ppnsnntry  of  BoIiemiB — the 
savflgo  mnfarfinj  of  Central  Itsily,  or  tlio  JwellerB  on  the  bills 
of  Provence  and  beside  the  swift  Bhone,  we  almost  invana- 
Itly  found  kind,  honest  lienrts,  and  an  aspirfttion  for  home- 
tliing  better,  betokening  the  consciousness  tliot  such  brnte- 
Uke,  obedient  existence  was  not  their  proper  destiny.  We 
found  few  so  hardened  as  to  bo  insensihlo  to  a  kind  look  or  a 
friendly  word,  and  nothing  made  us  forget  we  were  among 
strangers  so  much  as  the  many  tokens  of  sympathy  which 
met  us  when  least  looked  for.  A  young  Englisbinan,  who 
had  travelled  on  foot  from  Geneva  to  Rome,  enduring  many 
privations  on  account  of  his  reduced  ciremn stances,  said  to 
me,  whUe  speaking  on  this  subject ;  "A  single  word  of  kind- 
ness Irom  a  stranger  would  make  my  heart  warm,  and  my 
spirits  cheerful,  for  days  afterwards."  There  is  not  so  much 
evil  iu  man  as  men  would  have  us  believe  ;  and  it  is  a  happy 
comfort  to  know  and  feel  this. 

Leaving  our  little  ina  before  day -break  the  nest  morning, 
we  crossed  the  Sorgues,  grown  muddy  since  its  infancy  at 
Vaucluse.  The  toad  passed  over  broad,  barren  ranges  of 
hilb,  and  the  landscape  was  destitute  of  all  interest,  until  we 
apprimehed  Orange.  This  city  is  built  at  the  font  of  a  rocky 
height,  a  great  square  projection  of  which  seemed  to  stand  in 
its  midst.  As  we  approached  nearer,  however,  arches  and 
lines  of  cornice  could  be  discerned,  and  we  recognised  it  as 
the  celebrated  amphitheatre,  one  of  the  grandest  Roman 
relics  in  the  south  of  France. 

I  stood  at  the  foot  of  this  great  fabiie,  and  gazerl  up  at  it 
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in  astonishment.  Tlia  exterior  wull,  three  hundred  and 
thirty-four  feet  in  length,  and  rising  to  the  height  of  one 
hundred  and  twenty-one  feet,  ie  still  in  excellent  preserva- 
tion, and  through  its  rows  of  solid  arches  one  looks  on  the 
broken  ranges  of  seats  within.  Passing  through  the  city,  wo 
came  to  the  beautiful  Homan  triumphal  arcli,  which  to  my  eye 
is  a  finer  structure  than  that  of  Constantlne  at  Home.  It  ie 
built  of  a  rich  yellow  marble,  and  highly  ornamented  witb 
sculptured  trophies.  From  the  barbaric  shields  aud  the  letters 
Mar[0,  still  remaining,  it  has  been  supposed  to  commemorate 
the  victory  of  Marius  over  the  barbarians,  near  Aix. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  the  road  was  monotonous,  though 
varied  somewhat  by  the  tall  crags  of  Murnas  and  Mont- 
dragon,  towering  over  (be  villages  of  the  same  name.  Night 
came  on  as  the  rock  of  Pierrelatte,  at  whose  foot  we  were  to 
sleep,  appeared  in  the  distance,  rising  like  a  Gibraltar  from 
e  only  reached  it  in  time  to  escape  the  rain 
I  the  valley  of  the  Rhone.  Next  day  we 
passed  several  companies  of  soldiers  on  their  way  to  Africa. 
Kear  Montelimart,  we  lost  sight  of  Mont  Ventoux,  whose 
gleaming  white  crest  had  been  visible  all  the  way  from  Vau- 
cluse,  and  passed  along  the  base  of  a  range  of  hills  running 
near  to  the  river.  So  went  our  inarch,  without  particular 
incident,  until  we  hii'ouacked  for  the  night  amooga  company 
of  soldiers  ia  Uje  little  village  of  Loriol.  They  were  stoady, 
merry  fellows,  and  we  fraternized  thoroughly.  "We  were  all 
tired  witb  the  day's  journey,  and  the  loft,  which  was  our 
common  sleep  in  g-room,  was  quiet  ciiougli  in  five  minutes 
after  we  went  to  bed. 

Leaving  at  six  o'clock,  wakened  by  the  trumpets  which 
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called  up  tlic  buldleiH  lu  iliuir  dnv's  inartli,  wc  readied  the 
river  Drome  at.  dawn,  and  from  the  bridge  ovur  its  rapid 
current,  gazL-d  at  the  dim.  aeli-culored  masseB  of  the  Alps  of 
Uaupliini',  piled  alung  the  sfey,  far  up  the  valley.  Tlia 
coming  of  mom  threw  B  yellow  glow  along  their  snowy  sid&s. 
And  lighted  up,  licre  and  there,  a  flashing  glacitr.  Tha 
peasantry  were  already  up  and  at  work,  and  caravans  of 
pack-wagons  rumbled  along  in  the  morning  twilight.  We 
trudged  on  with  them,  and  by  breakfast-time  had  made 
some  distance  of  the  way  to  Valence.  The  road,  which  does 
not  Dpproaclt  the  Rhone,  is  devoid  of  interest  and  tiresome, 
though  under  a  summer  sky,  when  the  bnve  vine-hills  are 
latticed  over  ivitU  green,  and  the  fruit-trees  covered  with 
LloHsoms  and  foliage,  it  may  be  a  scene  of  great  beauty. 

Valence,  which  wo  reached  towards  noon,  is  a  common- 
place city  on  the  Rhone  ;  and  my  only  reasons  for  traversing 
its  dirty  streets  in  preference  to  taking  tlie  road,  which  passes 
without  the  walls,  were — to  get  something  for  dinner,  and 
because  it  might  have  been  the  birth-place  of  Aymor  da 
Valence,  the  valorous  Crusader,  chronicled  in  "  Ivanhoe," 
whose  tomb  I  had  seen  in  Westminster  Abbey.  One  of  the 
otreeta,  which  was  marked  "  Hue  Bayard,"  shows  that  my 
valiant  namesake — the  knight  without  fear  and  reproach — is 
still  remembered  in  his  native  province.  The  ruins  of  liis 
ohateas  are  still  standing  among  the  Alps  near  Grenoble. 

In  the  afternoon  we  crossed  the  Is^ro,  a  swift,  muddy 
river,  which  rises  among  the  Alps  of  Dauphin^.  Wo  saw 
their  icy  range,  among  iviiicb  is  the  desert  solitude  of  tha 
Grand  Chartreuse,  far  up  the  valley;  but  the  thick  atmo- 
sphere bll  the  mighty  Mont  Blanc,  whose  cloudy  outline, 
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eighty  miles  distant  in  a  bee  line,  is  Tisihle  in  fair  weather. 
At  Tain,  we  came  upon  the  Rhone  again,  and  'talked  along 
the  base  of  the  hills  which  contract  its  current.  Here,  I 
ghonld  call  it  beautiful.  The  scenery  has  a  wildnesB  thnt 
i!]ipri)aehcs  to  that  of  the  Ithine.  Winding  around  tlie 
cur\'ing  hills,  the  scene  is  constantly  varied,  and  the  little 
willoweJ  islets  clasped  in  the  embrace  of  the  stream,  mingle 
a  trait  of  softened  beauty  with  its  sterner  character. 

After  passing  the  night  at  a  village  on  its  banks,  we  left  it 
again  at  St.  Vallier,  the  nest  morning.  At  sunset,  the  spires 
of  Vienne  were  visible,  and  tho  lofty  Mont  Tilas,  the  snows 
of  whose  riven  summits  feed  the  springs  of  the  Loire  on  its 
western  side,  stretched  majestically  along  the  opposite  bank 
of  the  Ithone.  Vienne,  which  ia  mentioned  by  several  of 
the  Roman  historians  nnder  its  present  name,  was  the  capital 
of  the  Allobrogcs,  and  I  looked  upon  it  with  a  new  and 
strange  interest,  on  calling  to  mind  my  school-boy  days, 
when  I  had  become  familiar  with  that  warlike  race,  in  toil- 
ing  over  the  pages  of  Cccsar.  We  walked  in  the  innd  and 
darkness  for  what  seemed  a  great  distance,  and  finally  took 
shelter  ia  a  little  inn  at  tho  northern  end  of  the  city.  Two 
Belgian  soldiers,  coming  from  Africa,  were  already  tjuartered 
there,  and  wo  listened  to  their  tales  of  the  Arab  and  the 
Desert,  while  supper  was  preparing. 

The  morning  of  the  25th  was  dull  and  rainy ;  the  road, 
very  muddy  and  unpleasant,  led  over  the  hills,  avoiding  the 
westward  curve  of  the  Rhone,  directly  towards  Lyons.  About 
noon,  we  came  iu  sight  of  the  broad  valley  in  which  the 
Rhone  first  clasps  liis  Eurgundian  bride,  the  Saone,  and  a 
cloud  of  impenetrable  coal-smoke  showed  iia  the  location  of 
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Lyons.  A  nearer  approncli  revonled  a  Ini'gc  flat  dome,  and 
somo  ranges  oF~  tall  Imildings  near  the  river.  Wq  soon  en- 
tared  the  saburb  of  I,a  Guillotierc,  which  has  sprung  up  on 
the  eastern  bank  of  the  Rhone.  Notwitlistandiug  our  clothes 
were  like  sponges,  our  boots  entirely  worn  out,  and  out 
bodies  somowhat  thin  witli  nine  days'  esposure  to  the  wintry 
Btorms  in  waliiing  two  hundred  and  forty  miles,  we  entered 
Lyons  ^vith  suspense  and  anxiety-  But  one  iVanc  apiece 
remained  out  of  the  fifteen  with  which  we  left  Marseilles. 

B wrote  home  some  time  ago,  directing  a  remittance  to 

be  forwarded  to  a  merchant  at  Paris,  lo  whom  he  had  a 
letter  of  introduction,  and  in  the  Lope  thnt  this  had  arrived, 
he  determined  to  enclose  the  letter  in  a  note,  stating  our 
circumstances,  and  requesting  the  merchant  to  forward  a 
part  of  the  remittance  to  Lyons.  We  had  then  to  wait  at 
least  four  days;  people  are  Buspicions  and  mistrustful  in 
cities,  and  if  no  relief  shonld  come,  what  was  to  bo  done  J 

After  wading  through  the  mud  of  the  suburbs,  we  chose 
a  common-looking  inn  near  the  liver.  as  the  comfort  of  oar 
stay  depended  wholly  on  the  kindness  of  our  hosts,  and  our 
experiences  had  taught  us  that  there  is  most  genuine  kind- 
ness among  the  poorer  classes.  We  engaged  lodgings  for 
four  or  fiyo  days  ;  after  dinner  the  letter  was  dispatched,  and 
we  wandered  about  through  the  dark,  dirty  city  until  night. 
Our  landlord.  Monsieur  Ferrand,  was  a  rough,  Ttgorous 
man,  with  a  gloomy,  discontented  eipression ;  his  words 
were  few  and  blunt ;  but  a  certain  restlessness  of  manner, 
and  a  secret  flashing  of  his  cold,  forbidding  eye,  betrayed  to 
me  somo  strong  hidden  excitement,  Madame  Ferrand  was 
kind  and  talkative,  though  passionate;  but  the  appearance 


of  tlie  plftce  gave  me  an  unfavorablo  impreBsioti,  wliicii  waa 
beigbtened  hy  tbo  tbouglit  that  it  waa  now  impossiljle  to 
cbange  our  lodgings  until  relief  sbould  arrive.  Wiien  bed- 
time came,  &  ladder  was  placed  agaiust  a  sort  of  bigii  plat- 
form along  one  side  of  tbe  kitchen  ;  we  moiinted  and  found 
a  bed,  concealed  from  the  view  uf  tboso  below  by  a  dnaty 
muslin  curtain.  We  lay  there,  between  heaven  and  earth — 
tbe  dirty  earth  of  tbe  brick  floor  and  tbe  sooty  heaven  of 
the  ceiling — listening  until  midnight  to  tbe  boisterous  songs, 
and  lond,  angry  disputes  in  the  room  adjoining.  Thus  ended 
our  first  day  in  Lyons. 

Five  weary  days,  each  of  them  containing  a  montli  of 
torturing  saspenae,  succeeded.  A  man  who  baa  no  money 
in  bis  pocket  soon  begins  to  suapect  that  be  ia  a  vagabond, 
and  fears  that  be  shall  be  found  out.  I  believe  Konsienr  Fer- 
rand  mistrusted  ua  from  tbe  beginning.  One  night,  when 
be  tbongbt  tis  asleep,  be  carefully  felt  our  knapsacks,  which 
Madame  Ferrand  kept  at  the  bead  of  her  bed,  just  under 
our  platform.  I  bad  a  small  pocket  telescope,  which  lie  at 
first  took  for  a  roll  of  five-franc  pieces,  bnt  after  much  feel- 
ing decided  that  it  was  something  else.  I  lay  awake  nearly 
all  night,  trying  to  devise  some  plan  of  relief,  in  case  no 
money  sbould  come,  but  could  think  of  nothing  that  was  at 
all  practicable.  In  order  to  account  for  our  stay,  we  pre- 
tended to  have  business  ia  tbe  city,  so  we  wandered  all  day 
long  through  tbe  misty,  muddy,  smoky  streets,  taking  refuge 
in  tbe  covered  bazaars  when  it  rained  heavily.  We  walked 
so  incessantly  up  and  down  the  same  streets,  that  tbe  market- 
women  knew  us,  and  made  their  doily  comments  when  we 
appeared.     Tbe  policemon  knew  us,  too,  and  some  of  them 
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(so  wo  tlioiighl)  wntdioil  «s,  I  soon  bccnme  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  every  part  of  Lyons,  from  Presgv'  ule  Pe-'- 
rarlie  to  Croix  Rouuc.  I  knew  the  contents  of  every  shop 
in  the  Bneaar,  and  the  passage  of  the  Hotel  Dieu — the  title 
of  eveiy  volume  in  the  bookstoreB  in  the  Place  Belcour — 
and  the  countenance  of  every  boot-black  and  apple  woman 
on  the  Qaais  on  both  sides  of  tbo  river. 

It  roiDed  every  day,  and  the  sun  was  not  once  visible. 
The  gloom  of  everything  around  us,  entirely  smothered 
that  lightness  of  heart  which  made  us  laugb  over  our  em- 
barrassments at  Vienna.  When  at  evening,  the  dull,  leaden 
hne  of  the  clouds  seemed  to  make  t!ie  air  dark  and  cold 
and  heavy,  we  walked  beside  the  swollen  and  turbid  Rhone, 
under  an  avenue  of  leafless  trees,  the  damp  soil  chilling  onr 
feet  and  striking  a  numbness  through  our  frames,  and  then 
I  knew  wliat  tiiose  must  feel  who  have  no  hope  in  their  des- 
titution, and  not  a  friend  in  all  the  great  world,  who  is  not 
aa  wretched  as  themselves.  One  night,  as  wo  were  pacing 
dismally  along  the  Ehone,  a  man  who  was  walking  before 
us,  kept  saying  to  iiimself ;  "  /e  cachot  !  le  ca(^hot  /"  (the  dun- 
geon.) "  Tes,"  said  I,  involuntarily,  "  we  shall  have  either 
the  cash  0  !  or  the  cacitot,  before  long."  The  man  tamed 
around,  shrugged  bis  shoulders,  gave  a  curious  spring  into 
the  air.  snapped  his  fingers  two  or  three  times,  and  then  ran 
off,  still  exclaiming :  "  h  caehot  !  U  caclwt .'" 

On  the  morning  of  the  sisth  day  I  said  to  B ,  '■  this 

morning  will  terminate  onr  suflpense."  I  felt  cheerfii!  in 
spite  of  myEelf ;  and  this  was  like  a  presentiment  of  coming 
good-hick.  To  pass  the  time  until  nine  o'clock,  when  the 
Post  Office  was  opened.  I  dimbcd  to  the  chapel  of  Fonrviera, 
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on  the  n-CBtern  bunk  of  the  Haijnc.  But  at  the  precipe  min- 
ute I  was  at  the  office,  where  B was  alreatly  in  waiting. 

What  an  intensity  of  suspense  was  crowded  into  those  few 
seconds,  while  the  clerk  was  looking  over  the  letters  !  "What 
an  electric  shock  of  joy,  when  it  came  at  last !  Hut  the 
postage  was  foiirtceu  sous,  and  wo  iiad  not  a  centime.  The 
clerk  put  the  letter  back  again.  Hope  was  more  suggestive 
than  anxiety,  atul  I  inslantiy  hit  upon  a  plan  for  getting  it. 
"  You  know  that  I  went  out  first  this  morning,"  I  said  to  my 
friend,  "  and  Madame  I'eiTand  knows  it  too.  Go  back  and 
ask  if  I  have  returned.  Of  course,  she  will  say  '  no.' 
Then  tell  her  that  I  carry  our  common  stock  of  money,  (!) 
that  you  don't  know  where  I  have  gone,  that  there  ia 
a  letter  in  the  office  for  you,  and  you  can't  get  it.  Ask 
her  to  lend  you  a  fr.anc  until  you  find  me,  when  I  will 
repay  it." 

This  was  a  desperate  experiment,  fur  there  might  be  no 
money  in  the  letter  after  wo  got  it,  in  which  case  we  should 
only  have  added  to  our  difficulties.     I  paced  up  and  down 

the  square,  until  B returned  with  the  franc,  my  plan 

having  succeeded.  It  rei^uired  a  deal  of  courage  to  break 
the  seal,  but  then,  thank  God  j  our  suspense  was  over. 
The  remittance  from  home  had  reached  the  merchant  only 

the  day  before  he  received  B 's  letter,  and  ho  enclosed 

an  order  for  part  of  the  money  on  his  corrcBpondent  in 
Lyons.  This  providential  relief  gave  rise  to  an  overpower- 
ing revulsion  of  feeling.  For  my  part,  my  nerves  were 
strung  to  such  a  pitch  that — not  knowing  what  else  to  do, — 
I  walked  up  to  the  statue  of  Louis  XIV.  in  the  middle  of 
the  square,  seized  with  both  hands  the  heavy  iron  railing 
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wliich  surrounds  it,  and  pulled  until  I  expected  to  see  the 
rails  give  way. 

After  getting  the  money,  the  first  thing  we  did  (so  weak  is 
human  njiture  I)  was  to  step  into  a  pastry-cook's  and  pur- 
chase two  delicate  cheese-cakes,  which  we  had  heen  examin- 
ing with  hungry  eyes,  for  five  days.  The  market-women  in 
the  square,  who  knew  us  too  well,  saw  this  unusual  action, 
and  shouted  with  laughter.  But  nothing  disturbed  us,  for 
all  mankind  was  changed  in  our  eyes.  The  policemen 
looked  at  us  with  calm  confidence  ;  the  cold  and  suspicious 
faces  of  the  crowd  had  suddenly  become  kind  and  cheerful. 
Our  own  faces,  too,  must  have  shown  a  change,  for  when 
we  returned  to  the  inn  Madame  Ferrand  met  us  with  a 
friendly  smile,  and  prepared  us  a  much  better  dinner  than 
we  had  had  before.  In  the  afternoon  we  purchased  new 
shoes  at  a  small  shop  in  the  suburbs.  I  gave  the  cobbler 
my  old  pair,  which  he  instantly  flung  into  the  street,  with 
the  exclamation :  "  I!s  ne  valent  pas  un  sotcs,  Monsieur  /" 


CHAPTER    XLI. 

THE     JOURNEY    TO    PARIS. 

The  Pleasdro  of  Eest— Leaving  Lyons— Voyage  up  the  Badno— An  Inundation — The 
Strolling  Musicians  and  thoir  Child— "Walking  in  Bnrgundy — The  Upland  Region. 
— A  Drenching  Storm — Slow  Eide  to  Auxerre — Miseries  of  a  Country  D  ligcnco — 
The  Bloody  Seine— Arrival  at  Paris— Getting  a  Draft  Paid— Seeing  Paris  perforce- 
Letters  firom  Home. 

Pabis,  Febntary  6.  1846. 
Every  letter  of  the  date  is  traced  with  an  emotion  of  joy, 
for  our  dreary  journey  is  at  an  end.  There  was  a  magic  in 
the  name  that  revived  us  during  anxious  days,  and  now  the 
thought  that  it  is  all  over — that  these  walls  which  inclose 
us,  stand  in  the  heart  of  the  gay  city — seems  almost  too 
joyful  to  he  true.  Yesterday  I  marked  with  the  whitest 
chalk,  for  I  got  out  of  the  cramped  diligence  at  the  Barriere 
de  Charenton,  and  saw  hefore  me  in  the  morning  twilight, 
the  immense  grey  mass  of  Paris.  I  forgot  my  numbed  and 
stiflFened  frame,  and  every  other  of  the  thousand  disagreea- 
ble feelings  of  diligence  travelling,  in  the  pleasure  which 
that  sight  afforded. 
We  arose  in.  ik  dieu  to 


morose  llonsiuuv  I'crrand,  traversed  the  silent  city,  ami  round 
onr  way  m  the  mist  and  gloom  to  the  Btcamboat  landing  on 
tile  SaOne.  The  wateri  were  swollen  mach  above  their 
nsnal  level,  wliicli  waa  favorable  for  the  boat,  as  long  as 
there  was  room  enough  left  to  pass  under  tho  bi'idgcs. 
After  a  great  deal  of  buatle  wo  got  under  way,  and  were 
dashing  out  of  Lyons,  against  the  swift  current,  before  day- 
break- We  passed  L'hle  Barbe,  once  a  favorite  rcsidenca 
of  Charlemagne,  and  now  the  haunt  of  the  Lyonnaise  oa 
Bnmmer  holidays,  and  going  under  the  suspension  bridges 
with  levelled  smoke-stacks,  entered  the  picturesque  IuUb 
above,  which  are  covered  with  vineyards  nearly  to  the  top ; 
the  villages  scattered  over  them  have  those  square,  pomted 
towers,  which  give  such  a  quaintuesa  to  French  country 
scenery. 

The  stream  being  very  high,  the  meadows  on  both  sides 
were  deeply  overflowed.  To  avoid  the  strong  current  in  the 
centre,  our  boat  ran  along  the  banks,  pushing  aside  the 
alder  thickets  and  poplar  shoots.  A  little  after  noon,  we 
passed  the  large  town  of  Macon,  the  birth-place  of  the  poet 
Lamartine.  The  valley  of  the  Saone,  no  longer  inclosed 
the  hills,  spread  out  to  several  miles  in  width.  Along 
B  west  lay  in  sunshine  the  vine-mountains  of  CSto  d'Or; 
mong  the  dark  clouds  ia  the  eastern  sky,  we  could  barely 
distinguish  the  outline  of  the  Jura.  The  waters  were  so 
much  swollen  as  to  cover  the  plain  for  two  or  throe  miles.  We 
seemed  to  be  sailing  over  a  lake,  with  rows  of  trees  spring- 
ing up  out  of  the  water,  and  houses  and  villages  lying  like 
islands  on  its  surface.  A  sunset  that  promised  better  wcathep 
tinged  the  broad  brown  flood,  as  Chalons  came  in  sight.   W« 


squeezed  througli  the  crowd  of  ptirters  and  cliiigenec  nieu, 
declining  tlieir  kiud  offers,  and  hunted  i^uarters  to  suit 
ourselves. 

We  left  Ohalons  on  the  morning  of  tLe  1st,  in  higli  spirits 
at  the  thought  that  there  were  but  little  more  than  twolmn- 
dred  miles  between  us  and  Paris.  In  walking  over  the  cold, 
muddy  plain,  we  passed  a.  family  of  strolling  musiciaus,  who 
wei'o  sitting  on  a,  heap  of  stones  by  the  roadside.  An  ill- 
dvessod,  ill-natured  man  and  woman,  each  carrying  a  violin, 
and  a  thin,  Bf[ualid  girl,  with  a  tamhoarine,  composed  the 
group.  Their  faces  bore  that  unfeeling  stamp,  whieh  springs 
from  depravity  and  degradation.  When  we  had  walked 
somewhat  more  than  a  mile,  we  overtook  a  little  girl,  who 
was  crying  bitterly.  By  her  features,  from  which  the  fresh 
beauty  of  childhood  had  not  been  worn,  and  the  steel  triangle 
which  was  tied  to  her  belt,  we  knew  that  she  belonged  to 
the  family  we  had  passed.  Her  dress  was  thin  and  ragged, 
and  a  pair  of  wooden  shoes  but  ill  protected  her  feet  from 
the  sharp  cold.  I  stopped  and  asked  her  why  she  cried,  but 
she  did  not  at  first  answer.  However,  by  questioning,  I 
found  bet  unfeehng  parents  had  sent  her  on  without  food ; 
sho  was  sobbing  with  hunger  and  cold.  Our  pockets  wore 
full  of  bread  and  cheese  which  we  bad  bought  for  breakfast, 
and  we  gave  ber  half  a  loaf,  wliich  stopped  her  tears  at 
once.  She  looked  up  and  thanked  us,  smiling;  and  sitting 
down  on  a  bank,  began  to  eat  as  if  half  famished. 

The  physiognomy  of  this  region  is  very  singular.  Tlie 
country  seems  to  have  originally  been  a  vast  elevated  plain, 
in  which  some  great  power  has  scotrpti  out,  as  with  a  band, 
deep  circular  valleys  all  over  its  surface.      In  winding  along 
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the  liigli  riJgca.  wc  uften  luokcil  down,  on  cit 
snch  LoUowB,  Boverd  miles  in  diamoter,  ami  t 
tiroly  covcroJ  with  viiieyarils.  At  La.  Roclicpot,  a  quiunt, 
antique  village,  lying  in  the  bottom  of  one  of  tlicse  dells,  we 
saw  tlio  finest  rnin  of  tlio  midUle  ages  tliat  I  have  mot  with 
in  Fiwice.  AVo  paBseil  the  rigLt  aX  Ivry  (not  tlio  Ivry  wliich 
gained  Henri  Quntro  Ida  klugilom),  and  tben  continued  our 
mnrch  over  roads  wbicli  I  can  only  compare  to  our  comitry 
roads  in  America  during  the  spring  tliaw.  In  addition  to 
this,  the  rain  eorameticed  early  in  the  morning  and  continned 
nil  day,  so  thnt  we  were  completely  wet  the  whole  time. 
The  plains,  too  high  and  cold  to  produce  wine,  were  varied 
by  foroBts  of  beech  and  oak,  and  the  population  was  thinly 
Bcattered  over  them  in  small  villages.  Travellers  generally 
complain  very  much  of  the  monotomy  of  tliis  part  of 
FrancCi  and,  with  such  dreary  weather,  we  could  not  dis- 
agree with  them. 

As  the  day  wore  on,  the  rain  increased,  and  the  sky  put 
on  that  dull,  gray  cast,  which  denotes  a  lengthened  Btorm. 
Wa  were  fain  to  stop  at  nightfall,  but  there  was  no  inn  near 
at  hand — not  even  a  hovel  of  a  cabaret  in  wbicli  to  shelter 
ourselves,  and,  on  inquiring  of  the  wagoners,  we  received 
the  comfortable  assurance  that  there  was  yet  a  league  and  a 
half  to  the  nearest  stopping  plnce.  On,  then,  we  went,  with  the 
pitiless  Btoi-m  heating  in  our  faces  and  on  our  breasts,  until 
there  was  not  a  dry  spot  left,  except  what  our  knapsacks 
eovered.  "We  could  not  Lave  been  more  completely  satu- 
rated if  we  had  been  dipped  in  the  Tonne.  At  length, 
after  two  hours  of  slipping  and  sliding  along  in  the  rtioil 
and  wet   and   darknetis,  we  reached    Saulieu,  and  by  the 
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■,  tliaukeil  ( 


r  stars  tliat  tlie  day's  dismal  tramp 


By  good  or  bad  luck  (I  Imvo  not  decided  wMcli)  a  vehicle 
was  to  start  tlie  next  morning  for  Auxerre,  distant  siify 
miles,  and  t!ie  fare  being  but  five  francs,  wo  tliougfit  it  wisest 
to  take  places.  It  was  always  with  reluctance  tbut  we  de- 
parted from  our  usual  mode  of  travelling,  but,  in  the  present 
instance,  tlic  circumstances  absolutely  compelled  it. 

Next  momiiig,  at  sunrise,  we  took  owr  seats  in  a  large 
square  vebicle  on  two  wbeels,  calculated  for  sis  persona  and 
a  driver,  with  a  siuj^le  borso.  But,  as  be  was  fat  and  round 
as  an  elephant,  and  started  oH  at  a  brisk  pace,  and  we  were 
well  protected  from  the  rain,  it  was  not  so  bad  after  all, 
barring  the  jolts  and  jarrod  vertebrffi.  We  drove  on,  over 
the  same  dreary  expanse  of  pliun  and  forest,  passing  tbrougb 
two  or  three  towns  in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  by  evening 
had  made  somewhat  more  than  half  our  journey.  Owing  to 
the  slowness  of  our  fresh  horse,  we  were  jolted  about  the 
whole  night,  and  did  not  arrive  at  Auxerre  until  six  o'clock 
in  tbo  morning.  After  waiting  an  hour  in  a  hotel  beside  the 
rushing  Yonne,  a  himberiug  diligence  was  got  ready,  and  we 
were  offered  places  to  Paris  for  seven  francs.  As  the  dis- 
tance is  one  ■hundred  and  ten  milea,  this  would  be  considered 
cheap  fare,  but  I  should  not  want  to  travel  it  again  and  be 
paid  for  domg  so.  Twelve  persons  were  packed  into  a  box 
not  large  enough  for  a  cow.  and  no  joiner  ever  dove-tailed 
his  comers  tighter  than  did  we  our  knees  and  nether  extre- 
mities, It  is  my  lot  to  be  blessed  with  abundance  of  stature, 
and  none  but  tall  persons  can  appreciat«  the  misery  of  sitting 
for  hours  with  their  joints  in  an  immovable  vice.    Tiic  close- 
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ness  of  tlio  ntmoajilierts — for  tlio  passeagera  woulJ  not  permit 
the  windows  to  bo  opened  for  fear  of  inking  cold — combined 
with  loss  of  sleep,  made  me  bo  drowsy  that  mj  head  was 
continually  falling  on  inj  next  neighbor,  who,  being  a  lieayy 
country  Indy,  thrust  it  indignantly  away.  I  would  then  try 
iny  best  to  keep  it  up  awhile,  but  it  would  droop  gradually, 
until  the  crush  of  a.  bonnet  or  a  smart  bump  agamitt  soma 
other  head  would  recall  me,  for  a  moment,  to  cousciousness. 

Wo  passed  Joigny,  on  the  Yonne,  Sens,  with  its  glorious 
old  cathedral,  and  at  dusk  reached  Montereau,  on  the  Seine. 
This  wna  the  scene  of  one  of  Napoleon's  beat  victories,  on 
his  return  from  Elba.  In  driving  over  the  bridge,  I  looked 
down  on  the  swift  and  swollen  current,  and  hoped  that  its 
hue  might  never  be  darkened  again  so  fearfully  as  the  last 
sixty  years  haro  witnessed.  No  river  in  Europe  has  such 
an  association  connected  with  it.  ATe  think  of  the  Danube, 
for  its  majesty,  of  the  Rhine,  for  its  wild  beauty,  but  of  the 
Seine — for  its  blood  !  All  that  night  did  we  endure  squeez- 
ing and  suffocation,  and  no  morn  was  ever  more  welcome 
than  that  which  revealed  to  us  Paris.  "With  matted  hair, 
wild,  glaring  eyes,  and  dusty  and  disordered  clothes,  we  en- 
tered the  gay  capital,  and  blessed  every  stone  upon  which 
we  placed  our  feet,  iu  the  fidnesa  of  onr  joy. 

In  paying  our  fare  at  Auxerre,  I  was  obliged  to  use  a  draft 
on  the  banker,  Eougemont  de  LOwenberg.  The  ignorant 
conductor  hesitated  to  change  this,  hut  permitted  us  to  go, 
on  condition  of  keeping  it  untd  wo  should  arrive.  There- 
fore, on  getting  out  of  the  diligence,  after  forty-eight  hours 
of  sleepless  and  fasting  misery,  the  factear  of  the  ofGce  went 
with  mo  to  get  it  paid,  leaving  B to  wait  for  ns.    I  knew 
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nothing  of  Paris,  and  this  merciless  man  kept  me  for  three 
hours  at  his  heels,  following  him  on  all  his  errands,  before 
he  did  mine,  in  that  time  traversing  the  whole  length  of  the 
city,  in  order  to  leave  a  haunch  of  venison  at  an  aristocratic 
residence  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain.  Yet  even  combined 
weariness  and  hunger  could  not  prevent  me  from  looking 
with  vivid  interest  down  a  long  avenue,  at  the  Column  of 
the  Place  Vendome,  in  passing,  and  gazing  up  in  wonder  at 
the  splendid  portico  of  the  Madeleine.  But  of  anything  else 
I  have  a  very  faint  remembrance.  "  You  have  an  appetite 
for  breakfast,  now,  I  should  think ;"  said  he,  when  he  re- 
turned, "  we  have  walked  more  than  four  leagues  !" 

About  noon  we  sat  down  quietly  to  a  most  complete  break- 
fast. Our  first  walk  was  to  a  bath,  and  then,  with  com- 
plexions several  shades  lighter,  and  limbs  that  felt  as  if  lifted 
by  invisible  wings,  we  hurried  away  to  the  Post  Office.  I 
seized  the  welcome  missives  from  my  far  home,  with  a  beat- 
ing heart,  and  hastening  back,  read  until  the  words  became 
indistinct  in  the  twilight. 
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Our  first  care  on  reaching  Paris,  was  to  find  cheap  quar- 
ters, for  we  had  a  residence  of  at  least  two  months  in  pros- 
pect, and  the  remittance  which  my  friend  had  received 
consisted  of  two  hundred  and  eighty  francs  only.  The  inn, 
to  which  we  had  been  taken  by  the  merciless  Jacteur,  was  a 
dingy  place,  somewhere  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine,  fre- 
quented by  Burgundian  teamsters,  and  for  the  gloomy  room 
we  occupied  the  hard-visaged  landlord  demanded  thirty 
francs  a  month.  We  sallied  out  the  next  morning,  and  after 
inspecting  a  number  of  "  chamhres  a  louery'"  finally  found  a 
little  room  at  the  top  of  a  tall  house  in  the  Rue  de  la  Harpe, 
"  chez  Lambert,  Coiffeur,"  for  twelve  francs  a  month,  and 
instantly  engaged  it.  The  Burgundian  landlord  thought  he 
had  us,  and  was  so  vexed  that  we  had  slipped  through  his 


fingers,  tliat  lie  cliargcil  um  enormously  fur  tlic  few  nieak  wo 
liud  liad,  aui  refused,  to  give  us  our  passports  until  we  had 
paid  him.  Not  conteat  with  this,  lie  aasailed  ub  with  a 
variety'  of  coarse  epithets,  which  I,  who  was  boiling  over 
with  rago,  repaid  with  ironical  politeness,  only  yielding  so 
far  as  to  say  "  adieu,  vieiix  diahle  /" — the  worst  French  I 
knew — when  we  left. 

Our  new  abode  was  a  bos,  rather  than  a  room.  We  were 
obhged  to  pass  through  M.  Lambert's  hair-dressing  room, 
theu  through  Madame  Lambert's  apartment,  then  to  mount 
four  Bights  of  steep  old  stairs,  with  very  dark  landing-phiees 
between,  after  which  we  reached  the  topmost  story,  in  which 
was  our  room,  containing  a  ginall  single  bed,  two  chairs,  a 
table,  a  washstand,  and  a  diminutive  mirror.  There  was 
neither  stove  nor  fire-place,  and  the  only  window  faced  the 
north,  giving  us  a  prospect  of  tiled  roofs  and  chimaeys.  It 
was  a  bleak  little  den,  but  it  seemed  delightful  after  our 
experience  in  L3-ons,  and  the  only  thing  that  embarrassed 
us  was  the  excessive  pohteness  of  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Lambert,  which  seemed  misapplied  to  persons  in  our  cir- 
cumstances. There  was  another  lodger — a  pale  young  man 
from  Gascony,  who  was  consumptive,  and  a  hater  of  Louis 
Philippe ;  he  was  very  bitter  and  cynical,  and  we  did  not 
cultivate  his  acquaintance. 

Our  wardrobe  was  by  this  time  in  such  a  dilapidated  con- 
dition, that  wo  found  it  necessary  to  make  various  pur- 
chases, wliich  consumed  so  much  of  our  funds  that  wo 
determined  at  the  outset  to  spend  no  more  than  n  franc  a 
day  each,  for  our  meals.      After  a  number  of  experiments, 
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wo  Jlscoioreil  a  cafi;  near  tlie  Paiitlieon,  wlicre  it  wrs  pos 
BiLle  to  get  a  largo  bowl  of  coffee  {cliicory),  with  a  roll,  for 
bIj  sous  ;  a  rostnurant  in  the  Rue  de  la  Horpe  fdniished  us 
with  BOnp, "  tt»i>Ial"  and  ''  marmalaih  d'  ahricoU"  taj  twelve 
sous ;  and  we  invented  the  rBniainitig  two  sous  io  rolls  and  a 
kind  of  fish-cake,  which  we  purcliased  at  the  atanda  on  the 
quay  where  they  were  haked,  and  ate  in  the  privacy  of  our 
room.  Our  dinners,  ic  is  true,  were  so  disgidsed  that  the 
original  materials  were  not  always  to  be  ascertained,  and 
our  favorite  "  heeuf  lirov'n^al "  liad  a  flavor  very  snggestivc 
of  horHe-flosli,  hut  there  was  always  enough  to  satisfy 
Imnger,  and  we  were  content  "We  could  not  afford  the 
luxury  of  a  French  teacher,  but  we  subscribed  to  a  circu- 
lating library  for  two  francs  a  month,  and  read  Victor  Hugo 
and  Thtophilo  Gautier,  until  we  became  chill  and  numb  in 
our  fireless  room,  when  we  would  go  forth  into  the  streets 
and  extend  our  acquaintance  with  that  out-door  Parisian 
life  which  19  always  fresh  and  entertaining. 

What  a  lively  little  world  in  miniature  it  is  !  I  wonder 
not  that  the  French,  with  their  eiuherant  gaiety  of  epirit, 
should  revel  in  its  ceaseless  tides  of  pleasure,  as  if  it  were 
an  earthly  Elysium.  I  soon  felt  the  influence  of  the  cheer- 
ful atmosphere,  and  have  rarely  threaded  the  crowds  of  a 
foreign  city  with  so  light  a  heart.  And  yet  it  would  bo 
difficult  to  describe  wherein  consists  this  agreeable  peculi- 
arity. Yon  can  find  streets  as  dark  and  crooked  and  dirty 
anywhere  in  Germnny,  and  squares  and  gardens  as  gay  and 
sunny  beyond  the  Alps,  and  yet  they  would  afl'ect  yon  far 
differently.     Tou  could  not,  as  in  Paris,  divest  yourself  of 
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every  particle  of  sad  or  serioua  thought,  and  bo  content  to 
gaze  for  hours  on  the  showy  Bcene,  without  au  idea  beyond 
the  present  moment. 

Our  favorite  walk  was  through  the  Place  du  CarrouBel 
and  the  Gardens  of  the  Tuileries,  to  the  Place  de  la  Con- 
corde. What  is  there  in  Europe — nfiy,  in  the  world — equal 
to  this  ?  In  tlie  centre,  the  mighty  obelisk  of  red  granite 
pierces  the  sky, — on  either  baud  showers  of  silver  spray  are 
thrown  up  from  splendid  bronze  fountains — statues  and  pil- 
lars of  gilded  bronze  sweep  in  a  grand  circle  around  the 
Place,  and  on  each  side  magnificent  vistas  lead  the  eye  off, 
and  combine  the  distant  with  the  near,  to  complete  this 
unparalleled  view !  Eastward,  beyond  the  tall  trees  in  the 
garden  of  the  Tuileries,  rises  the  long  front  of  the  Palace, 
with  the  tri'Color  floating  above  ;  westward,  in  front  of  ub, 
is  the  Forest  of  the  Elysian  Fields,  with  the  Arc  do  Tri- 
omphe  nearly  a  mile  and  a  ha,lf  distant,  looking  down  from 
the  end  of  the  avenue,  at  the  Barricre  de  Ncuilly.  To  the 
right  and  left  are  the  marble  fronts  of  the  Church  of  the 
Madeleine  and  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  the  latter  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Seine.  Thus  the  groves  and  gardens  of 
Paris— the  palace  of  her  kings— the  proud  monument  of  her 
military  glory — and  the  masterpieces  of  modem  French 
architecture,  are  all  embraced  in  this  one  superb  coup  iVmi). 

Following  the  motley  multitude  to  the  bridge,  I  crossed 
and  made  my  way  to  the  Hotel  des  Invalides.  Along  the 
esplanade,  playful  companies  of  children  were  running  and 
tumblbg  in  their  sports  over  the  green  turf,  which  was  as 
fresh  as  a  meadow ;  while,  not  the  least  interesting  feature 
of  the  scene,  numbers  of  scarred  and  diw  In 
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tlic  livi^r^  oftlie  Hospital,  Laekeil  in  tlic  sunBliinc.  wnlching 
with  (juict  satisfaction  tho  gnmbols  of  tho  soconJ  generation 
they  hijvo  seen  (trisc.  What  tnles  conlj  they  not  tell,  those 
wrinkloJ  nnii  I'eehlo  old  men !  IVhat  visions  of  Slarengn, 
and  Ansterlllz,  anil  BoroJino,  ehift  with  a  fifirj  vividneaa 
throngh  their  fading  memories  !  Some  may  liave  left  a  limb 
on  the  Libyan  desert ;  and  the  sabre  of  the  Cossack  may 
have  scarred  the  brows  of  others.  They  witnessed  the  rising 
and  setting  of  that  gri»at  meteor,  wliich  intoxicated  France 
with  such  a  hlazo  of  power  and  glory,  and  now,  when  the 
recollection  of  that  wonderful  period  seems  almost  like  a 
fitormy  dream,  they  are  left  to  gnard  the  ashes  of  their 
ancient  General,  hi'ought  hack  from  his  exile  to  rest  in  the 
bosom  of  his  own  French  people.  It  was  to  mo  a  tonching 
and  exciting  thing,  to  look  on  those  whoso  eyes  had  wit- 
nessed the  filling  up  of  such  a  fated  leaf  id  the  n'orld'e 
lii  story. 

As  we  step  out  the  western  portal  of  the  Tuilerios,  a  beau- 
tiful scene  greets  us.  We  look  on  the  palace  garden, 
fragrant  with  flowers  and  classic  with  bronze  copies  of 
ancient  sculpture.  Beyond  this,  broad  gravel  walks  divide 
the  flower-bordered  lawns,  and  ranks  of  marble  demigods 
and  heroes  look  down  on  the  joyous  crowd.  Children  troll 
their  hoops  along  the  avenues  or  skip  the  rope  under  the 
clipped  lindens,  whose  boughs  are  now  tinged  a  pale  yellow 
by  the  bursting  buds.  The  swans  glide  about  on  a.  pond  in 
the  centre,  begging  bread  of  the  bystanders,  who  watch  a 
miniature  ship  which  t!ie  soft  breeze  carries  steadily  across, 
Paris  is  unseen,  bnt  heard,  on  every  side ;  only  the  Column 
of  LuKor  and  the  Arc  de  TrioinpLo  riso  blue  and  grand 


flLoTG  tlie  top  of  flic  forest.  What  witli  tlie  sound  of  voices, 
the  merry  laughter  of  the  children  and  a  Lost  of  smiling 
fnces,  the  scene  touches  a  happy  chord  ia  one's  heart,  and 
he  mingles  with  iti  lost  in  pleasant  reverie,  until  die  sounds 
fade  away  with  the  fading  light. 

In  the  course  of  two  or  three  weeks  these  long  daily  ram- 
bles, which  we  were  ohliged  to  take  ia  order  to  keep  ourselves 
warm,  made  us  acquainted  with  every  part  of  Paris,  from 
Pure  la  Chaise  to  the  Boia  de  Boulogne,  and  from  St  Denis 
to  the  Jardin  des  Plantes.  We  visited  all  objects  of  interest 
and  curiosity — all  the  galleries  of  art  which  are  open  to  tho 
public — in  short,  everything  which  could  be  seen  without 
espenae,  except  tho  famous  Kachel,  for  whom  we  paid  and 
by  whom  wo  were  repaid  tenfold.  We  saw  Louis  Philippe 
ride  to  St.  Cloud  with  the  Prince  de  JoinvOle  and  the  Duke 
de  Nemours ;  we  witnessed  the  saturnalia  of  the  Carnival 
and  tho  Procession  of  the  B<Euf  Graa ;  we  tried  to  procure 
admission  to  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  but  our  notes  (sent 
in  tho  manner  prescribed)  were  never  answered.  I  called 
upon  the  American  Minister,  the  Hon.  William  Riifus  King, 
ffho  received  me  with  great  kindness  and  invited  me  to  a 
ball  at  the  Legation  on  the  a2d  of  February.  I  declined, 
on  account  of  lacking  the  necessary  dress,  hat  called  upon 
liim  twice  afterwards  and  was  treated  with  the  same  cordi- 
ality. With  this  exception,  I  did  not  make  a  single  acquaint- 
ance during  tlie  whole,  of  our  stay  in  Paris.  With  regard 
to  the  temptations  of  the  gay  city,  I  was  safe  enough.  They 
do  not  assail  a  man  who  is  limited  to  a  franc  a  day. 

Towards  the  end  of  February  I  had  a  little  experience, 
which  came  near  terminating  seriously.    I  was  preparing  my 
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letters  to  soiitl  1i'>mc,  and  lind  written  until  I  wan  tliorougliljr 
chilled,  when  the  idea  of  procuring  a  brazier  of  coali 
lid  are  used  in  Ital^,  came  into  my  head.  On  applying 
]t[adame  Lambert,  nhv.  at  once  furnished  me  with  the  article, 
for  four  BouB,  assuring  inc.  in  reply  to  my  (question,  that  the 
coals  were  not  made  from  charcoal,  but  from  wood.  I  fas- 
timcd  the  door  and  window  tightly,  in  order  to  retain  the 
heat,  placed  the  brazier  under  the  table,  at  my  feet,  and  re- 
sumed my  letters.  In  about  half  an  hour  I  became  conscious 
of  a  heavy  and  painful  sensation  in  tlic  licod,  which  I  attribut- 
ed to  my  cold  hands  and  feet.  The  feeling  increaBcd,  until 
a  sharp  spike  driven  through  my  temples  could  scarcely 
have  given  nie  greater  pain.  The  paper  became  blurred,  so 
that  I  could  no  longer  write  ;  a  dull  gray  mist  floated  before 
my  eyes  ;  I  dropped  the  pen  and  laid  my  head  on  the  table. 
I  was  fast  losing  consciousnose,  when  my  friend,  who  had 
been  out,  opened  the  door.  He  at  once  noticed  that  the 
room  was  filled  witit  a  stilling  gas,  and  threw  open  the  win- 
dow. I  arose,  staggered  down  stairs  and  went  into  the 
streets,  hut,  finding  that  I  saw  nothing  distinctly  and  was 
constantly  on  the  point  of  falling,  I  returned  to  my  bed, 
which  I  kept  for  two  days,  before  I  fully  recovered.  If  the 
suicides  by  charcoal  suffer  in  proportion  as  I  did,  their  deaths 
must  be  terrible. 

Our  resources,  at  last,  were  reduced  to  a  few  francs,  and 

it  became  necessary  to  find  some  method  of  relief.      B 

liad  written  for  another  remittance,  but  could  not  expoct  to 
receive  it  for  a  month  to  come,  lie  determined,  however, 
to  state  our  situation  to  the  merchant  through  whom  the 
former  remittance  had  been  received,  and  ask  for  a  small 
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idTance.  But  tlie  mercliant  was  absent  in  tLo  country,  and 
before  bia  return  II.  Lambert  presented  his  bill  for  another 
montli's  rent  of  our  room.  I  asked  bim  to  wait  a  day  or 
two,  as  our  banker  was  absent,  to  whicb  ho  replied  with  a 
politeness  that  disconcerted  me  :  "  Trci  bim,  Mostteur." 
Finally,  tlio  mercliant  returned  and  jnj  friend  called  again, 
but  failed  to  seo  bim  ;  be  was  sick.  By  this  time  our  funds 
had  dwindled  to  a  single  franc,  and  we  could  not  afford  to 
lose  time.  My  friend  called  on  tbe  second  day,  but  the  mer- 
chant was  still  sick.  "  Well,"  said  he  to  tbo  ser\-ant,  "  let 
me  speak  with  bim."     "But  be  is  not  able  to  speak;  bis 

throat  ia  affected,"  was  tbe  reply ;  and  B returned  to 

me  witb  a  melancholy  mistrust,  more  than  Italf  convinced 
that  tbe  merchant  bad  suspected  bis  errand,  and  feigned 
sickness  to  avoid  seeing  him.  "Still,"  said  I,  "it  may  be 
true.  Go  back  and  write  a  note,  stating  our  circumstances, 
send  it  to  him  and  wait  for  an  answer.  This  will  decide 
tbe  matter  one  way  or  tbe  other."  He  went  back,  and  I 
agreed  to  wait  for  bim  at  the  nearest  comer.  After  waiting 
ten  minutes,  however,  I  could  no  longer  endure  tbo  suspense, 
and  resolved  to  secrete  myself  near  the  bouse,  in  order  that 

I  might  guess,  from  B 's  appearance  as  ho  came  out, 

whether  be  bad  been  successful.  There  was  a  cart  standing 
opposite  the  door,  and  I  crouched  behind  it  as  if  for  shelter, 
for  the  day  was  cold  and  rainy.  I  waited  about  ten  minutes 
longer,  when  tbe  door  opened  and  my  friend  issued  forth. 
His  face  bad  a  wild,  excited  expression ;  one  hand  was 
clenched  tightly,  but  as  he  reached  the  trottoir  and  started 
for  tbe  slreet-comcr,  his  feet  were  lifted  as  if  tbe  cobble- 
stones were  red-botundertbem.   This  was  cnnngb  :  Ijumped 
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up  from  behind  the  cart,  rushed  across  the  street,  and  slap, 
ped  him  on  the  back  with  a  mighty  shout,  causing  his  clench- 
ed hand  to  open  and  disclose  a  roll  of  twenty  five-franc 
pieces  which  the  good  merchant  (who  was  really  ill)  had 
sent  in  answer  to  his  note. 

This  was  the  last  of  our  financial  troubles  in  Paris.  My 
cousin,  who  wished  to  spend  a  month  or  two  in  the  French 
capital  before  going  home,  arrived  from  Heidelberg  early  in 
March,  and  took  a  room  near  us.  The  season  grew  milder 
and  our  condition  became  more  pleasant ;  but  as  I  had  order- 
ed my  next  remittance  to  be  sent  to  London,  and  feared  to 
bring  my  friend  into  further  difficulties,  I  decided  to  go  on 
alone  to  that  city.  My  conscience  reproached  mo  for  the 
idle  life  I  was  leading.  I  had  letters  to  several  printers  in 
London,  and  hoped  to  be  able  to  find  employment,  in  case  of 
necessity  I  accordingly  borrowed  enough  for  the  journey, 
took  what  clothing  my  German  knapsack  would  hold,  and 
prepared  for  a  walk  to  Dieppe. 


CHAPTER    XLIII. 

A     WALK    THROUGH    NORMANDY. 

Leaving  Paris— Yersafllefl — ^Travel  in  March — ^Tlie  Saspiclons  Landlord— The  8cener7 
of  Normandy— Roaen— The  Vale  of  the  Cailly— A  Windy  Night— 1 H  ill  the  Athtntio 
— A  Night  at  Dieppe — Crossing  the  Gtiannel— From  Brighton  to  London. 

After  a  residence  of  ^ve  weeks,  which  in  spite  of  our  few 
troubles,  passed  away  quickly  and  delightfully,  I  turned  my 
back  on  Paris.  It  was  not  regret  I  experienced  on  taking 
my  seat  in  the  cars  for  Versailles,  but  that  feeling  of  reluc- 
tance with  which  we  leave  places  whose  brightness  and  gaiety 
force  the  mind  away  from  serious  toil.  Steam,  however, 
cuts  short  all  sentiment,  and  in  much  less  time  than  it  takes 
to  bid  farewell  to  a  German,  I  had  whizzed  passed  the 
Place  d*Europe,  through  the  barrier,  and  was  watching  the 
spires  start  up  from  the  receding  city,  on  the  way  to  St. 
Cloud. 

At  Versailles  I  spent  three  hours  in  a  hasty  walk  through 
the  palace,  which  allowed  but  a  bare  glance  at  the  gorgeous 
paintings  of  Horace  Vernet.  His  "  Taking  of  Constantine  " 
has  the  vivid  look  of  reality.  The  white  houses  shine  in 
the  sun,  and  from  the  bleached  earth  to  the  blue  and  dazzling 
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sky,  tlicrp  Bceras  lo  lian^  a  licavy,  scorching  atmosphere. 
Tlio  white  smoke  of  the  artillery  ciirls  almost  visibly  off  the 
canvas,  and  the  cracked  and  lialf  sprung  walls  seem  aboat 
to  topple  down  on  the  besiegers.  Tlie  afternoon  was  some- 
what advanced  by  the  time  1  had  seen  the  palace  and  gar- 
dens. After  a  hurried  dinner  at  a  restaurant,  I  shoiildered 
my  knapsack,  and  took  the  road  to  St.  Germain.  Tho  day 
was  gloomy  and  cheerless,  and  I  should  have  felt  rery  lone- 
ly but  for  the  thought  of  soon  reaching  Eugland.  There  ia 
no  time  of  the  year  more  melancholy  than  a  cold,  cloudy 
day  in  March  ;  whatever  may  be  tho  delights  of  pedestrian 
travelling  in  fairer  seasons,  my  experience  dictates  that  dur- 
ing winter  storms  and  March  glooms,  it  had  better  be  dis- 
pensed with.  However,  I  pushed  on  to  Si.  Germain, 
threaded  its  long  streets,  looked  down  from  the  height  over 
its  magnificent  tract  of  forest  and  turned  westward  down  the 
Seine.  Owing  to  the  scantiness  of  villages,  I  was  obliged 
to  walk  an  hour  and  a  half  in  the  wind  and  darkness,  before 
I  reached  a  solitary  inn.  As  I  opened  the  door  and  asked 
for  lodging,  the  landlady  inquired  if  I  had  tbo  necessary 
papers.  I  answered  in  tho  affirmative  and  was  admitted. 
While  I  was  eating  supper,  they  prepared  their  meal  on  the 
other  end  of  the  small  table  and  sat  down  together.  They 
fell  into  the  error,  so  common  to  ignorant  persons,  of  think- 
ing a  foreigner  could  not  understand  them,  and  began  talk- 
ing quite  unconcernedly  about  me.  "  Why  don't  he  take  the 
railroad?"  said  the  old  man;  "he  must  have  very  little 
money — it  would  be  bad  for  na  if  he  had  none,"  "  Oh  !" 
remarked  his  Bon,  "  if  he  had  none,  he  would  not  be  sitting 
there  so  quiet  and  unconcerned.''     I  thought  tlicrc  was  some 


knowledge  of  liitman  nature  in  this  remark.  "  And  'jesides," 
added  the  landlady,  "  there  is  no  danger  for  us,  for  we  havo 
his  passport."  Of  course  I  enjoyed  this  in  secret,  and  men- 
tally pardoned  their  enapicions,  when  I  reflected  that  the  high 
roads  between  Paris  and  London  are  frequented  by  many 
impostors,  which  makes  the  people  naturally  mistrustful, 

I  walked  all  the  next  day  through  a  beautiful  and  richly 
cultivated  country.  The  early  fruit  trees  were  bursting  into 
bloom,  and  the  farmers  led  out  their  cattle  to  pasturage  in 
the  fresh  meadows.  The  scenery  must  bo  delightful  in  sum- 
mer— worthy  of  all  that  has  been  said  or  sung  about  lovely 
Normandy.  On  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  before  reach- 
ing Rouen,  I  saw  at  a  distance  the  remahis  of  Ohatcau  Gal- 
liard,  the  favorite  castle  of  Richard  Cceur  de  Lion.  Bonen 
breathes  everywhere  of  the  ancient  times  of  Nonnandy. 
Kothing  can  bo  more  picturesque  than  its  quaint,  in-egular 
wooden  houses,  and  the  low,  mossy  mills,  spanning  the 
clear  streams  which  rush  tlirougb  its  streets.  The  Cathe- 
dral, with  its  four  towers,  rises  from  among  the  clustered  cot- 
tages like  a  giant  rock,  split  by  the  lightning  and  worn  by 
the  rains  of  centuries  into  a  thousand  fantastic  shapes. 

Resuming  my  walk  in  the  afternoon,  I  climbed  the  heights 
west  of  the  city,  and  after  passing  through  a  sulinrb  four  or 
five  mUes  in  length,  entered  the  vale  of  the  Cailly.  This  is 
one  of  the  sweetest  scenes  in  France.  It  lies  among  the 
woody  bills  like  a  Paradise,  with  its  velvet  meadun's  and 
villas  and  breathing  gardens.  The  grass  was  starred  with 
daisies,  and  if  I  took  a  step  into  the  oak  and  chestnut  woods, 
I  trampled  on  thousands  of  anemones  and  fragrant  daffodils. 
The  upland  plain,  stretching  inward  from  the  coast,  wears  a 
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iliffi'rciit  djarnvlpr.  As  I  agrdlidctl,  townriis  cvenutg'.  aiid 
walked  over  its  mnnotDiions  swella,  I  felt  almost  hamesick 
boneath  its  saddening  iufliipncc.  The  sun,  hazod  over  with 
dull  clouds,  gnvo  out  that  cold  and  lifelesa  light  which  is 
more  lonely  than  complete  darkness.  The  wind,  sweeping 
dismally  over  the  fields,  sent  clouds  of  blinding  dnst  down 
the  mad,  and  as  it  jmssed  through  the  forests,  the  myriads 
of  fine  fivigs  made  a  sound  as  deep  and  grand  as  the  roar 
of  a  roused  ocean.  Every  chink  of  the  Norman  cottago 
where  I  slept,  whistled  most  drearily,  and  as  I  looked  out 
tho  little  window  of  my  room,  the  trees  were  swaying  in  the 
gloom,  and  long,  black  clouds  scudded  across  the  sky. 
Tlioiigh  my  bed  was  poor  and  hard,  it  was  a  suhlimo  aouud 
that  crndlod  me  into  slumhcr.  Homer  might  have  used  it  aa 
the  liillaby  of  Jove. 

My  last  day  on  the  continent  *amo.  T  arose  early  and 
walked  over  the  hills  towards  Hieppe.  The  scenery  grew 
more  bleak  as  I  approached  the  sea,  but  the  low  and  ahelter- 
cd  valleys  preserved  the  pastoral  look  of  tho  interior.  In 
the  afternoon,  as  I  climbed  a  long,  elevated  ridge,  over  which 
a  strong  northwester  was  blowing,  I  was  stnick  with  a  beau- 
tiful rustic  church,  in  one  of  the  dells  below  me.  While 
admiring  its  neat  tower  I  gained  unconsciously  the  summit 
of  the  hill,  and  on  turning  suddenly  around,  lo  I  there  was 
the  glorious  old  Atlantic  stretching  far  before  and  around  me  ! 
A  shower  was  sweeping  mistily  along  the  horiaon,  and  I 
could  trace  the  white  line  of  the  breakers  that  foame.d  at 
the  foot  of  the  cliffs.  The  scene  came  over  me  like  a  vivid 
electric  shock,  and  I  gave  an  involuntary  shout,  which  night 
have  been  heard  in  nil  the  vnlleys  around.     After  a  year 
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and  a.  Lalf  of  wandering  over  the  continent,  that  gray  ocean 
was  Bometliing  to  be  revered  and  iovcd,  for  it  cinsjjed  the 
Bliorea  of  my  native  America. 

I  entered  Dieppe  in  a  iieavy  sliower,  and  after  finding  an 
inn  suited  to  iny  means  and  obtaining  a  jie  mia  d'  emharque- 
7nent  from  the  police  oifice,  I  went  out  to  tbe  battlements 
and  looked  again  on  the  sea.  The  landlord  promised  to  call 
me  in  time  for  the  boat,  but  my  anxiety  awakened  mo  sooner, 
and  mistaking  the  strokes  of  the  cathedral  bell,  I  dressed, 
unlocked  seyeral  doors,  felt  my  way  through  dark  passages, 
and  finally  gained  the  street.  When  I  reached  the  wharf 
it  was  only  one  o'clock,  and  no  one  was  stimng  on  board 
the  boat,  Bo  that  I  was  obliged  to  pace  the  silent,  gloomy 
streets  of  the  town  for  fnll  two  hours.  I  watched  the  steamer 
glide  out  on  the  rainy  Channel,  and  turning  into  the  topmost 
berth,  drew  the  sliding  curtain  and  strove  to  keep  out  cold 
and  sea-sickness.  But  it  was  unavailing  ;  a  heavy  storm  of 
snow  and  rain  rendered  our  passage  so  dreary  that  I  did  not 
stir  until  we  were  approaching  the  chain  pier  of  Brighton. 

I  looked  ont  on  the  foggy  shores  of  England  with  a  feel- 
ing of  relief;  my  tongue  would  now  be  freed  from  the  diffi- 
cult bondage  of  foreign  languages,  and  my  ears  he  rejoiced 
with  the  musie  of  my  own.  After  two  hours'  delay  at  the 
Custom  House,  I  took  my  seat  iu  an  open  car  fur  London. 
The  day  was  dull  and  cold ;  the  sun  resembled  a  milky 
blotch  in  the  midst  of  a  leaden  sky.  I  sat  and  shivered,  as 
we  flew  onward,  amid  the  rich,  cultivated  Englisli  scenery. 
At  last  the  fog  grew  thicker  ;  the  road  was  carried  over  the 
tops  of  houses ;  the  familiar  dome  of  St.  Paul's  stood  out 
above  the  spires  ;   and  I  was  again  In  London  ! 


CHAPTER    XLIV. 

EXPERIENCES       IN       LONDON. 

My  Circumstances— Lodgings  in  Aldgato— Visits  to  the  Printers—Illiberal  Rales  of 
the  Craft — Dodging  a  Landlord — Success  and  Failure — ^Ilappy  and  Penniless — ^Vislt 
to  Mr.  Putnam — The  Mistrust  of  Poverty — Employment  at  Last — ^Life  in  Aldgate 
— Letters  of  Introduction — A  Breakfast  with  Lockhart — Bernard  Barton— Croly — 
Daniel  O'Connell,  and  a  Temperance  Meeting— Trip  to  Greenwich— The  "Fun  of 
the  Fair  "—Games  in  the  Park— Greenwich  Hill— Ground  and  Lofty  Tumbling— A 
Swinging  Experiment— London  Atmosphere- A  Fog— ArriTal  of  Money  and 
Friends— Embarking  for  Home. 

When  I  got  out  of  the  third-class  car  in  which  I  had  ridden 
from  Brighton,  and  found  myself,  benumbed  with  cold,  on 
London  Bridge  again,  my  funds  consisted  of  a  franc  and  a 
half— just  enough  to  pay  for  one  night's  lodging.  In  this 
emergency,  I  remembered  the  coffee-house  in  Church  Row, 
Aldgate,  where  we  had  lodged  in  the  summer  of  1844,  and 
when  the  dreary  day  darkened  into  a  foggy,  starless  night, 
I  was  seated  in  the  well-known  room,  smelling  of  ale  and 
tobacco.  The  landlord  and  his  wife  evidently  felt  some 
curiosity  concerning  me,  but  they  were  respectful  and  asked 
ho  questions.  They  gave  me  a  room  on  the  second  floor, 
looking  down  into  Aldgate  Churchyard — a  little  room  with 
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a.  bad  bed,  a  ritkety  chest  of  drawers  and  a  piano  of  tbe 
paat  century,  the  keys  of  whicii  bad  long  been  silent :  all  for 
a  shilling  a  night.  I  did  not  venture  to  eat  anything,  but 
went  to  bed  soon  and  drowned  my  forebodings  in  slumber. 
The  next  morniag  I  took  a  slender  breakfast,  for  which  I 
offered  tbe  franc  in  payment,  but  the  landlord  refused  to 
take  it.  "  Weil,"  said  I,  "  I  have  just  come  from  France  and 
have  nothing  bnt  French  money,  I  fihall  get  it  changed  to- 
day and  pay  you  tbis  evening."  I  then  went  out,  determin- 
ed to  seek  instant  employment  as  a  printer.  Before  leaving 
New  York,  Mr.  Willis  had  given  me  a  note  to  three  printers 
of  his  acquaintance  in  London.  I  called  upon  the  first  of 
these,  who  referred  me  to  his  foreman,  who  informed  me 
that  although  printers  were  in  demand  and  were  receiving 
very  good  pay,  the  rules  of  the  trade  prohibited  him  from 
employing  any  one  who  had  not  passed  through  a  regular 
apprenticeship,  and  could  not  present  his  indentures  certify- 
ing to  the  fact.  This,  of  course,  I  was  not  able  to  do,  I 
then,  after  much  eearch,  discovered  tbe  second  printer  to 
■whom  the  note  was  addressed,  was  again  referred  to  the 
foreman  and  received  tbe  same  answer.  At  two  or  three 
other  printing  establishments  in  the  same  street,  my  applica- 
tion met  with  a  similar  fate.  All  were  willing  to  employ 
me,  all  needed  ray  services,  but  the  ridea  of  the  trade  pre- 
vented thera:  their  regular  journeymen  would  desert  them, 
rather  than  permit  it.  By  this  time  the  day  was  drawing 
to  a  close,  and  I  wandered  back  to  Aldgate.  On  the  way  I 
stopped  at  the  Post  Office,  and  saw  that  there  was  a  letter  for 
myself  advertised — a  letter  from  home — but  I  had  no  money 
to  pay  the  postage,  and  went  away  savage  and  disheartened. 
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On  paying  the  laiiillonl  fiir  my  breakfast,  he  informed  rao 
tlint  it  wns  euatomary  to  spttle  erery  day  for  tlio  lodging, 
tut  aJilcd  ;  "  You  can  pay  for  both  days  lo-mnrrow  morning, 
if  yoii  clionse."  "Very  well,"  aaid  I,  nltbougli  I  had  not 
enough  10  pay  for  a  single  night.  The  next  morning  I  got 
up  early,  ivhilo  thu  master  and  mistress  were  still  in  bed, 
and  went  into  the  streets,  determined  to  find  soma  relief 
before  returning.  I  was  obliged  to  walk  the  raw,  mistj- 
thorougbfarea  for  three  boars  before  I  could  find  the  master- 
printerB  in  their  offices.  I  called  on  the  third  and  last 
printer  addressed  by  Mr.  Wilhs,  who  gave  ine  the  same 
answer,  but  referred  mc  to  another  establishment,  whore  be 
thought  I  mlgiit  be  accepted.  I  went  thither,  and  after 
some  conversation  with  the  foreman,  was  told  I  might  go  to 
work.  I  took  off  my  coat,  rolled  up  my  sleeves,  and  was 
getting  a  cose  in  order,  when  I  noticed  that  the  workmen, 
of  whom  there  were  a  number,  were  looking  at  me  and 
whispering  among  themselvos.  Presently  the  foreman  came 
up  to  mo  and  said ;  "  I  am  very  sorry  but  you  can't  work 
here.  The  men  won't  allow  it,  because  you  cannot  ehow 
that  you  have  served  the  usnal  term  of  apprentieeship."  I 
thereupon  put  on  my  coat  and  went  into  the  street  again, 
and  that  was  all  tho  type-setting  I  ever  did  in  Europe. 

By  one  of  those  curious  psychological  laws  which  have 
never  been  explained  by  philosophers,  the  last  chance  of 
obtaiuing  employment  was  no  sooner  taken  away  from  me, 
than  I  became  perfectly  happy  and  contented,  I  bad  bat 
two-pence  in  my  pocket,  which  I  spent  for  some  hiscnita,  to 
satisfy  my  keen  hnnger,  and  then,  as  the  day  was  rather 
milder  than  usual,  I  wandered  into  St.  James's  Park,  where 


I  sat  for  two  or  three  hours,  looking  at  the  swans.  I 
scarcely  thought  of  my  desperate  situation  ,  my  miud  waa 
tranquil,  and  a  purely  animal  confidenco  in  heing  provided 
for,  took  possession  of  me.  The  thoiiglit  of  the  letter  from 
home  finally  recalled  me  to  my  anxieties,  and  I  determined 
to  crush  the  pride  which  made  mo  blush  to  think  of  such  a 
thing,  and  ask  some  one  to  help  rae.  I  remembered  then  io 
have  heard  that  there  was  a  branch  of  an  American  pub- 
lishing house  in  London,  and  by  inquiring  at  a  bookstore, 
procured  the  address.  In  half  an  hour  I  was  at  Waterloo 
Place,  and  found  myself  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Putnam.  I 
first  asked  for  employment,  hut  he  had  none  to  give,  and 
];ncw  of  none  which  I  could  procure.  The  consciousness  of 
being  a  vagabond  (which  every  man  feels  when  he  is  penni- 
less in  a  strange  land)  made  me  suppose  that  he  looked  upon 
me  as  such.  To  my  morbid  mood,  hia  manner  seemed  con- 
strained and  mistrustful ;  and  I  was  about  to  turn  and 
leave,  when  the  thought  of  my  letter  impelled  me  to  ask  the 
loan  of  a  sovereign.  He  gave  it  to  me  without  hesitation, 
but  I  still  saw  mistrust  everywheJ'e,  and  did  not  feel  as 
grateful  for  the  kindness  as  I  ought. 

I  went  with  rapid  steps  to  the  Post  Office,  secured  the 
precious  letter,  returned  to  Aldgate,  paid  my  score,  and 
established  a  credit  with  the  fat  landlord,  which  was  not 
shaken  afterwards.  Mr.  Putnam  had  requested  me  to  call 
the  next  day,  when,  after  some  conversation,  he  furnished 
me  with  sufficient  employment  in  his  establishment  to  sup- 
port myself  until  the  receipt  of  my  final  remittance,  I  saw 
plainly  that  ho  made  employment  for  me,  for  all  that  I  did 
might  readily  have  been  done  by  his  other  assistants.  I 
21 
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packed  np  books,  tnntlo  out  cntalognes,  vlsiii-il  nil  i!ie  pub. 
lishlng  hoiiBcs  in  Lomlon,  in  order  to  fill  ordcTM  fVnra  Ameri' 
ca>  and  did  occaainnal  copying,  Jlr.  Stevens,  who  was 
engaged  in  supplying  several  private  libraries  in  New  Eng- 
land, also  gnvo  me  similar  employment,  BO  that  I  was  Bare 
of  the  daily  three  sliillingB  on  which  I  managed  to  live.  I 
still  romainod  at  the  Aldgate  Coffee-house,  in  the  room 
with  the  silent  piano.  The  master  and  mistress  treated  me 
with  marked  respect,  and  never  asked  more  than  my  name, 
while  I  had  no  inclination  to  tell  them  more.  The  tap-room 
tras  frequented  hy  actors  I'rom  low  theatres,  a  few  half- 
starved  clerks,  and  some  sailors,  and  though  I  frequently 
passed  the  evening  there,  for  the  sake  of  the  fire,  and  the 
th roe-day s-old  Times,  they  never  annoyed  mo  with  their 
curiosity,  ^motimes  their  visits  were  prolonged  far  into 
the  night,  and  became  boisterous.  I  was  then  Bare  to  bio 
swollen  faces  next  morning,  and  the  little  servant-girl  would 
say.  in  a  confidetitial  way  :  "Oh,  hut  didn't  master  and 
mis.'^us  fight  last  night !  " 

As  soon  as  I  was  eure  of  being  able  to  live  in  London,  I 
delivciDd  two  letters  of  inti-od  action  which  Mrs.  Troll  ope 
had  given  me  in  Florence,  to  her  brother,  Mr.  Milton,  and  to 
Mr.  Murray,  the  publisher.  The  former  received  me  in  a 
very  friendly  manner,  and  I  spent  several  delightfiil  even- 
ings at  his  residence  in  Little  Chelsea.  By  Mr.  Slurray  I 
was  treated  with  no  less  kindness,  und  received  through 
him  an  invitation  to  breakfast  one  morning  with  Lockhart. 
and  Bernard  Barton,  the  Quaker  poet,  at  the  house  of  the 
former.  Mr.  Murray  accompanied  me  thither.  I  was  much 
pleased  with  Lockliart'a  appearance  and  manners,      He  has 


a  noble,  manly  edwntenanco — in  fact,  the  haudsomest  Eiig. 
iish  face  I  ever  saw — a  r^uick,  dark  eye,  and  an  ample  foi-e- 
head,  shaded  by  locks  wliicli  show,  as  yot,  but  few  threads 
of  gray.  There  ia  a.  peculiar  charm  in  Lis  rich,  soft  voice  ; 
eapeeially  when  reciting  poetry,  it  has  a  clear,  organ-like 
vibration,  which  thrills  delicionaly  on  the  ear,  llisdaiightor, 
a  Tory  lovely  girl,  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table. 

Bernard  Barton,  who  la  now  quite  an  old  man,  is  a  very 
lively  and  sociable  Friend.  His  head  is  gray  and  almost 
bald,  but  there  is  still  plenty  of  fire  in  his  eyes  and  life  in 
his  hmbs.  Hia  many  kind  and  amiable  qualities  endear  him 
to  a  large  circle  of  literary  friends,  lie  still  continues 
writing,  and  within  the  last  year  has  brought  out  a  volume 
of  simple,  touching  "  HoiiHehold  Verses."  We  went  after- 
wards into  Lockhart's  library,  which  was  fall  of  interesting 
objects.  I  saw  the  private  diary  of  Scott,  kept  until  within 
a  short  time  of  hia  death.  It  was  melancholy  to  trace  the 
gradual  failing  of  all  his  energies  iti  the  very  wavering  of 
the  autograph.  In  a  large  volume  of  hia  corrcBpondence, 
containing  letters  from  Campbell,  Wordsworth,  Byron,  and 
all  the  distinguished  characters  of  the  ago,  I  saw  CampbeJl's 
'■  Battle  of  the  Baltic  "  in  his  own  hand.  I  was  higHy  in- 
toneated  and  gratified  with  the  visit ;  the  more  so,  as  Mr. 
Lockhart  liad  invited  me  witli9ut  previous  acquaintance. 

I  went  one  Sunday  to  the  Oliurch  of  St.  Stephen,  to  hear 
Croly,  the  poet.  The  service,  read  by  a  drowsy  clerk,  was 
long  and  mouotonous  ;  I  sat  in  a  side-aislo,  looking  up  at  the 
dome,  and  listening  to  the  rain  which  dashed  in  torrents 
against  the  window-panes.  At  last,  a  tall,  gray-haired  man 
came  down  the  passage.     Ho  bowed  with  a  sad  smile,  so  full 
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of  lionpvolcncc  nnd  rcHignatioit,  tlint  it  ivout  iiito  my  Iieart 
at  onco,  nnd  I  gave  him  au  involoiilary  tribute  of  syriiimthy. 
ITb  liaii  n  licavy  affliction  to  lieur — the  iloath  of  Iiis  gnllant 
son,  one  of  tlio  officers  who  were  slain  in  tlic  ]ato  battle  of 
Ferozeahali.  His  wliolo  manaer  hetrayed  the  tokens  of  suh- 
ilucd  but  constant  ^ricf. 

I  nttcniled  a  Temporaiioe  Meeting^  in  Exetflr  Hall,  for  tlio 
purpose  of  hearing  Daniel  O'Connell,  There  were  about 
two  thousand  persons  present.  The  great  Agitator  was  evi- 
dently not  inspired  by  the  subject,  for  bis  remarks  were  very- 
common -place  and  his  manner  heavy  and  unimpressive. 
NevcrtUolcSB,  the  people  cried  "  bear  I  hear !"  at  the  end  of 
every  Ecntonce,  whether  it  was  worth  hearing  or  not.  I 
never  Eaw  an  audience  with  less  taste  and  discriminatiou. 
O'Connell  was  followed  by  two  or  three  excessively  stupid 
speakers,  who  were  listened  to  with  solenin  cndnrance,  after 
which  a  physician — a  man  of  real  intelligence— commenced 
making  an  admirable  speech,  and  was  hooted  down,  for  no 
cause  that  I  eouhl  perceive,  escei>t  liis  want  of  the  stupidity 
which  seemed  to  he  so  attractive. 

One  day  in  April  llr.  Stevens  invited  mo  to  accompany 
him  to  Greenwich  Pair.  Wc  took  a  penny  steamer  from 
Hungerford  Market  to  London  Bridge,  and  jumped  into  the 
cars,  which  go  every  tive  minutes.  Twelve  minutes'  ride 
above  the  chimneys  of  London  and  the  vegetable  fields  of 
Rotherhitho  and  Deptford  brought  us  to  Greenwich,  and  wo 
followed  the  stream  of  people  which  was  flowing  from  all 
parts  of  th3  city  into  the  Park.  Here  began  the  merriment. 
We  heard  on  every  side  the  noise  of  the  "  scratcbers,"  or, 
as  the  venders  of  these  articles  denominated  them— "the 
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drizzling  fog.  The  people  cai-ry  urabrelliiE  at  all  times,  for 
the  vain  seema  to  drop  spontaneously  out  of  the  very  air, 
without  waiting  for  tlie  usual  preparation  of  a  gathering 
cloud.  One  day  there  was  a  genuine  London  fog — a  speci- 
men of  November  weather,  aa  the  people  said.  The  strocts 
were  wrapped  in  a  veil  of  dense  mist,  of  a  dirty  yellow- 
color,  as  if  the  air  had  suddenly  gro^ra  thick  and  mouldy. 
The  houses  on  the  opposite  sides  of  the  street  were  invisible, 
and  the  gaa-lamps,  lighted  in  the  shops,  hurned  with  a  white 
and  ghastly  flame.  Carriages  ran  together  in  the  streets, 
and  I  was  kept  constantly  on  the  look-out,  lost  some  one 
should  come  suddenly  ont  of  the  cloud  around  me,  and  we 
should  meet  with  a  shock  like  that  of  two  knights  at  a  tour- 
nament. 

I  led  thus  a  misty,  monotonous  life  for  about  sis  weeks, 
enlivened  by  an  occasional  visit  to  Mr.  Murray  or  Mr.  Put- 
nam, or  my  kind  friends  at  Chelsea,  after  which  I  returned 
to  my  room  over  the  Aldgate  Churchyard,  the  dreariness  of 
which  became  pleasant  after  the  annoyances  of  London  streets 
at  night.  There  is  no  city  in  the  world  where  vice  has  so 
brazen  a  front,  as  in  London.  At  last,  on  the  30th  of  April, 
I  received  a  remittance  of  fifty  dollars,  and  my  friends,  who 
had  also  replenished  their  funds,  arrived  from  Paris  two  or 
three  days  afterwards.  We  immediately  made  preparations 
to  return  home,  and  succeeded  in  engaging  passage  in  the 
lle-ioria,  which  was  to  sail  on  the  2Gth.  The  price  of  a 
passage  in  the  second  cabin  was  ^£12  10s.,  which  mcludeil 
sailors'  fare.  Our  funds  were  insufficient  to  pay  the  whole 
fare,  after  our  final  expenses  in  London  had  been  defrayed ; 
but  Capt.  Slorgnn,  wlio  was  not  so  mistrustful  as  my  Nor- 


4SC 


raiuestic,  Jigniliod,  Englisli  oak — wliicli  covurs,  in  j^iittiiresejuo 
clumps,  the  aides  antl  summits  of  iha  two  billowy  hills.  It 
must  be  a  sweet  place  iu  summer,  wlieu  the  dark,  niassive 
foliage  is  heavy  oa  every  mossy  arm,  and  the  smooth  and 
uurving  sward  shinea  with  thousands  of  field  flowers. 

Owing  to  the  showers,  the  streets  were  coated  with  mud, 
of  a  consistence  aa  soft  and  yielding  as  the  most  fleecy  Per- 
sian carpet.  Near  the  gate,  boys  wore  holding  scores  of 
donkeys,  which  they  ofiered  us  at  threepence  for  a  ride  of 
two  miles.  We  .walked  down  towai'ds  the  river,  and  came 
at  last  to  a  gronp  of  tumblers,  who  with  miuidy  hands  and 
feet  were  throwing  snmniersanltB  in  ibo  open  street.  I  re- 
cognised them  as  old  acf|unintaucea  of  the  Rue  St.  Antoine 
and  the  Champs  Elysccs  ;  hut  the  little  boy  who  cried  bo- 
fore,  Iiecanse  he  did  not  want  to  bend  his  head  and  feet  into 
a  ring,  had  learned  his  part  better  by  this  time,  so  that  he 
went  through  it  all  without  whimpering  and  eame  off  with 
only  a  fiery  red  face.  The  exercises  of  the  young  gentle- 
men were  of  course  very  graceful  and  classic,  and  the  effect 
of  their  poses  of  strength  was  very  much  heightened  by  tlje 
muddy  foot-marks  which  they  left  on  each  other's  orange- 
colored  skins. 

The  centre  of  the  square  was  occupied  hy  swings,  where 
some  eight  or  ten  boat-loads  of  persons  were  flying  topsy- 
turvy into  the  air,  making  one  giddy  to  look  at  tliem,  and 
constant  fearful  shrieks  arose  fram  the  female  swingers,  at 
finding  themselves  iu  a  horizontal  or  inverted  position,  high 
above  the  ground.  One  of  the  machines  was  like  a  great 
wheel,  with  four  cars  attached,  which  mounted  and  de- 
scended with  tlioir  motley  freight.    We  got  into  a  swinging 


boat  by  way  uf  csperimeiit.  Tlie  starting  motion  was  jjlea- 
sant,  liut  very  soon  it  flew  with  a  swiftness  and  to  a  heiglit 
rattier  alarming.  I  began  to  repent  baviiig  cbusen  such  a 
moJe  of  amusement,  but  held  on  as  well  as  I  could,  in  my 
uneasy  place.  Presently  we  mounted  until  tbe  long  beam 
of  tlio  swing  was  lioi'izontal  |  at  one  instant,  I  saw  three 
young  ladies  below  me,  with  their  heads  dowuward, — then 
I  was  turned  heels  up,  looking  at  them,  I  was  fast  becom- 
ing sea-sick,  when  after  a  few  minutes  of  such  giddy  soaring, 
the  ropes  were  slackened  and  we  all  got  out,  looking  some- 
what pale,  and  feeling  nervous,  if  nothing  else. 

There  were  also  many  great  tents,  hung  with  bouglia  and 
lighted  with  innumerable  colored  lamps,  where  the  people 
danced  their  country  dances  in  a  choking  cloud  of  dry  saw- 
dust. Conjurors  and  gymnastic  performers  were  showing 
off  on  conspicuous  platforms,  and  a  continual  sound  of  drums, 
cymbals  and  slirill  trumpets  called  the  attention  of  the  crowd 
to  some  "  Wonderful  Eshibition" — some  infant  phenomenon, 
giant,  or  three-headed  pig.  A  groat  part  of  the  crowd  he- 
longed  evidently  to  the  worst  classes  of  society,  but  the 
watchfulness  of  the  police  prevented  any  open  disorder.  We 
came  away  early  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  were  in  busy 
London,  leaving  far  behind  us  the  revel  and  debauch,  whii-li 
was  prolonged  through  the  whole  night. 

London  has  the  advantage  of  oue  of  the  most  gloomy  at- 
mospheres ill  the  world.  During  the  opening  spring  weather, 
no  light  and  scarcely  any  warmth  can  penetrate  the  dull, 
yellowish-gray  mist,  which  iucesaantly  hangs  over  the  city. 
BometimoB  at  noon  wo  had  for  an  hour  or  two  a  sickly  gleam 
of  sunshioe,  but  it  was  soon  swallowed  up  by  the  snioke  and 
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lirlzzling  fug.  The  people  carry  umbrellas  at  all  timps,  for 
tlio  ruin  seems  to  drop  spontaneously  out  of  tli«  very  air. 
witlinut  waiting  for  tlie  usual  preparation  of  a  gathering 
cloud.  One  day  there  was  a  genuine  Loudon  fog — a  speci- 
men of  November  weather,  as  the  people  said.  The  streets 
were  wrapped  in  a  veil  of  dense  iniat,  of  a.  dirty  yellow 
color,  as  if  the  air  had  suddenly  grown  thick  and  mouldy. 
The  houses  on  the  opposite  sides  of  the  street  were  invisible, 
and  tke  gas-lamps,  lighted  in  the  shops,  burned  with  a  white 
and  ghastly  flame.  Carriages  ran  together  in  the  streets, 
and  I  was  kept  constantly  on  the  look-out,  lest  some  one 
should  come  suddenly  out  of  the  cloud  around  mc,  and  we 
should  meet  with  a  shock  like  that  of  two  knights  at  a  tour- 
nament. 

I  led  thus  a  misty,  monotonous  life  for  about  six  weeks, 
enlivened  by  an  occasional  visit  to  Mr.  Murray  or  Mr,  Put- 
nam, or  my  kind  friends  at  Chelsea,  after  which  I  returned 
to  my  room  over  the  Ahlgate  Churchyard,  the  dreariness  of 
which  became  pleasant  after  the  annoyances  of  London  streets 
at  night.  There  is  no  city  in  the  world  where  vice  has  so 
brazen  a  front,  as  in  London.  At  last,  on  the  20th  of  AprO, 
I  received  a  remittance  of  fifty  dollars,  and  my  friends,  who 
had  also  repleniabed  their  funds,  arrived  from  Paris  two  or 
three  days  afterwards.  We  immediately  made  preparations 
to  return  home,  and  succeeded  in  engaging  passage  in  the 
Victoria,  wliieh  was  to  sail  on  the  2eth.  The  price  of  a. 
passage  in  the  second  cabin  was  =£13  10*.,  which  included 
sailors'  fare.  Our  funds  were  insufficient  to  pay  the  whole 
fare,  after  our  final  expenses  in  London  had  been  defrayed ; 
hut  CajJt.  Morgan,  who  was  not  so  mistrustful  as  my  Nor- 
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man  landlord,  agreed  that  the  rest  should  be  paid  on  our 
arrival  in  New  York.  On  the  day  of  our  departure,  we  took 
dinner,  for  the  first  time,  at  the  coffee-house,  and  the  fat 
landlord  made  us  a  pudding  as  round  and  puffy  as  his  own 
face,  in  honor  of  the  event.  He  desired  me  to  write  to  him, 
which  was  the  only  act  of  familiarity  he  was  guilty  of. 
After  dinner  I  heard  the  old  Aldgate  clock  strike  for  the 
last  time,  and  set  out  for  St.  Katharine's  Docks  overjoyed 
at  the  thought  of  returning  home,  and  feeling  satisfied  that, 
now  my  pilgrimage  in  Europe  was  over,  I  had  done  all,  and 
more  than  all,  which  I  had  set  out  to  do. 


CHAPTER    XLV. 

THE    RETURN    HOM  E — H  INT8    FOR    PEDESTRIANS. 

Quarters  on  Ship-board— Passage  through  the  Channel— Portsmouth -The  Voyage 
Home— Excitement  of  Return— Landing-  Lind  Sights  and  Scents— The  Last  Day 
of  the  Pilgrimage— Approaching  Home— The  Lighted  Window— Requisites  for  a 
Pedestrian  Journey— Travelling  on  Small  Allowance— Cost  of  Sleeping— The  Knap- 
sack-Manner of  Travel— Open -Air  Life— A  Pedestrian's  Equipment— Books- 
Sketching— German  Students- Companions— Ignorance  concerning  America- 
Hotels— Country  Taverns  — Passports  — Funds  — Personal  Safety— Comparative 
Expense  of  Different  Countries— Statement  of  my  Expenses— FarewelL 

We  slid  out  of  St.  Katharine's  Dock  at  noon  on  the  appoint- 
ed day,  and  with  a  pair  of  sooty  steamboats  hitched  to  our 
vessel,  moved  sloAvly  down  the  Thames  in  mist  and  drizzling 
rain.  I  stayed  on  the  wet  deck  all  afternoon,  that  I  might 
more  forcibly  and  joyously  feel  we  were  again  in  motion  on 
the  waters  and  homeward  bound  !  B — -^  and  I,  with  two 
young  Englishmen,  took  possession  of  a  state-room  of  rough 
boards,  lighted  by  a  bulPs-eye,  which  in,  stormy  weather 
leaked  so  much  that  our  trunks  swam  in  water.  A  narrow 
mattress  and  blanket,  with  a  knapsack  for  a  pillow,  formed 
a  passable  bed.  A  long  entry  between  the  rooms,  lighted 
by  a  feeble  swinging  lamp,  was  filled  with  a  board  table, 


around  which  the  thirty-two  second  cabin  pftsscngers  met  to 
discuSB  politics  and  salt  pork,  favorahle  winds  and  hard  sea- 
hiBcait. 

We  lay  hecalmed  opposite  Sheerness  the  whole  of  the 
second  day.  At  dusk  a  sudden  squall  came  up,  which  drove 
us  foaming  towards  the  North  Foreland.  When  I  went  on 
deck  in  the  morning,  we  had  passed  Dover  and  Brighton,  and 
the  Isle  of  Wight  was  rising  dim  ahead  of  us.  The  low 
English  coast  on  our  right  was  bordered  by  long  reaches  of 
dazzling  chalky  sand,  which  glittered  along  the  calm  blue 
water.  Gliding  into  the  Bay  of  Portsmouth,  we  dropped 
anclior  opposite  tlie  romantic  town  of  Hyde,  built  on  the 
sloping  shore  of  the  green  Isle  of  Wight.  Eight  or  nine 
vessels  of  the  Experimental  Squadron  were  anchored  near 
lis,  aud  over  the  Louses  of  Portsmouth,  I  aaw  the  masts  of 
the  Victory — the  flag-ship  in  the  battle  of  Trafalgar,  on 
board  of  which  Nelson  was  killed.  The  wind  was  not  strong 
enough  to  permit  the  passage  of  the  Needles,  so  at  midnight 
we  succeeded  in  wearing  back  again  into  the  channel,  around 
the  Isle  of  Wight.  A  head  wind  forced  us  to  tack  away 
towards  the  shore  of  Prance.  We  were  twice  in  sight  of 
the  rocky  coast  of  Brittany,  near  Cherbourg,  but  the  misty 
promontory  of  Land's  End  was  our  last  glimpse  of  the  Old 
World. 

We  had  the  usual  experience  of  an  Atlantic  voyage — 
pleasant  weather  for  a  week,  a  very  severe  gale  for  five 
days  off  the  coast  of  Ireland,  variable  winds  in  mid-ocean, 
a  calm  on  the  Banks  of  Newfoundland,  and  a  fresh  breeze 
from  the  eastward,  which  failed  us  on  the  31st  of  Btay, 
when  but  thirty-five  miles  from  Sandy  Hook.     We  lay  there 
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all  ilay  in  tlio  fog,  ligtenlng  to  tlip  surf  on  the  Long  Island  J 
short.'.  A  pilot  who  found  us,  gave  us  newspapers  with  tbs  -I 
first  account  of  the  war  with  Mexico  and  the  battles  of  Palo  ^ 
Alto  and  Ilesuea  de  la  Falma.  The  next  morning  at  a 
rise  wo  saw  Sandy  Hook  ;  al  eleven  o'clock  a  tng-boat  toolc  J 
liold  of  us,  and  at  noon  we  were  gliding  up  the  Narrows,. 
with  fbe  whole  ship's  company  of  four  bimdrcd  persons  o 
deck,  gazing  on  the  beautiful  shores  of  Staten  Island,  and  i 
agreeing  almost  universally,  that  it  was  the  most  delightful  ] 
scene  they  had  ever  looked  upon. 

I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  excitement  of  that  I 
afternoon.     After  thirty -seven  days  between  sky  and  water,  i 
any  shore  would  have  been  beautiful,  but  when  that  ahoi 
was  Home,  after  wo  hnil  been  two  years  absent,  during  a 
ago  wbon  time  is  always  slow,  it  required  a  powerfiil  effort  1 
to  miuntain  any  propriety  of  manner.     The  steward  prepar- 
ed a  parting  dinner,  much  better  than  any  ■we  had  had  at  ] 
Bea ;  but  I  tried  in  vain  to  eat.     Never  were  trees  such  a  | 
glorious  green  as  those  around  the  Quarantine  Buildings, 
where  we  lay  to  for  half  an  hour,  to  be  visited  by  the  physi- 
cian.     The  day  was  cloudy,  and  thick  mist  hung  on  the  tops 
of  the  hills,  but  I  felt  as  if  I  could  never  tire  looking  at  the   I 

At   last    wo   apprnachod   the   clly.     It   appeared   smaller 
than  when  I  left,  but  this  might  have  been  because  I  was    , 
habituated  to  the  broad  distances  of  the  sea.     Our  scanty   I 
baggage  was  brought  on  deck,  for  the  inspection  of  iho  I 
custom-house  officer,  but  we  were  neither  annoyed  nor  delay- 
ed by  the  operation.      Tlie  steamer  by  this  time  bad  taken 
us  to  the  pier  at  Pine-street  wharf,  and  the  slight  jar  of  the   ] 
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vessel  as  she  came  alongside,  sent  a  thrill  of  delight  through 
our  frames.  But  when  finally  the  ladder  was  let  down,  and 
we  sprang  upon  the  pier,  it  was  with  an  electric  shock,  as  if 
of  recognition  from  the  very  soil.  It  was  about  four  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  and  we  were  glad  that  night  was  so  near  at 
hand.  After  such  strong  excitement  as  we  had  felt  since 
morning,  the  prospect  of  rest  was  very  attractive. 

Life  at  sea  sharpens  one's  sensibilities  to  the  sounds  and 
scents  of  land,  in  a  very  high  degree.  We  noticed  a  differ- 
ence in  the  atmosphere  of  different  streets,  and  in  the  scent 
of  leaves  and  grass,  which  a  land  friend  who  was  with  us 
failed  entirely  to  distinguish.  The  next  day,  as  we  left 
New  York,  and  in  perfect  exultation  of  spirit  sped  across 
New  Jersey  (which  was  never  half  so  beautiful  to  our  eyes), 
I  could  feel  nothing  but  one  continued  sensation  of  the 
country — fragrant  hay -field  and  wild  clearing,  garden  and 
marshy  hollow,  and  the  cool  shadow  of  the  Avoodlands — I 
was  by  turns  possessed  with  the  spirit  of  them  all.  The 
twilight  deepened  as  Ave  2)assed  down  the  Delaware  ;  I  stood 
on  the  promenade  deck,  and  watched  the  evening  star 
kindling  through  the  cloudless  flush  of  sunset,  while  the 
winds  that  came  over  the  glassy  river  bore  me  the  odor  of 
long-remembered  meadow  flowers.  "We  asked  each  other 
what  there  was  in  the  twilights  of  Florence  and  Vallambrosa 
more  delicious  than  this  ? 

A  night  in  neat,  cheerful,  home-like  Philadelphia,  whose 
dimensions  were  also  a  little  shrunken  in  our  eyes,  and  a 
glorious  June  morning  broke  on  the  last  day  of  our  pil- 
grimage. Again  Ave  were  on  the  Delaware,  pacing  the  deck 
in  rapture  at  the  green,  luxuriant  beauty  of  its  shores.      Is 
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it  not  worth  years  of  absence,  to  learn  liow  to  love  one's 
land  as  it  should  be  loved  ?  Two  or  three  hours  brought  us 
to  AVilmington,  in  Delaware,  and  within  twelve  miles  of 
home.  Now  came  the  realization  of  a  plan  Ave  had  talked 
over  a  hundred  times,  to  keep  up  our  spirits  Avhen  the 
weather  was  gloomy,  or  the  journey  lay  through  some 
waste  of  barren  country.  Oar  knapsacks,  which  had  been 
laid  down  in  Paris,  were  again  taken  up,  slouched  German 
hats  substituted  for  our  modern  black  cylinders,  belt  and 
blouse  donned,  and  the  pilgrim  staff  grasped  for  the  rest  of 
our  journey.  But  it  was  part  of  our  plan,  that  we  should 
not  reach  home  till  after  nightfall ;  we  could  not  think  of 
seeing  any  one  we  knew  before  those  who  were  nearest  to 
us  ;  and  so  it  Avas  necessary  to  wait  a  few  hours  before 
starting. 

The  time  came ;  that  walk  of  three  or  four  hours  seemed 
longer  than  many  a  day's  tramp  of  thirty  miles,  but  every 
step  of  the  way  was  familiar  ground.  The  people  we  met 
stared,  laughed,  or  looked  suspiciously  after  us,  but  Ave  were 
quite  insensible  to  any  observation.  We  only  counted  the 
fields,  measured  the  distance  from  hill  to  hill,  and  watched 
the  gradual  decline  of  the  broad,  bright  sun.  It  went  down 
at  last,  and  our  homes  Avere  not  far  off.  "When  the  tAvilight 
grew  deeper,  Ave  parted,  each  one  of  us  thinking  what  an 
experience  lay  between  that  moment  and  the  next  morning. 
I  took  to  the  fields,  plunged  into  a  sea  of  dewy  clover,  and 
made  for  a  light  Avhich  began  to  glimmer  as  it  grew  darker. 
When  I  reached  it,  and  looked  Avith  the  most  painful  ex- 
citement through  the  AvindoAv  on  the  unsuspecting  group 
within,  there  Avas  not  one  face  missing. 
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Although  the  narrative  of  my  journey,  "  with  knapsack 
and  staff,"  is  now  strictly  finished,  a  few  more  words  of 
explanation  seem  necessary,  to  describe  more  fully  the 
method  of  travelling  which  we  adopted.  I  add  them  the 
more  willingly,  as  it  is  my  belief  that  many,  whose  circum- 
stances are  similar  to  mine,  desire  to  undertake  the  same 
romantic  journey.  Some  matter-of-fact  statements  may  be 
to  them  useful  as  well  as  interesting. 

To  see  Europe  as  a  pedestrian  requires  little  preparation, 
if  the  traveller  is  willing  to  forego  some  of  the  refinements 
of  living  to  which  he  may  have  been  accustomed,  for  the 
sake  of  the  new  and  interesting  fields  of  observation  which 
will  be  opened  to  him.  He  must  be  content  to  sleep  on 
hard  beds,  and  partake  of  coarse  fare  ;  to  undergo  rudeness 
at  times  from  the  officers  of  the  police  and  the  porters  of 
palaces  and  galleries ;  or  to  travel  for  hours  in  rain  and 
storm  without  finding  a  shelter.  The  knapsack  will  at  first 
be  heavy  upon  the  shoulders,  the  feet  will  be  sore  and  the 
limbs  weary  with  the  day's  walk,  and  sometimes  the  spirit 
will  begin  to  flag  under  the  general  fatigue  of  body.  This, 
however,  soon  passes  over.  In  a  week's  time,  if  the  pedes- 
trian does  not  attempt  too  much  on  setting  out,  his  limbs  are 
stronger,  and  his  gait  more  firm  and  vigorous ;  he  lies  down 
at  night  with  a  feeling  of  refreshing  rest,  sleeps  with  a 
soundness  undisturbed  by  a  single  dream,  that  seems  almost 
like  death,  if  he  has  been  accustomed  to  restless  nights  ;  and 
rises  invigorated  in  heart  and  frame  for  the  next  day's 
journey.  The  coarse  black  bread  of  the  peasant  inns,  Avith 
cheese  no  less  coarse,  and  a  huge  mug  of  milk  or  the 
nourishing   beer   of  Germany,  have   a   relish   to  his  keen 
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appetitii.  wliicli  excitoH  liU  own  astonlsliment.  Anil  if  Le  is 
willing  to  regard  all  incivility  and  attempU  at  imposition  as  | 
Taluablo  lessons  in  the  study  of  liuman  nature,  and  to  keep  J 
his  temper  and  cliecrfalness  in  any  situation  whieb  may  try  1 
tbem,  lie  is  prepared  to  walk  tbrougli  the  wliole  of  Europe,  ] 
with  more  real  pleasure  to  himself,  and  i'ar  more  profit,  than  ] 
if  Lo  joarncyed  in  style  and  enjoyed  (?)  the  constant  ser- 
vices of  couriers  and  valeia  de  place. 

Should  his  means  become  unusually  scant,  ho  will  find  it  j 
possible  to  travel  on  an  amazingly  small  pittance,  and  with  I 
more  actual  bodily  comfort  than  would  seem  possible,  to  ona  I 
who  lias  not  tried  it.  I  was  more  than  once  obliged  to  walk  j 
a  number  of  days  in  succession,  on  less  than  a  franc  a  day, 
and  found  that  the  only  drawback  to  my  enjoyment  was  the  j 
fear  tliat  I  might  bo  without  relief  when  this  allowance  i 
should  he  eshausted.  One  observes,  admires,  wonders,  and  | 
learua  quite  as  extensively,  under  such  circumstances,  i 
ho  had  unlimited  means. 

The  only  expense  that  cannot  be  reduced  at  will>  iiL.1 
Europe,  is  that  for  sleeping.  Tou  may  live  on  a  cmst  of  J 
bread  a  day,  but  lower  than  four  cents  for  a  bed  you  cannot  J 
go  !  In  Germany  this  is  the  regular  price  paid  by  travel-  ' 
ling  journeymen,  and  no  one  need  wish  for  a  more  coraforta-  J 
hie  reatiag-plftce  than  those  massive  boxes  (when  you  have  I 
become  accustomed  to  their  shortness)  with  their  coarse  but  1 
clean  linen  sheets,  and  healthy  mattresses  of  straw.  In  Italy  I 
the  price  varies  from  half  a  panl  to  a  pauI  (ton  cents),  but  a 
person  somewhat  familiar  with  the  language  would  not  of^ea-l 
be  asked  more  than  the  former  price,  for  which  be  has  a  bed  I 
stuffed  with  corn-husks,  large  enough  for  at  least  three  men.   ] 
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I  was  asked  in  France,  five  sous  in  all  the  village  inns,  from 
^larscilles  to  Dieppe.  The  pedestrian  cares  far  more  for  a 
good  rest  than  for  the  quality  of  his  fare,  and  a  walk  of 
thirty  miles  prepares  him  to  find  it,  on  the  hardest  couch.  I 
usually  rose  before  sunrise,  and  immediately  began  the  day's 
journey,  the  cost  of  lodging  having  been  paid  the  night 
before — a  universal  custom  among  the  common  inns,  which 
are  frequented  by  the  peasantry.  At  the  next  village,  I 
would  buy  a  loaf  of  the  hard  brown  bread,  with  some  cheese, 
or  butter,  or  whatever  substantial  addition  could  be  made 
at  trifling  cost,  and  breakfast  on  a  bank  by  the  roadside, 
lying  at  full  length  on  the  dewy  grass,  and  using  my  knap- 
sack as  a  table.  I  might  also  mention  that  a  leathern  pouch, 
fastened  on  one  side  of  this  table,  contained  a  knife  and  fork, 
and  one  or  two  solid  tin  boxes,  for  articles  which  could  not 
be  carried  in  the  pocket.  A  similar  pouch  at  the  other  side 
held  pen  and  ink,  and  a  small  bottle,  which  was  filled  some- 
times with  the  fresh  water  of  the  streams,  and  sometimes 
with  the  common  country  wine,  which  costs  from  three  to 
six  sous  the  quart. 

After  walking  more  than  half  the  distance  to  be  accom- 
plished, with  half  an  hour's  rest,  dinner  would  be  made  in 
the  same  manner,  and  while  we  rested  the  full  hour  allotted 
to  the  mid-day  halt,  guide-books  would  be  examined,  jour- 
nals written,  or  a  sketch  made  of  the  landscape.  If  it  was 
during  the  cold,  wet  days  of  winter,  we  sought  a  rock»  or 
sometimes  the  broad  abutment  of  a  chance  bridge,  upon 
which  to  lie ;  in  summer,  it  mattered  little  whether  we  rested 
in  sun  or  shade,  under  a  bright  or  rainy  sky.  The  vital 
energy  which  this  life  in  the  open  air  gives  to  the  constitu- 
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tion,  is  romarkable.  Tho  very  scasfttion  of  benlth  and 
strengtli  becomes  a  positive  luxury,  and  the  boatt  overflows 
with  its  bnoyaut  exubcrancQ  of  cboerfiilness.  Evury  breath 
of  tho  frosh  morning  air  was  like  a  draught  of  some  spark- 
ling elixir,  gifted  with  all  the  potency  of  tho  nndiscovered 
Fountain  of  Youth,  We  felt  pent  and  oppressed  within  the 
walls  of  a  dwelling;  it  was  far  moro  agreeable  to  inarch  m 
the  face  of  a  driving  shower,  under  the  beating  of  which  the 
lilood  grew  fresh  and  warm,  than  to  sit  by  a  dull  fireplace 
waiting  for  it  to  cease.  Althongh  I  had  lived  mainly  upon 
a  farm  until  the  age  of  aovcntoen,  am!  was  accustomed  to 
ont-door  exercise,  I  never  before  felt  how  much  life  one  may 
draw  from  air  and  sunshine  alono. 

Tiius,  what  at  first  was  borne  as  a  hardship,  became  at 
last  an  enjoyment,  and  there  seemed  to  me  no  Bituation  so 
extreme,  that  it  did  not  possess  some  charm  to  my  mind, 
which  mado  me  unwilling  to  shrink  from  tho  experience. 
Still,  as  one  depth  of  enduraucu  after  another  was  reached, 
the  words  of  Cicero  would  recnr  to  me  as  encouragement — 
"  Perhaps  even  Ihk  may  hereafter  be  remembered  with  plea- 
sure." Once  only,  while  waiting  six  days  at  Lyons  in 
gloomy  weather  and  among  harsh  people,  witboat  a  soua 
and  with  a  strong  doubt  of  receiving  any  relief,  I  became  in- 
different to  what  might  happen,  and  would  have  passively 
met  any  change  for  the  worse — aa  men  who  have  been  ex- 
posed to  shipwreck  for  days,  scarco  make  aii  effort  to  save 
themselves  when  the  vessel  strikes  at  last. 

A  few  words  in  relation  to  a  pedestrian's  equipment  may 
be  of  some  practical  value.  It  is  best  to  take  no  moro 
clothing  than  is  absolutely  required,  as  the  traveller  will  not 


desire  to  carry  more  than  fifteen  ponnds  on  liis  back,  knap- 
sack incladed.  A  single  suit  of  good  dark  cloth,  n-ith  & 
Bupply  of  linen,  will  be  amply  sufficient.  The  strong  linon 
blonsc,  cnnfioed  by  a  leather  bolt,  will  protect  it  from  the 
dnst,  and  when  thia  is  thrown  aside  on  entering  a  city,  the 
traveller  makes  a  very  respectable  appearance.  The  slonehed 
hat  of  finely  woven  felt,  is  a  delightful  covering  to  tlio 
head,  serving  at  the  same  time  as  umbrella  or  night  cap, 
travelling  dress  or  ^'isiting  costume.  No  one  should  neglect 
a  good  cane,  which,  besides  its  feeling  of  companionship,  is 
equal  to  from  three  to  five  milea  a  day,  and  may  serve  as  a 
defence  against  banditti,  or  savage  Bohemian  dugs.  In  tlio 
Alps,  the  tall  staves,  pointed  nith  iron,  and  topped  with  a 
curved  chamois  horn,  can  be  bought  for  a  iVane  apiece,  and 
are  of  great  assistance  in  crossing  ice-fields,  orsastaining  the 
weight  of  the  body  in  descending  steep  and  difficult  passes. 
An  umbrella  is  inconvenient,  unless  it  is  short  and  may 
be  strapped  on  the  knapsack,  but  even  then,  an  ample  cape 
of  oiled  silk  or  India  rubber  cloth  is  far  preferable.  The 
pedestrian  need  not  be  particular  in  this  respect  j  he  will 
soon  grow  accustomed  to  an  occasional  drenching,  and  I  am 
not  sure  that  men,  like  plants,  do  not  thrive  under  it,  when. 
they  have  outgrown  the  hot-house  nature  of  civilization,  in 
a  life  under  the  open  heaven.  A  portfolio,  capable  of  hard 
service,  with  a  guide-book  or  two,  pocket- compass  and  spy- 
glass, completcsthecontentaof  the  knapsack,  though  if  there 
IS  still  a  small  corner  to  spare,  I  would  recommend  ihat  it  he 
filled  with  pocket  editions  of  one  or  two  of  the  good  old 
English  classics.  It  is  a  rare  delight  to  sit  down  in  the 
gloomy  fastnesses  of  the  Hartu,  or  in  the  breezy  valleys  of 
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Styria,  and  read  the  majestic  measures  of  our  glorious  Saxon 
bards.  Milton  is  first  fully  appreciated,  when  you  look  up 
from  his  page  to  the  snowy  ramparts  of  the  Alps,  which  shut 
out  all  but  the  lleaven  of  whose  beauty  he  sang ;  and  all 
times  and  places  are  fitting  for  the  universal  Shakspeare. 
Chil  le  Harold  bears  such  a  glowing  impress  of  the  scenery 
on  which  Byron's  eye  has  dwelt,  that  it  spoke  to  me  like  the 
answering  voice  of  a  friend  from  the  crag  of  Drachenfels,  in 
the  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,  and  beside  the  breathing 
marbles  of  the  Vatican  and  the  Capitol. 

A  little  facility  in  sketching  from  nature  is  a  most  useful 
and  delightful  accomplishment  for  the  pedestrian.  He  may 
bring  away  the  features  of  wild  and  unvisited  landscapes, 
the  picturesque  fronts  of  peasant  cottages  and  wayside 
shrines,  or  the  simple  beauty  of  some  mountain  child,  watch- 
ing his  herd  of  goats.  Though  having  little  knowledge  and 
no  practice  in  the  art,  I  persevered  in  my  awkward  attempts, 
and  was  soon  able  to  take  a  rough  and  rapid  but  tolerably  cor- 
rect outline  of  almost  any  scene.  These  memorials  of  two 
years  of  travel  have  now  a  value  to  me,  which  I  would  not 
exchange  for  the  finest  engravings,  however  they  might  ex- 
cel in  faithful  representation.  Another  article  of  equipment 
which  I  had  almost  forgotten  to  mention,  is  a  small  bottle  of 
the  best  Cognac,  with  which  to  bathe  the  feet,  morning  and 
evening,  for  the  first  week  or  two,  or  as  long  as  they  con- 
tinue tender  with  the  exercise.  It  was  also  very  strengthen- 
ing and  refreshing,  when  the  body  was  unusually  weary  with 
a  long  day's  walking  or  climbing,  to  use  as  an  external  sti- 
mulant; for  I  never  had  occasion  to  apply  it  internally. 
Many  of  the  German  students  wear  a  wicker  flask,  slung 
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over  their  shoulder,  containing  kirschwasscr,  which  they  mix 
with  the  water  of  the  mountain  streams,  but  this  is  not  at 
all  necessary  to  the  traveller's  health  and  comfort. 

These  students,  with  all  their  irregularities,  are  a  noble, 
warm-hearted  class,  and  make  the  best  companions  in  the 
world.  During  the  months  of  August  and  September,  hun- 
dreds of  them  ramble  through  Switzerland  and  the  Tyrol, 
extending  their  route  sometimes  to  Venice  and  Rome.  With 
their  ardent  love  for  every  thing  republican,  they  will 
always  receive  an  American  heartily,  consecrate  him  as  a 
burschy  and  admit  him  to  their  fellowship.  With  the  most 
of  them,  an  economy  of  expense  is  part  of  the  habit  of  their 
student-life,  and  they  are  only  spendthrifts  on  the  articles  of 
beer  and  tobacco.  A  month's  residence  in  Heidelberg,  the 
most  beautiful  place  in  Grermany,  will  serve  to  make  the 
young  American  acquainted  with  their  habits,  and  able  to 
join  them  for  an  adventurous  foot-journey,  with  the  greatest 
advantage  to  himself. 

We  always  accepted  a  companion,  of  whatever  kind,  while 
walking — from  chimney-sweeps  to  barons.  In  a  strange 
country  one  can  learn  something  from  every  peasant,  and  we 
neglected  no  opportunity,  not  only  to  obtain  information,  but 
to  impart  it.  We  found  every  where  great  curiosity  respect- 
ing America,  and  we  were  always  glad  to  tell  them  all  they 
wished  to  know.  In  Germany,  we  were  generally  taken  for 
Germans  from  some  part  of  the  country  where  the  dialect 
was  a  little  different,  or,  if  they  remarked  our  foreign  pecu- 
liarities, they  supposed  we  were  either  Poles,  Russians,  or 
Swiss.  The  greatest  ignorance  in  relation  to  America,  pre- 
vails among  the  common  people.     They  imagine  we  are  a 
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sav«'\ge  race,  without  intelligence  and  almost  without  law. 
Persons  of  education,  who  had  some  slight  knowledge  of 
our  history,  showed  a  curiosity  to  know  something  of  our 
political  condition.  They  are  taught  hy  the  German  news- 
papers (which  are  under  a  strict  censorship  in  this  respect) 
to  look  only  at  the  evil  in  our  country,  and  they  almost  in- 
variably began  by  adverting  to  Slavery  and  Repudiation. 
While  we  admitted,  often  with  shame  and  mortification,  the 
existence  of  things  so  inconsistent  with  true  republicanism, 
we  endeavored  to  make  them  comprehend  the  advantages 
enjoyed  by  the  free  citizen — the  complete  equality  of  birth 
— which  places  America,  despite  her  faults,  far  above  any 
other  nation  on  earth. 

In  large  cities  we  always  preferred  to  take  the  second  or 
third-rate  hotels,  which  are  generally  visited  by  merchants 
and  persons  who  travel  on  business ;  for,  with  the  same 
comforts  as  those  of  the  first  rank,  they  are  nearly  twice  as 
cheap.  A  traveller,  with  a  guide-book  and  a  good  pair  of 
eyes,  can  also  dispense  with  the  services  of  a  courier^  whose 
duty  it  is  to  conduct  strangers  about  the  city,  from  one 
lion  to  another.  We  chose  rather  to  find  out  and  view  the 
sights  at  our  leisure.  In  small  villages,  where  we  were  often 
obhged  to  stop,  we  chose  the  best  hotels,  which,  particularly 
in  Northern  Germany  and  in  Italy,  are  none  too  good.  But 
if  it  Avas  a  post,  that  is,  a  town  where  the  post-chaise  stops 
to  change  horses,  we  usually  avoided  the  post-hotel,  where 
one  must  pay  high  for  having  curtains  before  his  windows 
and  a  more  elegant  cover  on  his  bed.  In  the  country 
tavei-ns  we  always  found  neat,  comfortable  lodging,  and 
a  pleasant,   friendly   reception    from    the   people.      They 
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galutecl  us,  on  entering,  with  **Be  tou  welcome,"  and 
on  leaving,  wislierl  us  a  pleasant  journey  and  good  fortune. 
The  host,  when  lie  brought  us  supper  or  breakfast,  lifted  his 
cap,  and  wished  us  a  good  appetite — and  when  he  lighted  us 
to  our  chambers,  left  us  with  "  May  you  sleep  well !"  TVe 
generally  found  honest,  friendly  people  ;  they  delighted  in 
telling  us  about  the  country  around ;  what  ruins  there  were 
in  the  neighborhood — and  what  strange  legends  were  con- 
nected with  them.  The  only  part  of  Europe  where  it  is 
unpleasant  to  travel  in  this  manner,  is  Bohemia.  We  could 
scarcely  find  a  comfortable  inn  ;  the  people  all  spoke  an  un- 
known language,  and  were  not  particularly  celebrated  for 
their  honesty.  Beside  this,  travellers  rarely  go  on  foot  in 
those  regions  ;  we  Avere  frequently  taken  for  travelling  hand- 
werker,  and  subjected  to  imposition. 

With  regard  to  passports,  although  they  were  vexatious 
and  often  expensive,  we  found  little  difficulty  when  we  had 
acquainted  ourselves  with  the  regulations  concerning  them. 
In  France  and  Germany  they  are  comparatively  little  trou- 
ble ;  in  Italy  they  are  the  traveller's  greatest  annoyance. 
Americans  are  treated  with  less  strictness,  in  this  respect, 
than  citizens  of  other  nations,  and,  owing  to  the  absence  of 
rank  amoiig  us,  they  also  enjoy  greater  advantages  of  ac- 
quaintance and  intercourse. 

The  expenses  of  travelling  in  England,  although  much 
greater  than  in  our  own  country,  may,  as  wc  learned  hy 
experience,  be  brought,  through  economy,  within  the  same 
compass.  Indeed,  it  is  my  belief,  from  observation,  that 
with  few  exceptions,  throughout  Europe,  where  a  traveller 
enjoys  the  same  comfort  and  abundance  as  in  America,  he 
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muet  pay  thn  Banie  prices.  The  luincipal  difference  is,  tliat 
lie  only  pays  for  what  he  gets,  so  that,  if  he  be  conteot  n-ith 
the  necessities  of  life,  without  its  luxuries,  the  expeuse  is  in 
proportion. 

The  best  CJiin  for  the  traveller's  purpose,  ia  English  gold, 
which  passes  a.t  a  considerable  premium  on  the  Continent, 
and  is  readily  accepted  at  all  tlic  principal  liotcb.  Having; 
to  earn  my  means  as  I  went  along,  I  was  obliged  to  have 
money  forwarded  in  small  remittances,  generally  in  drafts 
on  the  bouse  cf  Hottingeur  &  Co.,  in  I'aris,  which  could  be 
casliod  ill  any  large  city  of  Europe.  If  only  a  short  tour  ia 
intendeAl,  and  the  pedestrian's  means  are  limited,  ho  may 
easily  carry  the  necessary  amount  with  him.  There  ia  little 
danger  of  robbery  for  those  who  journey  in  such  an  humble 
Btylo.  I  iiover  lost  a  single  article  in  this  manner,  and 
rarely  had  any  feeling  but  lliat  of  perfect  security.  No  part 
of  our  own  country  is  safer  in  this  respect  than  Germany, 
Switzerland  or  France.  Italy  still  bears  an  unfortunate 
reputation  for  honesty  j  the  defiles  of  the  Apennines  and  the 
hollows  of  tlic  Roman  Campagna  are  haunted  by  banditti, 
and  persons  who  travel  in  their  own  carriages  are  often, 
plundered.  I  saw  the  caves  and  hiding-places  of  these  out- 
laws among  the  evergreen  shrubbery,  in  the  pass  of  Monte 
Somriia,  near  Spoleto.  A  Swedish  gentleman  in  Home  told 
me  that  he  had  walked  from  Ancona,  through  the  mountains 
to  the  Eternal  City,  partly  by  night,  but  that,  although  he 
met  with  many  suspicious  faces,  he  was  not  disturbed  in  any 
way.  An  English  artist  of  my  acquaintance  walked  from 
Leghorn  along  the  Tuscan  and  'I'yrrhene  eoaat  to  Civita 
Vecchia,  through  a  barren  and  savage  district,  overgrown 
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with  aloes  and  cork-trees,  without  experiencing  any  trouble, 
except  from  the  extreme  curiosity  of  the  ignorant  inhabitants. 
The  fastnesses  of  the  Abruzzi  have  been  explored  with  like 
facility  by  daring  pedestrians ;  indeed,  the  sight  of  a  knaps.ick 
seems  to  serve  as  a  free  passport  with  all  highwaymen. 

I  have  given,  at  times,  through  the  foregoing  chapters,  the 
cost  of  portions  of  my  journey  and  residence  in  various  cities 
of  Europe.  The  cheapest  country  for  travelling,  as  far  as 
my  experience  extended,  is  Southern  Germany,  where  one 
can  travel  comfortably  on  twenty -five  cents  a  day.  Italy  and 
the  south  of  France  come  next  in  order,  and  are  but  little  more 
expensive ;  then  follow  Switzerland  and  Northern  Germany, 
and  lastly,  Great  Britain.  The  cheapest  city,  and  one  of 
the  pleasantest  in  the  world,  is  Florence,  where  we  break- 
fasted on  five  cents,  dined  sumptuously  on  twelve,  and  went 
to  a  good  opera  for  ten.  A  man  would  find  no  difiiculty  in 
spending  a  year  there,  for  about  $250.  This  fact  may  be 
of  some  importance  to  those  whose  health  requires  such  a 
stay,  yet  are  kept  back  from  attempting  the  voyage  through 
fear  of  the  expense.  Counting  the  passage  to  Leghorn  at 
fifty  or  sixty  dollars,  it  will  be  seen  how  little  is  necessary 
for  a  year's  enjoyment  of  the  sweet  atmosphere  of  Italy.  In 
addition  to  these  particulars,  the  following  connected  state- 
ment of  my  expenses,  will  better  show  the  minimum  cost  of 
a  two  years'  pilgrimage  . 

Voyage  to  Liverpool,  iu  the  second  cabin,  .             .             .     $24  00 

Three  weeks'  travel  in  Ireland  and  Scotland,  .             .             26  00 

A  week  in  London,  at  three  shillings  a  day,  .             .             .         4  50 

t'rom  London  to  Heidelberg,            .            .  •            .            15  00 

Amount  carried  over,  .  •  $68  50 
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Amount  brought  forward,        .            .  $68  60 

A  month  at  Heidelberg,  and  trip  to  Frankfort,              .           .  20  00 

Seven  months  in  Frankfort,  at  $10  per  month,        .            .  "70  00 

Fuel,  passports,  excursions  and  other  expenses,             .            .  80  00 

Tour  through  Cassel,  the  Hartz,  Saxony,  Austria,  Bavaria,  <&c.,  40  00 

A  month  in  Frankfbrt,    .            .            .            .            .            .  10  00 

From  Frankfort  through  Switzerland,  and  over  the  Alps  to  Milan,  15  00 

From  Milan  to  Genoa,    ......  60 

Expenses  from  Genoa  to  Florence,    .            .            .            .  14  00 

Four  months  in  Florence,            .            .            .             .            .  50  00 

Eight  days'  journey  from  Florence  to  Rome,  two  weeks  in  Rome, 

voyage  to  Marseilles,  and  journey  to  Paris,            .            .  40  00 

Five  weeks  in  Paris,              .            .            .            .            .  15  00 

From  Paris  to  London,    .            .            .            .            .            .  8  00 

Six  weeks  in  London,  at  three  shillings  a  day,          .             .  31  00 

Passage  home,     .             .             .             .             .             .             .  60  00 


$4*72  10 


The  cost  for  places  of  amusement,  guides'  fees,  and  other 
small  expenses,  not  included  in  this  list,  increase  the  sum 
total  to  $500,  for  which  I  made  the  tour,  and  for  which 
others  may  make  it.  May  the  young  reader,  whom  this 
book  has  encouraged  to  attempt  the  same  pilgrimage,  meet 
with  equal  kindness  on  his  way,  and  come  home  as  well  re- 
paid for  his  labors  ! 


THE    END. 
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